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Hope is not ſo nouriſh'd by Example, as it will 
M conclude, that this dumb Piece ſhou'd pleaſe 
you, becauſe it hath pleas d others betore: But 
by Truſt, that when you have read it, you will find it wor- 
thy to have diſpleas'd none. This makes, that I now num» 
ber you, not only in the Names of Favour, but the Names 
ot Juſtice, to what I write, and do preſently call you to 
| the Exerciſe of that nobleſt and manl eſt Virtue, as covet- 
ing rather to be freed in my Fame, by the Authority of 2 
Judge, than the Credit of an Undertaker. Read therefore, 
pray you, and cenſure. There is not a Line or Syllable in 
it changed from the Simplicity of the firſt Copy. And, 
when you ſhall conſider, through the certain Hatred of 
ſome, how much a Man's Innocency may be endanger'dby 
an uneven Accuſation ; you will, I doubt not, ſo begin to 
hate the Iuiquity of ſuch Natures, asl ſhall love the Con- 


tumely done me, whoſe end was ſo honourable, as to be 
wiped off by your Sentence, 


Your unprofitable, but true Lover, 


- Ben. Johnſon. 
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PROLOGUE, 
Ruth ſays, of old, the Art of making Plays 
pas to content the People; and their praiſe = 
Was to the Poet Money, Wine, and Bays, 
But in this Age, a Sect᷑ of Writers are, 
That, only, for particular likings care, 
Ind will taſte nothing that is popular. 
With ſach we mingle neither Brains nor Breaſts ; 
Our Wiſhes, like to thoſe make publick Feaſts, 
Are not to pleaſe the Cooks taſte, but the Gueſts, 
Yet, if thoſe cunning Palates hithey come, 
They ſhall find Gueſts entreaty, and good room ; 
And though all reliſh not, ſure there will be ſome, A 
That, when they leave their Seats, ſhall make em ſay, | 
Who wrote that Piece, conld ſo have wrote a Play: 
But that, he knew, this was the better way. 
For, to preſent al Cuſtard, or all Tart, 
Aud have no other Meats to bear a part, 
Or to want Bread, and Salt, were but courſe Art. 
The Poet prays you then, with berter thought 
To ſit ; and, when his Cates are all in brought, 
Though there be none fay-fet there will dear bought, 
Be fir for Ladies: ſome for Lords, Knights, Squires; 
Some for your waiting Wench, and City- wires; . 
Some for your Men, and Daughters of White-Fryets, 
Nor is it, only, while you keep your Seat 
Here, that his Feaſt will laſt; but you ſhall eat 
A week at Ordinaries on his broken Meat : 
If his Muſe be true, 
Who commends her to you. 


ANOTHEI 


{> © 


ANOTHER. 


H E ends of all, who for the Scene do write, 
Are, or ſhould be, to Profit, and Delight. 

Ard ſtill 't hath Leenthe Praiſe of all beſt" Times, 

So Perſons were not touch'd, totax the Crimes. 
Then, m this Play, which we preſent to Night, 

And make the Objett of your Ear, and Sight, 
On forfeit of your ſelves, think nothing true, 

Leſtſo you make the maker tojudge you 3 
For he «naws, Poet never Credit gain dl, 

By writing Truths, but things (like Truths) well ſeigu l. 
If any, yet, will (with-particular ſlight | 
O application) wre(t what he doth write; 
And that he meant, or him, or her, willſay, 

They make a Libel, which he made a Play. 


— 


Dramatis Perſonæ 


— 
\ 


Oroſe, a Gentleman that loves not Noiſe. 
M Daup Eugene, à Knight, his Nephew. 


Clerimont, @ Gent. his Friend. 
True-wit, another Friend. 

Epiccene, a young Gent. ſuppos'dthe Sil. Nom. 
Joh. Daw, 4 Knight, her Servant. 
Amarous La-Fool, a Knight alſo. 


Thom, Otter, a Land and Sea-Captain. 


Cutberd, 4 Barber, 


Mad. -Haughty, 


Mad. Centaure, > Ladies Collegiate. 


Mad, Mavis, 
Mrs. Mavis, zhe Lady Haughty's Woman. 


Mrs. Otter, the Captain's Wiſe. 


Pretenders, | 3 
Parſon, Pages. Servants. 
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* e : 
ox dee 


E P J. 


—_— 


th 


Silent Woman. 


ACT I SCENE I. 


Clerimont, Boy, True- wit. 


A' you got the Song yet perfect I ga you, Boy? 
n [ He — — making himſelf ready. 

Boy. Yes, Sir. 

Cler. Let me hear it. 

Boy. You ſhall, Sir; but i faith let no body elſe. 

Cler, Why, I pray? | 

Boy. It will get you the dangerous Nameof a Poet in 
Town, Sir; beſides, me a perfect deal of ill-will at the 
Manſion you wot of, whole Lady is the Argument of it, 
where now I am the welcom'ſt Thing bag apy that 
comes there. 

Cler. Ithink, and above a Man too, if the Truth were 
rackt out of you. 

Boy. No faith, III confeſs before, Sir. The Gentle- 
women play with me, and throw me o the Bed; ond car- 
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Face; and puts a Perruke o' my Head; and asks mean't 
will wear her Gown? and Ifay, no: And then ſhe hit me 

a Blow o' the Ear, and calls me Innocent, and lets me go. 
Cler. No Marvel, it the Door be kept fhut againſt your 
Maſter, when the Entrance is ſo eaſy to you — well, Sir, 
vou ſhall go there no more, leſt I be tain to ſeek your 
Voice in my Lady's Ruſhes, a fortnight hence. Sing, 
Sir. | [ Boy ſings. 
Tru. Why, here's the Man that can melt away his time, 
and never feels it! whit, between his Miſtreſs abroad, and 
his Engle at home, high Fare, ſoft Lodgings, fine Clothes, 
and his Fiddle ; he thinks the Hours ha' no Wings, or the 
Day no Poſt-horſe. Well, Sir Gallant, were you ſtruck 
with the Plague this Minute, or condemn'd to any capital 


Puniſhment to Morrow, you would begin then tothink, 


and value every Particle o your Time, eſteem it at the 
true Rate, and give all for't. 

Cler. Why what ſnould a Man do? 

Tru. Why, nothing: or that, which when dis done, 
is as idle. Hearken after the next Horſe- race, or Hum ing- 
match; lay Wagers, praiſe Puppy, or Pepper- corn, 
White-foot, Franklin; ſwear upon Whitemains Party; 
ſpeak aloud, that my Lords may hear you; viſit my La- 
dies at Night, and be able to give em the Character of e- 
very Bowler or Bettor o the Green, Theſe be the Things, 
wherein your faſhionable Men exerciſe themſelves, and I 
for Company. * 

Cler. Nay, if I have thy Authority, I'll not leave yet. 
Come, the other are Conſiderations, when we come to 
have grey Heads, and weak Hams, moiſt Eyes, and 

ſnrunk Members. We'll think on em then; then we'll 
pray. and faſt. b 

Tru, I. and deſtine only that Time of Age to Good - 
neſs, which our Want of Ability will not let us employ 
in Evil? 

Cler. Why, then tis Time enough. 

Tru. Yes; as if a Man ſhould ſleep all the Term, and 
think to eſſect his Butineſs the laſt Day, O, Clerimònt, this 
time, becauſe it is an incorporeal thing. and not ſubject to 


Senſe, we mock our ſelves the fiuelieſt out of it, with va- 
8688; | nity, 
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nity, and Miſery indeed: not ſeeking an End of wretch- 


edneſs, but only changing the Matter ſtill. 


Cler. Nay, thou'lt not leave now - 
Tru. See but our common Diſeaſe! with what Juſtice 


© can we complain, that great Men will not look upon us. 


7 nor be at Leiſure to give our Affairs ſuch Diſpatch, as we 
expect, when w:: will never do it to our ſelves: not hear, 


nor regard our ſelves. 
Cler. Foh, thou haſt read Plutarch's Morals, now, or 


ſome ſuch tedious Fellow; and it ſhows ſo vilely with 
thee : *Fore God, *twill ſpoil thy Wir utterly, Talk me 
of Pins, and Feathers, and Ladics, and Ruſhes, and ſuch 
Things: and leave this Stoicitie alone, till thou mak'ſt 
Sermons. 

Tru. Well, Sir; if it will not take, I have learn d to 
loſe as little of my Kindneſs, as I can. Ii do good to 
no Man againſt his Will, certainly. When were you at 
the College? 

Cler, What College ? 


Tru. As if you knew not! 
Cler. No faith, I came but from Court Veſterday. 


Tru. Why, is it not arriv'd there yet, the News? A 
new Foundation, Sir, here the Town of Ladies, that- 
call themſelves the Collegiates, an Order between Cour- 
tiers and Country-Madams, that live from their Husbands, 
and give Entertainment to all the Wits, and Braveries o* 
the Time, as they call em: 2 down, or up, hat they 
like, or diſlike in a Brain or a Faſhion, with moſt Maſcu- 
line, or rather Hermaphbroditical Authority: And every 
Day gainto their College ſome new Probationer. 


Cle. Who is the Preſident? 
Tru. The grave and youthful Matron, the Lady Haugh- 


* Cler. A Pox of her autumnal Face, her peic'd Bzauty : 
There's no Man can be admitted till ſhe be ready, now a- 
days, till ſhe has painted, and perfum'd, and waſh'd, and 
ſcour'd, but the Boy here; and him ſhe wipes her oil'd: 
Lips upon, like a Sponge. I have made a Song, I pr'y- 
thee hear it, o the Subject. 


A. 5; SONG. 


The Silent Woman. 
S O N G. 
Till to beneat, flill to be dreſt, 
As you were going t0 a Feaſt ; 
Still to be pomd red, flill perſum d: 
Lady, it is to be preſum d, 


Though Arts hid Cauſes are not found, 
All is not ſweet, all is not ſound, 


tive me a look, give me a face, 
That make Simplicity a Grace; 
Robes l2oſely flowing, Hair as r 
Such ſweet neglect more taketh me, 

Than all th Adulteries of Art; 

They ftrike mine Eyes, but not my Heart. 


Tru. And I am clearly o' the other Side: I love a good 
Dreſſing before any Beauty o' the World. O, a Woman 
is then like a delicate Garden; nor is there one Kind of it: 
the may vary every Hour; take often Counſel of her 
Glaſs, and chaſe the beſt. If ſhe have good Ears, ſhew 
*xm; good Hair, ky it out; good Legs, wear ſhort 
Cloaths; a good Hand, diſcover it often; practiſe any 
Art to mend Breath, cleanſe Teeth, repair Eye-brows, 
paint, and profeſs it. | 

Cler. How ? publickly ? 

Tru. The doing of it, not the Manner: that muſt be 
private. Many Things, that ſeem foul i' the doing, do 
Pleaſe, done. A Lady ſhould, indeed, ſtudy her Face, 
when we think ſhe ſleeps : Nor, when the Doors are ſhut, 
ſhould Men be enquiring ; all is ſacred within, then. Is 
it for us to ſee their Perrukes put on, their falſe 
Teeth, their Complexion, their Eye-brows, their 
Nails? you ſee Guilders will not work, but inclos'd. 
They muſt not diſcover, how little ſerves, with the Hei 
of Art, to adorn a greatdeal. How long did the Canyas 
hang afore Ald gate? were the People ſuffer'd to ſee the 
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City's Love and Charity, while they were rude Stone, 


before they were painted and burniſh'd? no: No more 
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mould Servants approach their Miſtreſſes but when they 
are compleat, and finiſh'd, 


Cler. Well ſaid, my True-wit. 
Tru. And a wiſe Lady will keep a Guard always upon 


6 Y the Place, that ſhe may do Things ſecurely. I once fol- 


lowed a rude Fellow into a Chamber where the poor 
Madam, for Haſte, and troubled, ſnatch'd at her Perruke; 
to cover her Baldnels and put it on the wrong Way. 

Cler. O Prodigie ! 

Tru. And the unconſcionable K nave held her in Com 
gement an Hour with that reverſt Face, when I ſt ll loo d 
when ſhe ſhould talk from the tother Side. 

Cler. Why? thou ſhouldſt ha'reliev'd her. 

Tru. No faith, I let her alone, as we'll let this Argu- 
ment, it you pleaſe, and paſs to another. When ſaw you 
1 Eugene? 

Not theſe three Days. Shall we go to him this 
Morning? he is very melancholick, I hear, NN 

Tru. Sick of the Uncle? is he? I met that iff Piece of 
Formality, his Uncle, Yeſterday, with a huge Turbant of 
Night- caps on his Head, buckied over his Ears. 

Cler. O, that'shis Cuſtom when he walks abroad. He: 
can — no Noiſe, Man. 

Tru. So I have heard. But is the Diſeaſe fo Sheba 
in him as it is made ? they ſay he has been vpon divers 
Treaties with the Fiſh-wives, and Orange-Wowen ; and 
Articles propounded between them: marry the Chimney. 
ſweepers will not de drawn in. 

Cler. No, nor the Broom-Men: they ſtand out ſtifly, 
He cannot endure a Coſtard-monger, he ſwoons if he 
bear one. 

Tru. Methinks a Smith ſhould be ominous. 

(ler. Or any Hammer-man. A:Braſier is not ſuffer d 
to dwell in the Pariſh, nor an Armofer. He wou'd have 
hang d a Pewterer's Prentice once ona Shrove-Tueſdeyis 
Riot, for being o that Trade, vyhen the reſt were quiet. 

Tu. A Trumpet would tight him terribly, or the 
Hau'boys. 

Cler. Out of his Senſes. The Waights of the City 
have a Penſion on him not to come near that Ward. This 
Youth practis'd on him one Night like the Bellman; and 

never 


The Silent Woman. 
never left till he had brought him down to the Door, with 


a long Sword; and there lett him flouriſhing with the 
Air. 


narrow at both Ends, that it will receive no Coaches, nor 
Carts, nor any of theſe common Noiſes: And therefore, 
we that love him, deviſe to bring him ſuch as we may 
now and then, tor his Exerciſe, to breathe him. He would 
grow reſty elſe in his Eaſe; his Virtue would ruſt without 
Action. I entreated a Bareward, one Day, to come down 

with the Dogs of ſome four Pariſnes that way, and | thank 
him he did; and cryed his Games under Maſter Aſoroſe's 
Window, till he was ſent crying away, with his Read 
made a moſt bleeding Spectacie to the Multitude. And, 
another time, a Fencer, going to his Pi ize, had his Drum 
moſt tragically run through, for taking that Street in his 
Way, at my Requeſt, 

Tru. A good Wag. How does he for the Bells? 
Cler. O, i' tbe Queen's time, he was wont to go out of 
Town every Saturday at ten a Clock, or on Holyday Eyes. 
But now, by Reaſon of the Sickneſs, the Perpetuity of 
. Ringing has made him deviſe a Room, with double Walls, 
and treble Ceilings; the Windows cloſe ſhut and calk'd ; 
and there he lives by Candlelight, He turn'd away a Man, 
laſt Week, for having a Pair of new Shooes that creak d. 
And this Fellow waits on him now in Tennis-court Socks, 
or Slippers ſoal'd with Wool : and they talk each to other 
in a Trunk. See, who comes here. | | 
| Dauphine, True-wit, Clerimont. 

Dan. How now ! what ail you Sirs? dumb? 


Tru. Struck into Stone, almoſt, I am bere, with Tales 


o thine Uncle! There was never ſuch a Prodigy heard of, 
"Maſters, for my take. They are ſuch as you are, that 
have brought me into that Predicament 1 am with him. 

Tru. How is that? 

Dau. Marry, that he will diſinherit me, No more. 
He thinks, I, and my Company arè Authors of all the ri 
diculous Acts and Mon'ments are told of him. 

Tru. Slid. I would be the Author of more to vex him; 
that Purpoſe deſer ves it: It gives the Law of plaguing 

. LOS 


Bey. Why, Sir ? he hath choſen a Street to lie in, ſo 


Dau. I would you would once loſe this Subject, my - P 
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Almanack, get it printed: and then ha him drawn out on 


"a Coronation Day to the Tower-wart, and ki him with 


the Noiſe of the Ordnance. Diſinherit thee! Ne can- 


Son? g 
Dau. I. but he will thruſt me out of it, he vows, and 
marry. 


| Noiſe, and will venture on a Wite ? a 
dle. Yes, why thou art a Stranger, it ſeems; to his beſt 


over England, to hearken him out a dumb Woman; be 
= ſhe of any Form, or any Quality, ſo ſhe be able to bear 
= Chi.iren: Her ſilence is Dowry enough, he ſays. 
Z Tru. But I truſt to God he has found none. 
Cle. No, but he has heard of one that's lodg d ' the next 
Street to him, no is exceedingly ſott Spoken; thritty of 
her Speech; that ſpends but fix Words a Day. And her 
heẽs about now, and ſhall have her. 5 
Tru. Is't poſſible! who is his Agent i' the Buſineſs. 
cle. Marry a Barber; an honeſt Fellow, one that tells 
= Dauphizeall here. 

Tru. Why you oppreſs me with Wonder! A Woman, 
anda Barber, and love no Noiſe! | 


not the knack with his Sheers or his Fingers: And that 
coninency ina Barber he thinks ſo eminent a Virtue, as it 
has made him chief of his Counſel, 
[ Tru. ls the Barber to be ſeen ? or the Wench ? 
Cie. Yes, that they are. 
Tau. I pr'ythee Dau phine, let's go thither. 
Dau. I have ſome Buſineſs now: I cannot i? faith. 

Tru. You ſhall have no Buſineſs ſhall make you negle& 
this, Sir: we'll make her talk, believe it; or it ſhe will 
not, we can give out, at leaſt jo much as ſhall interrupt 
the Treaty; we will break it. Thou art bound in Con- 
— when he ſuſpects thee without Cauſe, to torment 
him. | 

Dau. Not J, by any Means. I'll give no Suffrage to't. 
He ſhall never ha' that Plea againſt me, that I oppos d — 


| I bim. Tl tell thee what I would do. I would make a falſe 
not, Man. Art not thou next ot Blood, and his Siſter's. 


Tr. How ! that's a more portent. Can he endure no 


5 Trick, yet. He has arg, ta a Fellow this half Year, all 


Cle. Ves faith. The Fellow trims him filently, and has 
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ty, Ill be innocent. A 1 


Tru. Yes, and be poor, and beg; do, innocent: When 
ſame Groom of his has got him an Heir, or this Barber, 
if he himſelf cannot. Innocent. I pr'y thee, Ned, where 
lies ſhe? let him be innocent ſtill. 

Cle. Why right over-againſt the Barber's; in the Houſe | 
where Sir John Daw lyes. 

Tru. You not mean to confound me !. 

Cle. Why? 


Tru. Does he that would marry her know ſo much? f 3 


Cle. I cannot tell. 


Tru. Twere enoughof imputation to her with him: 


cle. Why? 


Tru. The only talking Sir i the Town! Jack Daw! And 4 | 
he teach her not to ipeak; God b you. I have ſome 


b. ſineſs too. h oh 


Cle. Will you not go thither then? 
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Tru. Not with the danger to meet Daw, for mine 1 


Eirs. 


Terms. 


Tru. Yes, ot keeping diſtance. 1 


Cle. They ſay, he is a very good Scholar. 7 

Tru. I, and he ſays it 4 A Pox on him, a Fellow 
that pretends only to Learning, buys Titles, and nothing M 
elſe of Books in him. 


Cle. The World reports him to be very learned. is 


Tru. Iam forry, the World ſhould ſo conſpire to belic | 14 


him . 
Cle. Good faith, I have heard very good Things come | Y 


from him. 
Tru. You may. There's none ſo deſperately ignorant | 


to deny that: would they were his own, God b*' w' you, | 4 


Gentlemen. 
Cle. This is very abrupt! 


Enter Dauphine, Clerimont, and Boy. 1 C 


Dau Come, youare a ſtrange open Man, to tell eren 
thing thus. 

Cle. Why, believe it Dauphine, Truc-wit's a very ho- 
ne ſt Fellow. 


Cle. Why? 1 though: you two had been upon very good þ 


Dos ? 5 
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Das. I think no other: But this frank Nature of his is 
not for Secrets. | 

en Cle. Nay then, you are miſtaken Dauphine: I know 
er, Where he has been well truſted, and diſcharg'd the truſt 
re very truly, and heartily. 

Dan. I contend not, Ned; but, with the fewer a buſineſs 
iſe is carried, it is ever the ſafer. Now we are alone, if you'll 
go thither, I am for you. 

Cle. When were you there? * 
Dau. Laſt Night: And ſuch a Decameron of Sport fal- 
l len out, Boccace never thought ot the like. Daw does no- 
thing but court her: And the wrong way. He would lie 
with her, and praiſes her Modeſty ; defires that ſhe would. 
talk, and be free, and commends her Silence in Verſes; 
nd which he reads, and ſwears, are the beſt that ever Man 
me made. Then rails at his Fortunes, Stamps, and Mutinies, 
why he is not made a Counſellor, and call'd to Affairs of 

State. 

ine Cle. I pry'thee let's go. I would fain partake this. 
Some Water, Boy. : 
od Dax. We are invited to Dinner together, he and I, by 
one that came thither to him, Sir La- Foole. 
Cle. O, that's a precious Mannikin. 
| Dau. Do you know him ? 
* Cle. I, and he will know you too, if e'er he faw you 
ing but once, though you ſhould meet him at Church in the 
midſt of Prayers. He is one of the Braveries, tho he be 
none o the Wirs, He will ſalute a Judge upon the Bench, 
lire ¶ and a Biſhop in the Pulpit, a Lawyer when he is. pleading 
at the Bar, anda Lady when ſhe is dancing in a Maſque, 
me and put her out. He does give Plays, and Suppers, and in- 
vites his Gueſts to em, aloud out of his Window, as they 
ant ride by in Coaches. He has a Lodging inthe Strand for the 
ou, Purpoſe: Or to watch when Ladies are gone to the China 
Houſes, or the Exchange, that he may meet em by chance, 
and give em Bet ety way Twoor three hundred rounds 
= worthof Toys, to be laught at. He is never without a 
pare - Bar quet, or Sweet meats in his Chamber, their Wo- 
men to Ar at, and come up to for a Bait. 
Dau, Excellent! He was a fine Youth laſt Night, but 


now 


_ 
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now he je mich Huter! What is his Chriſten Name? I hy 


forgot. 
Cle. Sir Amorous La. ſoole. 
Boy. The Gentleman is here that owns that Name. 


Cle. Heart, he's come to invite me to Dinner, 1 hold 


wok Life. 
Das. Like enough: pr'ythee let's ha him up. 
Cle. Boy, mazſhal him. 
Boy. With a Yruncheon, Sir? 
Cle. Away, I beſeech you. I'll make him tell us his Pe- 
digree, now; and what Mea: he has to Dinner; and who 
are his Gueſts; and, the whole courſe of his Fortunes with 


a Breath. 
La-Foole, Clerimont, Dauphine. 

La- F. Save dear Sir Dauphine, honour'd maſter Cleri- 
mont. 

Cle. Sir Amorous ! you have very much honeſted my 
Lodging, with your Preſence. 

14.F. Good faith, it is fine Lodging! almoſt, as delicate 
a Lodgingas mine. 

Cle. Not ſo, Sir. 

La- F. Excuſe me, Sir, if it were i' the Strand, 1 aſſure 
you. Iam come, Maſter Clerimont, to intreat you to wait 
upon two or three Ladies, to Dinner, to Day. | 

Cle. How Sir! wait upon em? did you ever ſee me 
carry Diſhes ? 

La- F. Na, Sir, diſpenſe with me; I meant, to bear em 
Company. 

Cle. G, chat l will, Sir : the doubtfulneſs o your Phraſe, 
believe it, Sir, would breed you a Quarrel once an Hour, 
with the terrible Boys, if you ſhould keep cm fellowſhip a. 


Da 

I. 7 Ft ſhould be extreamhy againſt my Will, Sir, if I 
conteſted with an y Man. 

Cle I believe it, Sir; where hold you your Feaſt ? 

La-F. At Tom Otters,. Sir. 

Dau. Tom Otter? what's he? 

La- F. Captain Orter, Sir; he is a kind of Gameſter, 
but he has had command both by Sea and by Land. 


Dau. O, then he is — ? 


La-F. 
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La-F. I. Sir: his Wife was the ric h China- woman, that 
the Courtiers viſited ſo often; that gave the rare Entertain- 
ment. She commands all at Home. 
Cle. Then, ſhe is Captain Otter. 
I- F. Vou ſay very well, Sir; ſhe is my Kinſwoman, 
> La-Foole by the Mother-fide, and will invite any great 
Ladies, for my fake. | 


* 


— 


FX Dax. Not of the La-Foole's of Eſſex ? 

L. F. No, Sir. the La-Fooie's of London. 

3 Cle. Now, he's in. 5 : | 
Lu- F. They all come ou: of our Hauſe, the La-Fyole's 
o' the North, the L:-Foole's of the Weſt, the La- Foole's 


\® of the Eaſt and South we are as ancient a Family as any 
s in Europe — but 1 my ſelf am deſcended lineally of the 
French L2-Foole's — and, we do bear our Coat Yellow, or 


Colours more, which is a very noted Coat, and has, ſome- 
times, been ſolemnly worn by divers Nobility of our Houſe 
3 but let that go, Antiquity is not reſpected now ꝰ 
3X 1 hada Brace of fat Does {eat me, Gentlemen, and balt a 
*X dozen of Pheaſants, a dozen or two of Godwits, and ſome 
other Fowl, which I would have eaten, while they are 
0 * and in good Company there willbe a great 
Lady, or two, my Lady Haughty, my Lady Centaure, 
Miſtreſs Dol Mavis and they come a' purpoſe, to 
ſee the ſilent Gentlewoman. Miſtreſs Epicœne, that ho- 
neſt Sir John Daw has promis'd to bring thither . and 
then, Miſtreſs Truſty, my Lady's Woman, will be there 
too, and this honourable Knight, Sir Dauphine, with your 
ſelf Maſter Clerimont and we'll be very merry, and 
= have Fidlers and dance ] have been a mad Wag, in my 
f time, and have ſpent ſome Crowns ſince 1 was a Page in 
Court, to my Lord I ofty, and after, my Lady's Gentleman 
= Uſher, who got me knighted in Ireland, ſince it pleas'd my 
W elder Brother to die had as fair a Gold Jerkin on 


that Day, as any was worn in the l ſland- Voyage, or at Ca- 
dix, none diſpraisd, and l came over in it hither, ſhow'd 
my ſelf to my Friends in Court, and after went down to 
my Tenants in the Country, and ſurvey d my Lands, let 
new Leaſes, took their Money, ſpent it in the Eye o' the 
Land here upon Ladies 
my Pleaſure, 


and now I can take up at 
Dan. 
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Dau. Can you take up Ladies, Sir? 110 
Clz. O, let him breathe, he has not recover'd. 1 
Dau. Would I were your half, in that commodity. ! TW 
Cle. No, Sir, excuſe me: I meant Money, which cas 

take up any thing, I have another Gueſt, or two, to in- 

'vite, and fay as much to, Gentlemen. Ill take my leave P 

abruptly, in hope you will not fail Your Ser. w 

vant. ri 
Dau. We will not fail you, Sir precious La- Foole; bu 7 

ſhe ſhall, that your Ladies come to ſee: if I have Credit, tl! 


afore Sir Daw. | 7 a 
Cle. Did you ever hear ſuch a Wind-ſucker, as this? 1 
Dau. Or ſuch a Rook as the other! that will betray hu TD 

Maſterto be ſcen. Come, tis time we prevented it. A 
Cle. Go. i tl 

5 = tf 
— — — — 1 it 
ACT H. SCENE I. I 
Moroſe, Mute. ' ' 4 by 


1 N not I, yet, find out a more compendious Me 
thod, than by this Trunk, toſave my Servants thy 
labour of Speech, and mine Ears the diſcord ot Sounds? Lei 
ene ſee: all Diſcourſes but mine own afflict me, thry ſeem n 
harſh, impertinent, and irk ſome. s it not poſſible, that thou 
ſhouldſt anſwer me by Signs, and 1 apprehend thee, Fel. 
low ? ſpeak not though I queſtion you. [t the reaches 
ſtillthe Fellow makes Legs or Signs.] You have taken the? 
Ring off from the Street Door, as I bad you? anſwer me 
not by ſpeech, but by filence; unleſs it be otherwiſe. 7 
very good. And, you have faſtned on a thick Quilt, r 
Flockbed, on the outſide of the Door; that if they knock 
with their Daggers, or with Brickbats, they can make no 
Noiſe? but with your Leg, you anſwer, uvleſs it be other 
wiſe— very good. This is nat only fit Modeſty in a Ser- 
vant, but good State and Diſcretion in a Maſter, And you 
have been with Cutberd the Barber, to have him come to 
me ?--good. And. he will come preſently? anſwer me not but 
with your Leg, unleſs it be otherwiſe: it it be otherwiſe, 
ſhake your Head, or ſnrug. So. Your Italian, and Spaniard,are 
wile in theſe! and it is a frugal and comely Gravity. wm 4 
ong 
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will it be ere Cutberd come? ſtay, if an Hour, hold 


] 
. xs Los whole Hand ; it half an Hour, two Fingers; if a 
quarter, one; good: half a quarter? tis well. And 
bave you given him a Key, to come in without knocking? 
good. And, is the Lock oil'd, and the Hinges to 
ae Day? — | hat: And the quilting of rhe Stairs no where 
Ser. worn out and bare? very good. I ſee by much Doct- 
rine, and Impulſion, it may be effected: ſtand by. The 
bu T. rb, in this divine Diſcipline, is admirable, exceeding all 
edit, ¶ the Potentates of the Earth; ſtill waited on by Mutes; and 
# a'lhis Commands ſo executed; yea, even in the War, (as 
Il have heard) and in his Marches, moſt ot his Charges and 
hu Directions given by Signs, and with Silence: An exquiſite 
Art! And J am heartily aſhamed, and angry oftentimes, 
that the Princeſs of Chriſtendom ſhould ſuffer a Barbarian to 
tranſcend em in ſo high a Point of Felicity. I will practiſe 
tit, hereafter. How now? oh! oh! what Villain? what 
Prodigy of Mankind is that? look. Oh! cut his Throat, 
cut his Throat: What Murderer, Hell- hoùnd, Divel can this 
Xx be? [One winds a Horn without again. 
Me Mut. It is a Poſt from the Court 
thy Mor. Out Rogue, and muſt thou blow thy Horn. too ? 
Lei Mut. Alas, tis a Poſt from the Court, Sir, that ys, hs 
em muſt ſpeak you, pain of Death 


1 4 * 0 ..þ 
4 _— 


ou Mor. Pain of thy Lite, be ſilent. 

el. Truewit, Moroſe, Cutberd. 

he. Tr». By your leave, Sir, 1 ama Stranger here: Is your 
the Name Maſter Morſe? is your Name Maſter Moroſe? Fiſhes! 


me Pythagoreans all? this is ſtrange, What {ay you, Sir, no- 
— thing? Has Hippocrates been here with is Club, among you? 
or well Sir, I will believe you to be the Man at this time: [ 
ck will venture upon you, Sir. Your Friends at Court com- 
no mend em to you, Sir. | 

er (Yor. O Men! O Manners! was there ever ſuch an Im- 
er pudence :?) 

ou Tru. And are extreamly ſollicitous for you, Sir. 

to Mor, Whoſe Knave are you? | | 

Tru. Mine own Knave, and your Compeer, Sir. 


ut 

{c, 88 Mor. Fetch me my Sword 

re Tu. You ſhall taſte the one half of my Dagger, if vo 
w 2 <9, (Groom) and you the other if you ſtir, Sir: Be patient, I 


charge 


1 


0 
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charge you, in the King's Name, and hear me without 


you mark, Sir? 
Mor. How then, rude Companion! 


ter way, an excellent Garret Window into the Street; or, 
a Beam in the ſaid Garrgt, with this Halter, ¶ He ſhews him 
a Halter.] which they have ſent, and deſire, that you 
would ſooner commit your grave Head to this Knot, than 
to the Wedlock Nooſe, ortake a little Sublimate, and go 
out of the World. like a Rat, or, a Fly (as one ſaid) with a 


Straw i your Ariz: Any way rather than to follow this 4 
Goblin Matrimony. Sir, do you ever think to find a 


chaſte Wife in theſe Times? now Awhen there are ſo many 
Maiques, Plays, Puritan Parlees, mad Folks, and other 
ſtrange Sights to be ſeen daily, private and publick ? if you 


had liv'd in King Erheldred'stime, Sir, or Edward the Con- 
feſſor's, you might, perhaps, have found in ſome cold 


Country Hamlet, then, a dull froſty Wench, would bave 
been contented with one Man : Now, they will as ſoon be 
pleas'd with one Leg, or one Eye. I'Il tell you, Sir, the 
monſtrous Hazards you ſhallrun with a Wife. 

Mor. Good Sir! have I ever couzen'd any Friends of 
yours of their Land > bought their Poſſeſſions? taken 
fortcit of their Mortgage? begg'd a Reverhon from em? 
— their Iſſue? what bave I done, that may deſerve 

is? 

Tru. Nothing, Sir, that I know, but your Itch of 
Marriage. 

Mor. Why? if I had made an aſſaſſinate upon your Fa- 
ther; vitiated your Mother: raviſhed your Siſters — 

I would kill you, Sir, I would kill you, if you 

Mor. Why? you do more inthis, Sir: it werea Ven- 
geance centuple, tor all facinorous Acts, that could be 


Tru. 


P 
1 
4 


* 
* 


Inſurrection. They ſay, you are to marry? to marry, do 1 


Tru. Marry, your Friends do wonder, Sir, the Thames ; 
being ſo near, wherein you may drown, ſo handſomely ; 3 
or London-Bridge, at a low fall, with a fine Leap, to hurry 3 

you down the Stream; or, ſuch a delicate Steeple i the 
Town, as Bow, to vault from; or, a braver Height, as 
Paul's; or, if you affected to do it nearer home, and a ſhor- 


wh 2. 
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.. Alas, Sir, I am but a Meſſenger: I but tell you, 
vit you muſt hear. It ſeems, your Friends are cueful 
after your Soul's Health, Sir, and would have you know 
the Danger (but you may do your Pleaſure, for all them; 
41 perſwade not, Sir) if, after you are marrted, your Wife do 
run away with a Vaulter, or the Frenchman that walks up- 
on Ropes, or him that dances the Jig, or a Fencer, for his 

skill at his Weapon; why it is not their Fault; they have 
"X diſcharged their Conſciences : when you know what 
T, may happen. Nay, ſuffer valiantly, Sir, for I muſt tell 
Mm you, all the Perils that you are obnoxious to. If ſhe be 
uw Lair, young, and vegetous, no Sweet-meats ever drew 
n more Flies; all the yellow Doublets, and great Roſes i'the 
o Toben will be there. If foul and crooked, ſhe'll be with 
12 them, and buy thoſe Doublets and Roſes, Sir. If rich, 
is and that you marry her Dowry, not her; ſhellreign in 
| our Houſe, as imperious as a Widow. If noble, all her 
indred will be your Tyrants. It fruitful, as proud as 
May, and humourous as April; ſhe muſt have her Doctors, 
ber Midwives, her Nurſes, her Longings every Hour; 
dhough it be for the deareſt Moriel of Man. It learned, 
there was never ſuch a Parrat, all your Patrimony will be 
too little for the Gueſts that muſt be invited, ro hear her 
ſpeak Latin and Greet; and you muſt lye with ber in thoſe 
Languages too, it you will pleaſe her. If preciſe, you 
mult feaſt allthe ſilenc d Prethren, once in three Davs; ſa- 
lute the Siſtersq entertain the whole Family, or Wood of 
'em; and hear long-winded Exerciſes, Singings, and Ca- 
techiſings, which you are not given to, and yet muſt give 
for; to pleaſe the zealous Matron your Wife, who, for 
the holy Cauſe, will cozen you over and above. You be- 
in to ſweat, Sir? but this is not half, i faith: you may 
8 your Pleaſure notwithſtanding. as I {aid before, I come 
not to perſwade you. Upon my faith, Maſter Serving» 

Man, if you do ſtir, I will beat you. 

[The Mute is ſtealing away. 

Mor, O, What is my Sin! what is my Sin? 

Tru. Then, if you love your Wife, or rather, dote on 
her, Sir; O, how ſhe'll torture you! and take pl-aſure i? 
. Torments! you ſhalllye with her but when ſhe liſts; 

will not hurt her Beauty, her Complexion; or it muſt — 

be 
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be tor that Jewel, or that Pearl, when ſhe does; every 
halt Hour's Pleaſure muſt be bought anew ; and with the 
{ame Pain and Charge you woo'd her at firſt. Then, you 
muſt keep what Servants ſhe pleaſe; what Company ſhe 
will; that Friend muſt not viſit you without her Licenſe ; 
and him ſhe loves moſt, ſhe will ſeem to hate eagerlieſt, to 
decline your Jealouſie; or, feign to be jealous of you 
tuſt; and tor that cauſe go live with her ſhe-Friend, or 
Couſin at the College, that can inſtruct her in all the My- 
ſteries ot writing Letters, corrupting Servants, taming 
Spies; where ſhe muſt have that rich Gown for ſuch a 
pry day; a new one for the next; a richer for the third 
ſerv'd in Silver; have the Chamber fill'd with a Suc- 
ceſſion of Grooms, Footmen, Uſhers, and other Meſ- 
ſengers; beſides Embroiderers, Jewellers, Tire-women, 
Semſters, Feather-men, Perfumers ; while ſhe feels not 
how the Land drops away, nor the Acres melt, nor fore- 
ſees the Change, when the Mercer has your Woods for her 
Velvets; never weighs what her Pride eoſts, Sir: ſo ſhe 
may kiſs a Page, or a {mooth Chin, that has the Deſpair of 
à Beard; be a Stateſwoman, know all the News, what 
was done at Salisbury, what at the Bath, what at Court, 
what in Progreſs; or, ſo ſhe may cenſure Poets, and Au- 
thors, and Styles, and compare em, Daniel with Spencer, 
Fohnſoz with the t'other Youth, and ſo forth; or be 
thought cunning in Controverſies, or the very Knots of 
Divinity; and have often in her Mouth, the State of the 
Queſtion; and then skip to the Marhematicks, and De- 
monſtration and Anſwer, in Religion to one; in State to 
another; in Baud'ry to a Third. a 
Mor. O, O. — 
Tru. All this is very true, Sir. And then her going in 
Diſguiſe to that Conjurer, and this cunning Woman; 
where the firſt Queſtion is, how ſoon you ſtall die? next, 
if her preſent Se: vant love her? Next, that if ſhe ſhall 
have a new Servant? and how many? which ot her Fa- 
mily would make the beſt Bawd, Male, or Female? What 
Precede ice ſhe ſha'l have by her next match? and ſets down 
the Anſwers, and believes em above the Scrip: ures. Nay, 
perhaps ſhe'll ſtudy the Art. 
Mor. 
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Mor. Gentle Sir, ha' you done? ha' you had your Plea- 
ſure o' me? I' think of theſe things. 

Tru. Ves, Sir: and then comes reek ing Home of Va- 

ur and Sweat, with going a- foot, and lies in a Month ot 
a new Face, all Oil, and Birdlime; and riſes in Aſſes Milk, 
and is cleans d with a new ſucus: God b* w* you, Sir. One 

thing more, (which I had almoſt forgot.) This too, with 
XX whom you are to marry, may have made a conveyance of 
her Virginity afore-hand, as your wiſe Widows doof their 


States, before they marry, in truſt to ſome Friend, Sir: 


XZ who can tell? or it ſhe have not done it yet, ſhe may do, up- 
on the Wedding Day. or the Night before, and anticate 
you Cuckold. The like has been heard of in Nature. Tis 
no devis d impoſſible Thing, Sir. God b'w* you, Tl be 
bold to leave this Rope with you, Sir, for a remembrance, 
Farewel, Mute. 

Mor. Come, ha' me to my Chamber : But firſt ſhut the 
Door. O, ſhut the Door, ſhut the Door: Is he come again? 


[ The Horn again. 

Cur. Tis I, Sir, your Barber. 

Mor. O Cutberd, Cutberd, Cutberd! here has been a cut- 
throat with me: help me in to my Bed, and give me Phy- 
tick withthy Counſel. 

Daw, Clerimont, Dauphine, Epicœne. 

Daw. Nay, an' ſhe will, let her refuſe, at her own 
Charges: tis nothing to me, Gentlemen. But ſhe will 
not be invited to the like Feaſts or Gueſts every Day. 

Cle. O, by no Means, ſhe may not refuſe no dif 
fwade her privately.) to ſtay at home, if you love your 
Reputation: *Slight, you are invited thither o. purpoſe to 
be ſeen, and laught at by the Lady of the College, and her 
Shadows. This Trumpeter hath proclaim'd you. 

Dau. Yoſhallnot go; let him be laught at in your ſtead, 
for not bringing you: and put him to his extemporal Fa- 
culty of fooling, and talking loud to ſatis fie the Company. 

Cle. He will ſuſpect us, talk aloud. Pray Miſtreſs Epi- 
cœne, let's ſee your Verſes, we have Sir ohn Daw's Leave: 
Do not conceal your Servant's Merit, and your own Glo- 
ries. 9 

Epi. They'll prove my Servant's Glories, if you bave 
kis Leave ſo ſoon, 
Dau. 
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Dau. His vain Glories, Lady! 
Daw. Shew em, ſhew 'em, Miſtreſs, I dare own em. 
Epi. Judge you, what Glories? F291 815 
Daw. Nay, I'llread em my ſelf, too: An Author muſt 
recite his own Works. It is a Madrigal of Modeſty, 
Modeſt, and fair, for fair and good are near 
Neighbours, how ere 


Dau. Very good. 
Cle. I, is't not? 


Dau. No noble Virtue ever was alone, : 
But two in one. = 
Dax. Excellent | 
Cle. That again, I pray Sir John. / 
Dau. It has ſomething in't Ike rare Wit and Senſe, 
Cle. Peace. h | Je 
Daw. No noble Virtue ever was alone, 4 
But two in one. , 
Then, when I pul ſweet Modeſty, I praiſe 4 
| right Beauties Rays: di 
And having prais'd both Beauty and Modeſy, 
Ihave prais d thee. 7 


Dau. Admirable! | 

N Cle, How it chimes, and crys tink i' the Cloſe, divine - 60 
! : 1 | 

N Dau. I, tis Seneca. | = 
Cle. No, I think tis Plutarch. | = - 
Dor. The Dor on Plutarch and Seneca, J hate it: they BF :; 
are mine own Imaginations, by that Light. I wonder 
thoſe Feliows have ſuch Credit with Gentlemen! ( 
{ 

1 
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Cle. They are very grave Authors, Ty 
Daw. Grave Aſſes! meer Eſayiſts! a few looſe Sen | 
tences, and that's all. A man would talk ſo, his whole ra; 
Age! do utter as good things every Hour, if they were a Sc 
co 


ietedand obſerv d, as either of em. 1 
Dau. Indeed! Sir John ? Lac 
Cle. He mult needs, living among the Hits and Brava- 0 
ries too. 47 "I mac 
Dau. I, and being Preſident of. em, as he is. 1 
Daw. There's Ariſtotle, a meer Common: place Fel- C 


lows Plate, a Difcourter ; Thwucydides, and Livie, tedi- a 
ou 
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dus and dry; Tacitus, an entire Knot: ſometimes worth 
n. che varying, very ſeldom. ; 
| cle. What do you think of the Poers, Sir John? 
uſt Daw. Not worthy to be nam'd for Authors. Homer, 
an old tedious prolix Als, talks of Curriers, and Chines of 
WBcef. Virgil, of dunging of Land, and Bees. Horace, 
of 1 know not what. | | 1 
Cie. Ithink ſo. 
3 Daw. And fo Pindarut. Lycophron, Anacreon, Catullus, 
ä | 4 eneca the Tragcœdian. Lacan, Propertius, Tibullus, Mar- 
ieial, Juvenal, Auſonius, Sratius, Holitian, Valerius Hac- 
cus, and the reſt ü | 
Cie. What a Sack- full of their Names he has got! 
Dau. And how he pours em out! Politian with Vale. 
 Weris Flaccus! 
Cle. Was not the Character right of him? 
Dau. As could be made, i' faith. 
Daw, And Perſius, a crabbed Cockſcomb, not to be en- 
dur d. 
Dau. Why? whom do you account for Authors, Sir 
Johm Daw? 3 ä 
Daw. Syntagma Juris tivilis, Corpus Furis civilis, 
ne · Corpus Juris canonici, the King of Spain's Bible, 
Dau. Is the King of Spain's Bible an Author l 
Cle. Ves, and Syntagma. ve, 
Dau. What was that Syntagma, Sir? 
ey Daw. A civil Lawyer, a Spaniard. 
der Dax. Sure, Corpus was a Dutch Man, 
Cle. I, both the Corpuſſes, I knew'em: they were ye» 
Ty corpulent Authors, 8 
en- Daw. And, then there's Vatablus, Pomponatins, Syman= 
ole ea; the other are not to bereceiv'd, within the thoughtof 
ere Ja Scholar, 5 1 N 
Das. Fore God, you have a ſimple learn d Servant; 
Lady, in Titles. gy 
" Cle. I wonder that he is not called to the Helm, and 
made a Councellor ! | | 0 
Dau. He is one extraordinary. | 
el. Cle, Nay, but in ordinary] to fay Truth, the State 
di- wants ſuch. | ; Sha), 
dus Dau. Why, that will * 
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Cle. I muſe a Miſtreſs can be ſo ſilent to the Dotes of 


ſuch a Servant. | 

Daw. Tis her Virtue; Sir; I have written ſomewhat 
of ber Silence too. | 

Dau. In Verſe, Sir ohn? 

Cle.. What elie ? a 

Dau. Why; how can you juſtify your own being of a 

Peet, that fo (light ali the od Foers? 

Daw. Why, every Man. that writes in Verſe, is nota 
Poet; you have of the Wits that write Verſes, and yer are 
na poets: They are Poets that live by it, the poor Fellows 
thitlive by it. 

Dau. Why, would nat you live by your Verſes, Sir 
a? z 


Cle. No, *twere Pity he ſhould, A Knight live by his 


Verſes! Ne did not make m to that End; T hope. 

Dau. And yet the noble Siduey lives by his, and the 
Noble Family not aſnamd. 
Cle. I, he profeſt himſelf; but Sir John Daw has more 
Caution: He'll not hinder. his own riſing i' the Stare ſo 
much! do you think he will? Your Verſes, good Sir 
John, are no Poems. 

Daw. Silence in Naman, is like Speech in Vas ; 


LEE BIS Deny't wha can. 
Das. Not I, believe it: your Reaſon, Sir. 
-Daw. | Not ist aTale, 


That Female Vic: only bs a Virtue Male, | 
Or maſculine Vice a Female Vertu be: 
5 v4 Tot ſhallit ſee 
Prov'd withintreaſe 
i T ludw to ſpeak, and ſh to hold her Peace. 
Do you conceive me, Gentlemen? 


Yeh? 

Daw. Why, with increaſe is, when J court her for the 
common Cauſe of Mankind, and ſne fays nothing but 
conſentire videtur; and in time is gra vida. 

Dau. Then this is a Ballad of Procreation ? 

Ole. A Madrigal of Procreation ; you miſtake) 

Epi. Pray give me my Verſes again, Servant. 

Dan. If you'llask em aloud, you ſhall. 

Cle. 


Dau. No, faith; bow mean you with Increaſe, Sir 


The Silent Ma 
See, here True - wit again. 
ee True- wit, Dauphine, Cutherd; Daw. 
icene.. 

Cle. Where haſt thou been, in the Name of Madneſs, | 
thus accoutred with thy Horn? | 
Tru. Where the Sound Uf it might have piere'd your 
Senſes with Gladneſs, had you been in Ear-reach of it. 
Daxrphine, fall down and worſhip me; I have forbid the 
Banes, Lad: I have been with thy virtuous Uncle, and 

have broke the Match, 

Dau. You ha'not, | ho pe. 

Tru. Ves, faith; an' thou ſhould'ſt hope otherwiſe, 1 

ſnould repent me: This Horn got me Entrance; kiſs. it. 
I had noother Way to get in, but by feigning to be a Poſt; 
but when I got in once, I prov'd none, but rather the con- 
trary, turn d hm into a Poſt, ora Stone, or what is ſtiffer, 
with thundring into him the Incommodities of a Wife, 
and the Miſeries of Marriage. If ever Gorgon were ſeen 
in the, Shape of a Woman, he bath ſeen her in my Des. 
ſcription, I have put him off o' that Scent for ever. 
Why do you not applaud and adore me, Sirs? why ſtand | 
you Ar Are you ſtupid? Vou are not worthy o * 
Benefit 

Dau. Did not I tell you? Miſchief ——— | 

* I would you NASH this N ne, 
elle. 

Tru. Why ſa? 

Cle: Sight, you have done the moſt testen 
weak thing, that euer Man did to his Friend. 

Daw, Friend! If the moſt malicious Enemy I have, had 
fudied to inflict an Iujury upon me, it could not be a grea- 
der. 

Tri. Wherein, for God's-ſake 2? Gentlemen, come to 
your ſel ves again. 

Das. But I preſag d thus much afore to you. 

Cle, Would my Lips had been ſolder d when I ſpake 
on . 1 98 moꝝ d you to be thus impertinent? 

Tru. My Maſters, do not put on this firange Faceto pay 
my Courteſie: off with this Vor. Have go turns done 
you, and thank em this: Way? 

Daw: Fore Heav'n, your have undone me. That which 

I 
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I have plotted for, and been maturing now theſe fout 
Months, you have blaſted in a Minute: Now I am loſt, I 
may ſpeak. This Gentlewoman was lodg'd here by me o 
purpoſe, and, to be put upon my Uncle, hathprofeſt this ob- 
ſtinate Silence for my ſake, being my entire Friend, and one 


that for the requital of ſuch a Fortune as to marry him, 


would have made me very ample Conditions; where now, 
— my Hopes are utterly miſcarried, by this unlucky Acci- 
ent. * | 

Cle. Thus tis, when a Man will be ignorantly officious, 
do Serviecs, and not know his Why: I wonder what cour- 
teous Itch poſſeſt you ! You never didabſurder Part i your 
life, nor a greater Treſpaſs to Friendſhip or Humanity. 

Das. Faith, you may forgive it beſt; 'twas your Cauſe 
principally, | 

Cle. I know it, would it had not. 

Das. How now Cutherd ? what News? | 

Cut. The beſt, the happieſt that ever was, Sir. There 
bas been a mad Gentleman with your Uncle this Morning 
think this be the Gentleman) that almoſt talk'd him 
out of his Wits, with threatning him from Marriage —- 

Dau. On l pr'y thee.” $a e 

Cut. And your Uncle, Sir, he thinks twas done by 
your procurement; therefore he will ſee the party you wot 
of preſently; and if he Rke her, he ſays, and that ſhe be fo 


inclining to dumb, asl have told him, he ſwears he will 


marry her to day, inſtantly, and not defer it a minute longer. 

Dau. Excellent! beyond our expectation! 

Tru. Beyond our expectation! By this Light, I knew 
it would be thus, | 

Dau, Nay, ſweet True-wit, forgive me. | 

Tru. No, I was ignorantly officious, impertinent : this 
was the abſurd, weak Part. | 


Cle, Wilt thou aſcribe that to Merit now, was meer 


Fortune? | | 
Tru. Fortune! meer Providence. Fortune had not a 


Fingerin't. I faw it muſt neceffarily in Nature fall out ſo: 


My Genius is never falſe to me in theſe things. Shew me 
how it could be otherwiſe. , _ 
Daw. Nay, Gentlemen, contend not, tis well now. 
Tru. Alas, I let him go on with inconſiderate, and rafh, 
d what he pleas d. 2 le. 
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c. Away, thou ſtrange Juſtifier of thy ſelf, to be wiſ- 
er than thou wert, by the Event. 

Tru. Event! By this Light, thou ſhalt never perſwade 
me, but I foreſaw it, as well as the Stars themſelves. 

Daw. Nay, Gentlemen, tis well now: Do you two en- 
tertain Sir John Daw with Diſcourſe, while 1 ſend her 
away with Inſtructions. | 

Tru. I'll be acquainted with her firſt, by your Favour. 

Cle. Maſter True-wit, Lady, a Friend ofours. 

Tru. I am ſorry I have not known you fooner, Lady, to: 
celebrate this rare Vertue of your Si'ence: 

Cle. Faith, an' you had come ſooner, you ſhould ha” 
ſeen and heard her well celebrated in Sir Jom Daw's Ma- 
drigals. 

Th, Jack Dew, God ſave you; when ſaw you La- 

Daw. Not fince laſt night, Maſter True-wit. 

Tru. That's a Miracle! I thought you two had been in- 
ſeparable, | 

Daw, He's gone to invite his Gueſts. - 

Tru. God ſo ! tis true! What a falſe Memory have I to- 
wards that Man! Iam one: I met him even now, upon 
that he calls his delicate fine black Horſe, rid into a Foam, 
with poſting from Place to Place, and. Perſon to Perſon, 
to give em the Cue ä 

Cle. Leſt they ſhou'd forget? 

Tru. Yes: There was never poor 
pains at a Muſter roſhew Men, than he, at 
ſhew Friends. | 

Daw. It is his Quarter-Feaſt, Sir. 

Cle. What! do you ſay ſo, Sir John? Wy 

Tru. Nay, Jack Daw will not be out, at the beft Friends 
he has, to the Talent of his Wit: Where's his Miſtreſs, to 
hear andapplaud him ? Is ſhe gone ? = 

Daw. Is Miſtreſs Ehicene gone? | 
. on Gone afore, with Sir Dauphine, I warrant, to the 
ce. Ye i; . 
Tru. Gone afore! That were a manifeſt Injury, a diſgra- 


captain took more 
this Meal, to 


% 


ce ana halt; torefuſe him at ſucha Feſtivaktime as this 


being a Bravery, anda Wit too. | 
Cle. Tut, he'll ſwallow 3 like Cream: He's better read, 
; 3 * 
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in Pure Civili, than to eſteem any thing i Diſpract'is of 
ler d him from a Miſtreſs, eee ee 
Dar. Nay, let her e en go; ſhe ſhall fit alone, and be 
dumb in her Chamber a Week together, fof John Daw, | 
Warrant her. Does ſhe refuſe me? 5. Rn 
Cie. No, Sir, do not take it ſo to Heart: The does not re. 
fuſe yon, but a little neglect you. Good faith, Tyue-x it, you 
eg to blame, to put it into his Head, that ſnie does reſuſt 
m. | 
Tru. Sir, ſhe does refuſe him palpably, however you 
mince it. An I were as he, I would ſwear to ſpeak ne eri 
wordto her today for't. e re, Gag 3 
Daw. By this Light, no more I will not. 
Tru. Nor to any body elſe, Sir. 8 
Dar. Nay, I Will not ſay ſo, Gentlemen. 
Cle. It had been an excellent happy Condition for the 
Company, if you could have drawn him to t. 
Da. Vibe very metancholick, i“ faith. 
Cle. As a Dog, if were as you, Sir ohn. 
| Tr. Or a Snail,'or 2 Hog-Louſe : I would roll my fl 
up torthis Day in troth, they ſhould notunwind me. 
Daw. By this Pick- tooth, ſo I will. 3 
. Tis well done: He begias alteady to be angry with 
+ bixTetth. - : 1 Pap bo" 

Daw. Will you go, Gentlemen?  _ . .. 

Cle. Nay, you BE ne if you be tight "Mclan 
bock, $6 1 ec TY 
Tru. Tes, Sir, we I dog you, we'll follow you. afar off 
Cle. Was there ever ſucha two Taids of Knighthood 

meaſur d out by Time, to be fold to Laughter ? | 
Tex, A meer talking Mole! hang him: Na Muſhrom 
was ever ſo freſh. ' A Fellow ſo utterly nothing, as he 
© Knows notwhat he would be. 8 
Cle. Let's follow him: But firſt, let's go to Dauphin: 
des hovering about the Houſe, to hear what News. 
; Tru. Content. p 
Morose, Epicane, Cutberd, Mute. 

Elcome Cutberd; draw near with your fair Charge 
| and 'in her Far, fottly intreat her to unmask-- So, l. 
me Door ſhut? Enough. Now, Cutberd,with the {ame 
Diſcipline Iuſe tomy Family, I will queſtion you, As || 

| con- 
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eonceive Cutberd, this Gentlewoman is ſhe you have prp- 


vided, and brought, in hopes the will fir me ia the Place and 


Perſon ofa Wite? Anſwer me not but with your Leg, un- 
leſs itbeotherwiſe: . Very well done, Cutberd. Icon- 
ceive bees, Cutberd, you have been pre · acquainted with 
her Birth, Education, and Qualities, or elle you would not 


prefer her to my Acceptance, in the weighty Conſequence 


of Marriage. This I conceive, Cutberd. Anſwer me 
not but with your Leg, unleſs it be othewiſe Very well 
done, Cutberd. | He goes abour Her, and views Her] Give 
alide now alittle, and leave me to examine her Condition, 
and Aptitude to my Affection. She is exceeding fair, and of 
a ſpecial good Favour; a ſwoet Compoſition, or Harmony 
of Limbs; her Temper ot Beauty has the true Height of my 
Blood. The Knave hath exceedingly well fitted me with- 
out: I will naw try her within. Come near, fair Gentle wo- 
man; let not my Behaviour ſeem rude, though unto you, 
being rare, it may haply appear ſtrange{She curtſies] Nay, 
Lady, you may ſpeak, though Cutberd and my Man might 
not; for of all Sound, only the ſweet Voice of à fair Lady 
has the juſt lengthof mine Ears. I beſeech you; fay, Lady, 
out of the firſt Fire of meeting Eyes (they ſay) Love is 
ſtricken: Do you feel any ſuch Motion ſuddeniy ſhot iuto 
you, from any Part you ſee in me, ha, Lady? ¶ Curtſie] 
Alas, Lady, theſe Anſwers by ſilent Curtſies from you, are 
too courtleſs and fimple. I have ever had my Breeding in. 
Court; and ſhe that ſhallbe my Wife, muſt be accompliſhed 
. —_ and audacious Ornaments, - Can you © ſpeak, 
Lady | | 
Epi. Judge, you tor{ooth. She ſpeaks ſoftly. 
Mor. What ſay you, Lady e nr 
Epi. Judge you, for ſooth. ö | 
Mor. O my Judgment, a Divine Softneis l But can 
naturally, Lady, as I enjoyn theſeby Doctrine and Induſtry, 
reter your ſelf to the ſearch of my Judgment, and / not tak- 
ing pleaſure in your Tongue, which is a Woman's chiefeſt 
Pleaſure) think it plauſible to anſwer me by ſilent Geſtures, 
ſo long as my Speeches jump right with what you con- 
ceive? ¶Curtſie.] Excellent! Divine! If it were poſſible ſne 
ſhould ho'd out thus! Peace Catberd, thou art made for 
ever, as thou haſt made * this Felicity have laſting: 
54 but 
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but 1 will try her further. Dear Lady, I am courtly, I tel] 
you, and I mult have mine Ears banquetted w th pleaſant 
' and witty Conferences, pretty Girds, Scoffs, and Dalliance 
in her, that I mean to chuſe for my B:dpheere. The Ladies 
in Court think it a moſt deſperate Impair to their quickneſs 
of Wit, and good Carriage, if they cannot give occaſionfor 
à Man tocourt 'em; and when an amorous Diſcourſe is ſet 
on Foot, miniſter as good Matter to contine it, as himſelf: 
ꝛnd do you alone ſo much differ from all them, that what 
they (with fo much Circumſtanee) affect and toil for, to 
ſeem farm d, to ſeem judicious, to ſeem ſharp and conceited, 
you can bury in your ſelf with ſilence, and rather truſt your 
Graces to the fair Coaſcience of Vertue, than to the 
Worlds or your 6wn Proclamation, £ 

Epi. I ſhould be ſorry clic. 

Mor. What ſay you, Lady? Good Lady, fpeak out. 

Epi. I ſhould be torry elſe. 

Mor. That Sorrew doth fill me with Gladneſs. O Mo- 
roſe thou art happy above Mankind! Pray that thou may'ſt 
contain thy ſelf. | w:iFon'y put her to it once more, and it 
Mall be with the utmoſt Touch and Teſt of their Sex. But 

hear me, fair L:dy; I do alſo love to ſee her whom I ſhall 
chuſe for my Heier, to be the firſt and principal in all Fa- 
ſhions, precede all the Dames at Court by a Fortnight, have 
ber Council of Taylors Linneners, Lace-women, Embroi- 
derers, and fit with em ſometimes twice a day upon French 
Intelligences, and then come torth varied ke Nature, 
or oftner than ſhe, and better, by the help of Art, her emu- 
Jous Servant. This do I affect: And how will you be able, 
Lady, with this frugality of Speech, to give the maniſold 
(bur neceſſary) Inſtructions, tor that Bodies, theſe Sleeves, 
thoſe Skirts, this Cut, that Sttich; this Embroidery, hat 
Lace, his Wyre, thoſe Knots, that Ruff, thoſe Roſes, this 
Girdle, that Fan, the t'other Scarf, theſe Gloves? Ha! 
what (ay you, Lady? | 
Epi. IN leave it to you, Sir. 
Mar. How, Lady? pray you riſe a Note. 
Ept. I leave it to Wiſdom, and you, Sir. x 
Mor. Admirable Creature! I will trouble you no more > 
I will not fin againſt ſo ſweet a Simplicity. Let me now be 


bold to print: on thoſe divine Lips the Seal of being mine. 
Crtberd,. 
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Catberd, 1 give thee the Leaſe of thy Houſe free; thank 
me not, but with thy Leg. 1 know what thou 
ce would'ſt ſay, She's poor, and her Friends deceaſed, ſhe has 
: brought a wealthy Dowry in her Silence, Cutberd; and in 
eſs reſpect ot her Poverty, Catberd, I ſhall have her more Lo- 
for ing and Obedient, Cutberd. Go thy ways, and get me 
ving L 
ſer a Miniſter prſently, with a ſoft lowVoice, to marry us; and 
pray him he will not be impertinent, but briet as he Can ʒa- 
way : ſoftly, Cutberd. Sirrah, (onduct your Miſtriſs in- 
to to the Dining room, your now Miſtriſs. O my Felici- 
d, ty! How ſhall I be reveng d on mine inſolent Kinſ-g 
Ur man, and his Plots, to fright me from Marrying! Thiy 
be Night 1 will get an Heir, and thruſt him out of m. 
Blood, like a Stranger. He would be Knighted, for 
ſooth, and thought by that means to reign over me, his 
Title muſt do it: No, Kinſman, 1 will now make you 
bring me the tenth Lords, and the ſixteenth Ladies Letter, 
Kinſman; and it ſhal! do you no good, Kinſman, Your 
Knighthood it ſelf ſhall come on its Knees, and it ſnall be re- 
jected; it ſhall be ſued for its Fees to Execution, and not be 
redeem' d; it ſhall cheat at the Twelve · penny Ordinary, it 
Knighthood, for its Diet all the Term- time, and tell Tales 
for it in the Vacation to the Hoſteſs; or it Knighthood ſhall 
do worſe, take Sanctuary in Colebarbor, and faſt.” It ſhall 
fright all it Friends with borrowing Letters; and when 
one of the four ſcore hath brought it Knighthood Ten Shils - 
lings, it Knighthood fhall go to the Cranes, or the Bear at 
the Bridgefoor, and be drunk in Fear; it ſhall not have Money 
to diſcharge one Tavern- Reckoning. to invite the od Cr 
ditors toforbear it Knighthood, or the new; that ſhould | 
be, totruft it Knighthood. It ſhall be the tenth Name 
in the Bond, to take up the Commodity of Pipkins and 
Stone-Juggs; and the Part thereof ſhall not turniſh 
Knighthood forth for the attempting of a Baker's Widow, 
a Brown Baker's Widow. It ſhallgiveit Knighthood's 
Name, for a Stallion, to all gameſome Citizens Wives, and 
be refus'd, when the Maſter of a Dancing-School; or (Hos 
do you call him) the worſt Reveller in the Town is taken: 
It ſhall want Clothes, and by reaſon of that, Wit, to fool to 
Lawyers. it ſnall not have Hope to repair it ſelf by Conſtan- 
linopis, Ireland, or * but the beſt and laſt Fortune t 
| des] TY 
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Tod Sign, Dauphine. 
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it Knighthood (hall be; to make Dol Tear-Sheet or 


not have pray d to have had it ſo well: Saltat ſenex, a 
si the Proverb, he does triumph in his Felicity, adm. 
tbe Party! He has given, me the Leaſe of my Houſe ti 
and l am now going for a ſilent Miniſter to marry em, 2 


Brother would turment him purely. 


4 


1 


i 


VB.. Vil undertake the directing ot all the Lady-guell 
thither, and then the Meat muſt follow, 


you? 


now: When tis done and finiſhed, 1 am for you, fora 


Common aL2dy, anda it Knighthood may eat. 
True-wit, Dauphine, Clerimont, Cutberd. 


In. Are you ſure he is not gone by? 
Da. No, I ſtaid in the Shop ever ſince. | 4 
Cle. But he way take the other End of the Lane, 
Dau. No, I told him 1 would be here at this End: I; 
. Foiated him hither. | 
Tru. What a Barbarian is it to ſtay then! 
Dau. Yonder he comes. | 
Cle. And his Charge left behind him, which is a vill #4 


Dau. How now, Cutberd, ſucceeds it, or no 
Cut. Paſt Imagination, Sir, omnia ſecunda; you co 


ere 195 7,7 b a; = 
Tu. Slight, get one o the filenc'd Miniſters, a zealo 


Cut. Cumprivilegio, Sir. | 
Dau. O, by no Means; let's do nothing to hinder 


Device of Vexntion.  _ A 
Cut. And that ſhall be within this half Hour, upon 1 
Dexterity, Gentlemen. Contrive what you can in ti 

mean Time, Bonis avibas, 25 
Cle. How the Slave doth Latin it:! 
Tru. It would be made a Jeſt to Poſterity, Sirs, tl 
Day's Mirth, it ye will. | | 
Cle. Beſhrew his Heart that will not, I pronounce. 
Das. And for my part, what is't : "EY" 
Tru. To tranſlate all La Fool's Company, and his Fe 
hither, today, to celebrate this Bride-ale. 
Dau. I marry ; but how will't be done ? 


= * * 
- 
c 


. 


Cle. For God's lake, let's eſlect it, is will be an exc 
lent Comedy of Affliction, ſo many ſeveral Noiſes, | 
Dau. Bu: are they not at the other Place already, aug 

i 
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Tru. IIL warrant. you for the College - honours: ont o' 
their Faces has not the priming Colour laid on yet, nor the 
other her Smock ſleek c. 3 
Cle. O, but they Il riſe earlier than ordinary to a Feaſt. 
Tru. Beſt go ſee, and aſſure our ſelves. 8 
Cle. Who knows the Houſe? 
Tru. Llllead you; were yaunever there yet? 
Dau. Not J. 6 | 
Cle. Nor I. | | * 
Thy. Where ha” you liv'd then? Not know Tom Or- 
Jer! | , 
Cle. No: For God's Sake, what is he? 
Tru. an excellent Animal, equal with your Daw or La- 
Fool, if not tranſcendent ; and does Latin it as much as 
your Barber: He is his Wife's Subject, he calls her Prin- 
ceſs, and at ſuch Times as theſe fol.ows her up and down 
the Houſe like a Page, with his Hat off, partly for Heat, 
perth for Reverence. At this Inſtant he is marſballing.of 
His Bull, Bear, and Horſe. ; 
Dax, What be thoſe, in the Name of Sphinx? 
Tru. Why, Sir, he has been a great Man at the Bear- 
garden in his Time; and from that ſubyle Sport has ta ne 
the witty Denomination of his chief carrowſing Cups. 
- Oac hecalls his Bull, another his Bear, another his Horle. 
And then he has his leſſer Glaſſes, that he calls his Deer and 
his Ape; and ſeveral Degrees of them too; and never is 
well, nor thinks any Entertainment perfect, till theſe be 
brought out, and ſet o the Cupboard. | 
Cle. For God's Love! —— miſs this, if we ſhould 
not go. op | 
Ti. Nay, he has a thouſand things as good, that will 
- ſpeak him all Day. He will rail on his Wife, with certain 
Common Places, behind her Back; and to her Face 
Dau. No more of him. Let's go {ce him, 1 petition 
eu. Nr | 
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ACT Hl. SCENE 1. 


Otter, Mrs. Otter, True-wit, Clerimont, Dauphine. 


Dt. MA, good Princeſs, hear me pauca verba. 


Mrs. Ott. By that Light, II ha“ you chain d 


5 


up, with your Bull-dogs and Bear-dogs, if you be nu 


eivil the ſooner, I ſend you to Kennel, i“ fait”, You} 
were beſt beat me with your Bull, Bear, and Ho:ie : Never 


% © 


a Time that the CourticrsorCollegiates come io the Houſe, 
but you make it a Shrove- tueſday! 1 would have you get 


your Whitſontide-Velvet-Cap, and your Staff i your Hand, 


1 
* 
F 


to entertain em: yes in troth, do, 


Ott. Not fo, Princeſs, neither; but, under Correction. 
ſweet Princeſs, gi' me Leave Theſe things 1 am 
known to the Courtiers by: It is reported to them for my 


: 


Humour, and they receive it ſo, and do expect it. Ten 
Otters Bull, Bear, and Horſe, is known all over England, 


in rerum natura. 8 


Mys. Ott. Fore me, I will na-ture em over to Parii- 
garden, and na- ture you thither too, if you pronounce em 


Polity. | n 
Ott. The Horſe ther, good Princeſs. 


again. Is a Bear a fit Beaſt, or a Bull, to mix in Society 
with great Ladies? Think i' your Diſcret ion, in any good 


Mrs. Ott. Well, I am contented for the Horſe; they | 


love to be well hors d Iknow: I love it my elf. 


Ott. And it is a delicate fine Horſe, this Foetarum Pega- b 


ſus. Under Correction, Princeſs, Frpiter did. turn him- 
Taurus, or Bull, under Correction, good 


ſelf intoa 
Princels. 
Mr:. Ott. By my Integrity, I'll ſend you over to the 


Pank fide, I'll commit youto the Maſter of the Garden if | 


T hear but a Sy liable more. Muſt my Houſe or my Roof 


be polluted with the Scent of Bears and Bulls, when. it is 


per fum'd for great Ladies? Is this according to the i nſtru- 


ment, when 1 married you? That I would be Princeſs, 3 


and reign in mine own Houſe ; and you would be my 


m Fog gcr goes 


Subject, and obey me / What dd you bring me, ſhould BY 


make 


Tu. No Anabaptift ever rail'd with the like Licenſe: 
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make you thus peremptory? Do | allow you your Half- 


crowyn a Day, to ſpend where yau will, among your 


Gameſters, to vex and torment me at ſuch Times as theſe? 
Who gives you your Maintenance, I pray you? Who al- 
lows you your Horſe- mat and Mans-meat? your three 
Suits of Apparel a Year? your four Pair of Stockings, one 
Silk, three Worſted ? your clean Linnen, your Bands and 
Cuffs, when I can get you to wear em? *Tis mar le you 
ha em on now. Who graces you with Courtiers, or 
great Perſonages, to ſpeak to you out of their Coaches, 
and come home to your Houſe? Were you ever o much. 
as look d upon by a Lord or a Lady, before | married you, 
but on the kaſter or Whizſon Holy-days? and then out at 
the Banquetting-houſe Window, when Ned Whiting: or 
GeorgeStone wereat the Stake ? - | 
ſtaveher off him.) 


Tru. (For God's Sake, let's go 
Mrs. Ott. Anſwer me to that. And did not I take you 
up from thence, in an o'd greaſy Buff Doublet, with 
Points, and green Velvet Sleeves, out at the.Elbows ? Tou 
torget th's. _ ; | 

Tru. (She'll worry-him, if we help not in Time. 

Mrs. Ot. O, here are ſome o' the Gallants! Go to be- 
have your ſelf diſtinctly, and with good Morality ; or, I 
proteſt, Ill take away your Exhibition. 

True-wit, Mrs. Otter, Cap. Otter, Clerimont, Dauphine, 
Cutb erd. 

Tru. By your Leave, fair Miſtreſs Otter, I'll be bold to 
enter theſe Gentlemen in your Acquaintance. 

Mrs. Ott. It ſhall not be obnoxious, or difficile, Sir. 

Tru How does my noble Captain? Is the Bull, Bear, 
and Horſe in rerum natura (till? 

Orr. Sir, Sic viſum ſuperis. 8 

Mrs. Ott. I would you would bat intimate em, do. 
Go your ways in, and get Toaſts and Butter made for the 
the Woodcocks: That'sa fit Province for you. 

Cle. Alas, what a Tyrauny is this poor Fellow married 
too? a 
| * — O, but the Sport will be anon, when we get him 

le. ; 
Das. Dares he ever ſpeak ? 


, _*_ 
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but mark her Language in the mean Time, I beſcech you} 
Mr. Orr. Gentlemen you are very apy come. Mf 

- Coulin, Sir A. morous, will be here briefl | 
Nu. In time, Lady. Was not Sir John Dan 
here, to ask for him, and the Company ? 

Mrs. Ott. 1 cannot aſſure you, Mr. Tyue-wir. Hen 
vas a very melancholy Knight in a Ruff, tbat demanded 
my Subject for ſome body, a Gentleman, I think. A 

Cle. I, that was he, Lady. = : 

Mrs. Ort, But he departed ſtreight, I can reſvive you. 

% Dos: What an excellent choice Phraſe this Lady exprefi 
Les in! 
Tun. O, Sir! ſhe is the only authentical Courtier, hal 
is not naturally bred one in the City. 

Mrs. Ott. You have taken that Report upon Tru 
Gentlemen. 
Du. No, L aſſure you, the Court governe it fo, Lady | 

in your Behalf. 
| . Ott. I am the Servant of the Courtand Coun 

ers, Sir, 

Tra. They are rather your Idolaters. 

' «Mrs. Ott. Not ſo, Sir. 

Dan. How now, Cutberdꝰ? Any Croſs? 3 

Out. O no, Sir, Omnia bene. Twas never better o 
tbe Hinges; all's ſure. I have fo pleas d him with a Cu- i} 

rate, that he's gone to'talmoſt with the Delight be hope 
-' for ſoon. 

Dau. What is he for a Vicar? 

Cut. One that has catch'd a Cold, Sir, and can ſcarce 
be heard fix Inches off; as if he ſpoke out of a Bulruſ 

that were not pick'd, or his Throat were full of Pitch: 
2 fine quick Fellow, and an excellent Barber of Prayer: | 
'Tcameto tell you, Sir, that you might omnem mover 
lapidem (as they ſay) be ready with your Vexation. N 
Dau. Gramercy, honeſt Cutberd; be thereabouts wih | 
Key to let us in. 1 

Cut. I will not fail you, Sir: Ad manum. q 

Tru. Well, I'll go watch my Coaches. : 

Cle, Do; and well ſend Par to you, if you mers bi | c 

Bot. 


Mrs, Ott. Is M. Tut. vis gone? 8. F 4 


— 
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Dau. Yes, Lady, there is ſome unfortunate Buſineſs - 


fallen out. 6 
Mrs. Ott. Sol Judg'd, by the Phitognomy of the Fel- 
low that came in; and | had a Dream laſt Night too of the 


new Pageant, and my Lady Mayoreſs, which is always 
very ominous to me. I told it my Lady Henghty t other 
Day, when her Honour came hither to ſee ſome China 
Stuffs; and ſhe'expounded it out ot Artemidorut, and I 
have found it ſince very true. It has done me many Af- 
o nts. | — 
Cle. Your Dream, Lady? | 
Ars. Oit. Yes, Sir, any thing I do but dream o' the 
City. It ſtain'd me a Damask Table-cloth, coſt me eigh- 
teen Pound at one Time; and burnt me a black Sattin 
Gown,as I ſtood by the Fire, at my Lady Centaure's Cham- 
ber, in the College, another Time. A third Time, at the 
Lord's Maſque, it dropt all my Wyre and my Ruff with 
Way-candle, that I could not go up to the Banquet. A 
fourth Time, as I was taking Coach to go to Were, to 
meet a Friend, irdaſh'd me anew Suit all over (a Crimſon 
Sattin Doublet, and black Velvet Skirts) with a Brewer's: 
_ Horſe, that I was fain to go in and ſnift me, and keep my 
Chamber a Leaſh ot Days tor the Anguiſh ot it. 
Dan. Theſe were dire Miſchances, Lady. | 
Cle. I would not dwell in the City, an twere ſo 
e | WES 
M. Ott. Yes, Sir; but I do take Advice of my Doc - 
tor, to dream of it as little as I can. . 
Dau. Lou do well, Miſtreſs Otter. | 
_ Mrs. Ott. Will it pleaſe you to enter the Houſe farther, 
Gentlemen? _ | 
Dau. And your Fayour, Lady: But we ſtay to ſpeak 
with a Knight, Sir John Daw, who is here come, We 
ſhall follow you, Lady. 
Mrs, Ott. At your on time, Sir. It is my Couſia Sir 
Amorous his Feaſt | 
Dau. I know it, Lady. 
Mr.. Ott. And mine together. But je is for his Ho- 


nour, and therefore I take no Name of it, more than oł᷑ 
the Place. 


Dau. Nou are a bounteous Kinſwomgn. 


Ar 
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Mr. Ott. Your Servant, Sir. 8 | 
Clerimont, Daw, La- Fool, Dauphine, Otter: 
Cle. Why, do you know it, Sir Fohn Daw ?- 
Daw. No, I am a Rook it I do. | | 

Cie. I'll tell you then; ſhe's married by this Time, And 
whereas you were put i' th Head, that ſhe was gone with 
Sir Dauphine, 1 aſſure you, Sir Dauphine has been the 
nobleſt, heneſteſt Friend to you, that ever Gentleman of 


your Quality could boaſt of. He has diſcover'd the whole. 


lot, and made your Miſtreſs ſo acknowledging, and in- 


deed, ſo aſnamed of her Injury to you, that ſhe deſires you 


to forgive her, and but grace her Wedding with your Pre- 


ſience to Day She is to be married to a very good For- 
tane, ſhefays, his Uncle old Moroſe: And ſhe will'd me in 


Private to tell you, that ſhe ſhall be able to do you more 
Favours, and with more Security now than before. 
Daw. Did ſhe ſay io, i faith? 


Ele. Why what do you think of me, Sir John! ask 


| Sir Dauphine. 


Daw. Nay, I believe you. Good Sir Dawphine, did 


ſhe delire me to forgive her? 
Cle. Laſſure you, Sir John, ſhe did. 


0.00 Nay then, I do withall my Heart, and 1'll be jo«- | 


Cle, Yes, for look you, Sir, this was-the Injury to 
you. . La- Foole intended this Feaſt to honour her Bridal. 


Day, and made you the Property to invite the College La- 


dies, and promiſe to bring her: and then at the time ſhe | 
would have appear 'd (as his Friend) to have given you the 


Dor. Whereas now, a e has brought her to a 
feeling of it, with this kind o 

bring all the Ladies to the Place where ſhe is, and be very 
jovialz and there ſhe will have a Dinner, which ſhall be in 
your Name: and ſo diſappoint La- Foole, to make you 
good again, and (as it were) a ſaver i the Man. 

- Daw, As lam a Knight; I honour her, and forgive her 
heartily. 


Cle. About it then preſently, True- w it is gone before 
to confront che Coaches; and to acquaint. you with ſo 


much, if he meet you. Joyn with him, and "tis well. 
See, here comes your Antagoniſt, but take you no notice, 
but be yery jovial. La- 


Satisfaction, that you ſhall 
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La- F. Are the Ladies come, Sir John Daw, and your 
Miſtreſs? Sir Dauphine! you are exceeding welcome and 
honeſt Maſter Clerximont. Where's my Couſin? did you 
ſee no Collegiates, Gentiemen ? 

Dau. Collegiates! Do you not hear, Sir A morons, how 
you are abus d | | 
La-F. How, Sir! 
Cle. Will you ſpeak ſo kindly to Sir Jahn Daw, that has 
done you ſuch an Affront. 
la- F. Wherein, Gentlemen? let me be a Sutor to you 
to know, I beſeech you! | 

Cb. Why Sir, his Miſtreſs is married to day to Sir Dau- 

phin's Uncle, your Couſin's Neighbour, and be has diver- 
ted all he Ladies, and all your Company thither, to fru- 
ſtrate your Proviſion, and ſtick a Diſgrace upon you. He 
vas here, now to have ent c'd us away from you too: but 
ve told him his own, I think. 

La F. las Sir John Daw wrong d me ſo inhumanly? 

Dan. He has done it, Sir Amorous, moſt — 
and treacheronſly : but if you'll be rul'd by us, you ſhalb 
quit him i'faith. 

La-F. Good Gentlemen! Ill make one, believe it. 
How l pray? 

Dax. Ma: ry, Sir, get me your Pheaſants, and your God- 
Wits, and your beſt Meat, and diſh it in Silver Diſhes of 
© your Ch ulin's preſently, and ſay nothing, but clap me à 

clean Towel about you, like a Ser; and bare-headed, 
march afore it with a good Confidence (tis but over the 
Way, hard by). and we'll ſecond you, where you. ſhall ſet 
 1t 0” the Board, and bid 'em welcome to't which ſha'l ſhow 
eis yours, and diſgrace his Preparatiou utterly: And toe 
your Couſin, whereas ſhe ſhould be troubled here at home 
withcare of making and giving Welcome, ſhe ſhall tranſ- 
fer all that labour thither, and be a principal Gueſt her (elf, 
fir rank'd with the College Honours, and be honour'd, 
and have her Health drunł as often, as bare, and as loud as 
the beſt of em. Mt 

L2-F. Lil go tell her preſently. It ſtall be done, that's 
reſolv!d. | | | 

Ce. I thought he would not bear it out, but twould 
take him. 


N NF OY Y; " 
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Dau. Well, there be Gueſts, and Meat now, hovy f 
ce do for Mulick ? 6 | 


Cle. The Smell of the Veniſon, going through th > 
Street, will invite one Noiſe of Fidlefs or other. IN 
Dau. I would it would call the Trumpeters thither. Mis 
Cle. Faith, there is Hope, they have Intelligence of c 
Feaſts, There's good Correſpondence betwixt them au the 
the London Cooks. Tis twenty to one but he have em. a 


Dau. Twill be a moſt ſolemn Day for my Uncle, andu 1 1 
excellent fit of Mirth for us. ST Le: 


Cle. I, if we can hold up the Emulation betwixt Folk 
and Daw, and never bringthem to expoſtulate. 1 ( 
Daw. Tut, flatter em both (as True- wit fays) and you 
may take their Underſtandings in a Purſe- ner. They be, 
lieve themſelves to be juſt ſuch Men as we make em, nei An 
ther more nor leſs. They have nothing, not the ule a BO 
their Senſes, but by Tradition. tur 
Cle. See! Sir Amorous has his Towel on already. Hari 50 
you per ſuaded your Coulin ? [ He enters like a Sew J 
I F. Yes, tis very feaſible: She'll do any Thing, fie 
ſays, rather than the La- Foole's ſhall be diſgrac d. 
Dau. She is a noble Kinſwornan. It will be ſuch af 
peſt ling Device, Sir Amoroms! It will pound i your Ene 
mies PjaCtices to Powder, and blow him up with his ow 
Mine, his own Train. * 


La- F. Nay, we'll give Fire 1 warrant you. | 
Cle. But you muſt carry it privately, without any Noiſe, 
an] take no Notice by any Means 


Ort. Gentlemen, my Princeſs ſays you ſhali have all her by 
Silver Diſhes, feſtmate: and ſhe's gone to alter her Tire 1; 
little, and go with you n 


Cie. And your ſelf too, Captain Otter. = \ 
Dau. By any Means, Sir. 5 
Ott. Yes, Sir, I do mean it: But I would entreat my 3 
Coulin Sir Amorous, and you Gentlemen, to be Suitors to 
my Princefs, that I may carry my Bull and my Bcar,as well 
as my Horſe, 2 
+ © Cle. Thar you ſhalldo, Captain Ozzer. 

La F. My Couſin will never conſent, Gentlemen. 
Dau. She muſt conſent, Sir Amorous, to Reaſon.. * 
©. Why, ſhe fays they are no decorum among 36 4 
dies. 1. 
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oe. But they are decora, and that's better, 8 ir. 
Cle. I, ſhe muſt hear Argument. Did not Paſip hae, 
who was a Queen, love a Bull? and was not Caliſto, the 
Mother of Areas, turn'd into a' Bear, and made a Star, 
Miſtreſs Hyfula, i' the Heavens ? 

Ost. O God! that I could ha'faid as much! I will have 
theſe Stories painted i' the Bear · garden, Ovidii Meta- 
= morphoſs. 
= Das. Where is your Princeſs, Captain ? pray be our 
Leader. | 
Ott. That! ſhall, Sir. 

Cle. Make Haſte, good Sir Amorous. 

NMNoroſe, Epicane, Parſon, Cutberd. 

Mor. Sir, there's an Angel for your ſelf, and a Brace of 
Angels for Jour Cold.. Muſe not at this Manage of my 
wag 5 t is fit we ſhould thank Fortune, double to Na- 
ture, for any Benefit ſhe confers upon us; beſides, it is 
your Imper fection but my Solace. | 

[The Parſon ſpeaks as having a Cold. 
Par. I thank your Worſhip ; ſo it is mine now. 

Mor. What ſays be, Cutberd? BIZ 

Cut. He fays, preſto, Sir, whenſoever your Worſhip 
3 needs him he can be ready with the like.” He got this Cold 
Vith fitting up late, and ſinging Catches with Cloth» 

Workers. tho. | 
Mor. No more, I thank him, | „ 
= Par. God keep your Worſhip, and give you much Joy 
with our fair Spouſe, (Umh, umh) [ He coug hs. 

Mor. O, O, ſtay Cutberd! let him give me five Shil- 
lings of my Money back. As it is Bounty to reward Ba- 
nehts, ſois it Equity to mul& Injuries. I will have it, 
What ſays he? = 

Cut. He cannot c*ange it, Sir, 

Mor. It muſt be chang d. 

Cut. Cough again. 

Mor. What ſays he ? 

Cut. He will cough out the reſt, Sir. 

Par. (Umb, umh, umh.) | Again. 

. Mor, Away, away with him, ſtop his Mouth, away, 
I forgiveit. ——— 

Epi, Fye, Maftcr Moroſe, that you will uſe this Vio- 
tence toa Manof the Church. =." _—_ 


. 


* 
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Mer. How ! i 

Epi. It does not become your Gravity, or Breeding, (as 

you pretend in Cour.) to have offer d this outrage on a Wa- 
ter· man. or any more boiſtrous Creature, much leſs on a 
Man of his civil Coat. 

Mor. Vou can ſpeak then! 

Epi. Les, Sir. 

Mor. Speak out I mean. 

Epi. I Sir, why, did you think you had married a Sta- 
tue, ora Motion only? one of the French Puppets, with 

the Eyes turn'd with a Wire? or ſome Innocent out of the 

Hoſpital, that would ſtand with her Hands thus, and a Plaiſe 
Mouth, and look upon you? 

. Mer. O Immodeſty ! a manifeſt Woman ! what Cut- 
erd ? | 
Epi. Nay, never quarrel with Cutberd, Sir, it is too ate 
now. Iconteſs it doth bate ſomewhat of the Modeſty I had, 
when I writ ſimply Maid: But I hope I ſhall make it a 
— ſtill competent to the Eſtate and Dignity ot your 

ite. | 

Mor. She can talk ! 

— Tes indeed, Sir. 

or. What, Srrah. None of my Knaves, there? 
where is this Impoſter, Cut berd? 

Epi. Speak to him, fellow, ſpeak to him. I'll have 
none of this coated, unnatural Dumbneſs in my Houſe. 
in a Family where | govern. 

Mor. She is my Regent already! I have married a Pens 
abejilea, a Semiramis, ſold my Liberty to a Diftaff! 

True wi, Morofe, Epicœne. 

Tru. Where's Maſter Morofe ? 

Mor. Is he come again! Lord have Mercy upon me. 

Tru. | wiſh you all Joy, Miſtreſs Epicæne, with your 
gr: ve and honourable Match. | 

Epi. I return you the Thanks, Maſter True-wit, fo 
friendly a Wiſh deſerves. 

Mor. She has Acquaintance too 
Tru. God fave you, Sir, and give you all Contentment in 
your fair Choice,. here. Before | was the Bird of Night to 
you, the Owl; but now lam the Meſſenger of Peace, 
a 


Ve 
e, 
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a Dove, and bring you the glad Wiſhes of many Friends to 
the Celebt ation of this good Hour, | 

Mor. What Hour, Sir? | 

Tru. Your Marriage Hour, Sir. I commend your re- 

ſolution, that (notwithſtanding all the Dangers I /aid afore 
you, in the Voice of a Night- crow) would yet go on, and 
be your felt. It ſhews you are a Man conſtant to your own 
Ends, and upright to you Purpoſes, that would not be put 
off with Lif-Randed Cries. | 

Mor. How ſhould you arrive at the Knowledge of ſo 
much! 5 

Tru. Why, did you ever hope, Sir, committing the ſe- 
erecy of it to a Barber, that leſs than the whole Town 
ſhould know it? you might as well ha told it the Conduit, 
or the Bake-houſe, or the Infantry that follow the Court, 
and with more Security. Could your Gravity forget ſo 
old and noted a Remnant, as lippis & ronſoribus notum ? 
Well Sir, forgive it your {elf now, the Fault, and be com- 
municabte with your Friends. Here will be three or four 
faſhionable Ladies from the College to viſit you preſently, 
and their Train of. Minions and Followers. | 

Mor. Bar my Doors! bar my Doors! where are all my 
Faters? my Mouths now? bar up my Doors, you Var- 
| OR 

Epi. He is a Varlet that ſtirs to ſuch an Office, Let em 
fand open. I would ſee him that dares move his Eyes to- 
ward it. Shall I have a Barricado made againſt my Friends, 
tobe barr'd of any Pleaſure they can bring in to me with 
honourable Viſitation ? N 

Mor. O Amaxonian Impudence ! , 

Tr». Nay, faith, in this, Sir, ſhe ſpeaks but reaſon : and 
methinks is more continent than you. Would you go to 
Bed ſo preſently, Sir, atore Noon ? a Man of your Head and 
Hair ſhould owe more to that Reverend Ceremony, and 
not mount the Marriage-bed, like a Town-bull, or a Meun- 
uin · goat; bat ſtay the due Seaſon ; and afcend it then with 
Religion and Fear. Thoſe Delights are to be ſteep'd in the 
Humour, and ſilence ot the Nie ht? and give the Day to o- 
ther open Pleaſures, and Folliti.s of Feaſting, ot Muſick, 
of Revels, of Diſcourſe, we'il have all, Sir, that may make 
your Hymen high and happy. f 

Mor. 
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Mor. O, my torment, my torment! 

Tru. Nay, it you endure the firſt half Hour, Sir, ſo te- 
diouſly, and with this irklomneſs; what Comfort, or 
Hope, can this fair Gentlewoman make to herſelf here- 
after, in the Conſideration of ſo many Years as are to 
come 
Mor. Of my Affliction. Good Sir, depart, and let her 
do it alone. | 

Tru. I have done, Sir. 

Mor. That curſed Barber! | 

Tru. (Yes faith, a curſed Wretch indeed, Sir.) 

Mor. I have married his Cittern, that's common to all 
Men. Some Plague, above the Plague 

Tru. (All Ægype's ten Piagues) 

Mer. Revenge me on him. 

Tu. Tis very well, Sir. If you laid ona Curſe or two 
more I'll aſſure you he'll bear em. As, that he may get the 
Pox with ſeckiog to cure it, Sir ? Or, that while he is cur» 
ling another Mans Hair, his own may drop oft? Or, for 
burning ſome Male-baud's Lock, he may have his Brains 
beat out with the Curling-iron ? 

Mor, No, let the Wretch live wretched. May he get 
the Itch, and bis Shop ſo louſie, as no Man dare come at 
22 „  - * | 

Tra. (I, and it he would ſwallove all his Balls for Pills, let 
not them purge him.) FE 
Mer. Ke e ever cold. Ts 


Tu, rpetual Froſt underdeath it, Sit.) 
Mer. Let him never hope to ſee Fire again. 


Tru. (But in Hell, Sir.. | A 

Mor. His Chairs be always empty, his Sciſſurs ruſt, and 
his Combs mould in their Caſes. | 5 

Tru, Very dreadful that (And may he loſe the invention, 


” N 
„ 4 , 


. 


Sir, of earving Lanterns in Paper.), 
Mer, Let there be no Baud earted that Lear, toemplay a 
B bis: But let him be glad to eat his Sponge for 
cad. | | 4 > * 
Tru. And drink lotium to it, and much good do him. 
Mor. Or, for want of Bread — 1 
Tru. Eat Ear-wax, Sir. III help you. Or, draw his 
on Teeth, and add them to the Lute-Rring, 0 
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Moy. No, beat the old ones to Powder, and make Bread 
or pf them. 

r V. (Yes, make Meal o'the Mill-Rones.) | 
e. Moy. May all the Botches and Burns that he has cur'd on 
others, break out upon him. 

Tru. And he now forget the cure of em in himſelf, Sir; 
pr, if he do remember it, let him ha ſcrap'dall his Linnen 
— Lint for't, and have not a Rag left him for to ſet up 
rich. 

Mor. Let him never ſet up again, but have the Gout in 
1 his Hands for ever. Now, no more, Sir. | 

Tru. O that laſt was too high ſet ! you "I leſs with 
him i faith, and be reveng'd enough: as, «that 2 be ne ver 
able to new-paint his Pole 
Mor. Good Sir, no more. I forgot my ſelt. 


„ | 7%. Or, want Credit to take up with a Comb · ma- 
6 8 
5 Mor. No more, Sir. 


Tru. Or, having broken his Glaſs in a former deſpair, 
now into z much greater, of ever getting ano» 
Mor. I beſeech you, no more, | 
Tra. Or, that he never be truſted with trimming of any 
ut Chimney-Sweepers eds | 
Mor. SIT | 

Tru. Or, may ke cut a Colliers Throat with his Razor, 
Dy Chance-medley, and be hang'd fort. 

KB Mor. Iwill forgive him, rather than hear any more. I 
eſeech you, Sir. | | | | 
Daw, Moroſe, Truewit, Haughty, Centaure, Ma vis, Truſty. 

Daw. This way, Madam. 5. 

Mor. O, the Sea breaks in upon me! another Flood! an 
nundation! I (All be overw helm d with Noiſe . It beats 
lreddy at my Shores. I feel an Earthquake in my ſelf, 
rt. | | 9 a | 
Daw. *Giveyou Joy, Miſtreſs. 

Mor. Has ſhe Servants too! 

Daw. I have brought ſome Ladies here to ſee and know 
you, [ She kiſſes them ſeverally as he preſents them.] My Lady 
| aughty, this my Lady Centaure, Miſtreſs Doll, Mavis, 
ſtreſs Truſly my Lad y'Hanghty's Woman, i; * a 
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band? let's ſce him: Can he endure no Noiſe? let mo 
come to him. 
Mor. What Nomenclator is this ? | 
Tru. Sir John Dew, Sir, your Wite's Servant, this. 
Mor. A Daw, and her Servant! O, *tis decreed, tis de · 
creed of me, an' ſhe haveſuch Servants, 
Tr. Nay Sir, you mult kits the Ladies, you muſt not 
go away, now; they come toward you to ſeek you out. 
Haus I fa'th, Maſter Moroſe, would you ſtral a Mar. 
riage thus, in the midſt of to many Fri- nds, and not acquaint | 
us? Well, I'll kiſs you, notwithſtanding the juſtice of ny | 
Quarrel: you ſhall give me leave, Miſtreſs, to uſe a becom- 


ing familiarity with your Husband, e 
Epi. Your Ladyſhip does me an honour in it, to let me 
know he is ſo worthy your Favour: As, you have done both d 


him and me grace, to vifit ſo unprepar d a Pair to entertain tt 
you, G 
Mor. Complement! Complement! 

Epi. But I muſt lay the burden of that upon my Servant g1 


Haw. It ſhall not need, Miſtreſs Moroſe; we will all bear, 


rather than one ſhall be oppreſt. te 
Mor. I know it: And you will teach her the Faculty, if I 
ſhe be to learn it. an 


Haw, Is this the ſilent Woman ? | | 
Cen. Nay; ſhe has found her Tongue ſince ſhe was mar- 
ried, Maſter True wit ſays. | | | 
Hau. O, Maſter True- wit! fave you. What kind of Creature yo 
is your Bride here? ſhe ſpeaks methinks ma 


Tru. Yes, Madam, believe it, ſhe is a Gentlewoman of anc 
very abſolute Behaviour, and of agood Race. Me 
Hau. And Jack Daw told us, ſhe could not ſpeak. tot 
Tru. So it was carried in Plot, Madam, to put her upon fuc 
this old Fellow, by Sir Dauphine, his Nephew, and one or tial, 
two more of us: but ſhe is a Woman of an excellent you 


Aſſurance, and an extraordinary happy Wit and Tongue. 
You ſhall ſee her make rare ſport with Daw ere 
Night. 785 | 

Hau And he brought us to laugh at her? 

Tru. That falls out often, Madam, that he that thinks 
himſelf the Maſter · wit, is the Maſter- Fool. I aſſure your 
Ladiſhip ye cannot laugh at her. | Han, 
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Hau. No, we'll have her to the College: an' ſhe have 
Wit, ſhe ſhall be one of us! ſhall ſhe not Centaure? we'll 
make her a Collegiate. 

Cen. Yes faith, Madam, and Mavis, and ſhe will ſet up 
a ſide. 

Tru. Believe it, Madam, and Miſtriſs Mavis, ſhe will ſu- 
ſtain her Part. 

Mav. T'litell you that, when I have talk'd with her, and 
try'd her. 

Hau. Uſe her very civilly, Mavis, 

Mav, So I will, Madam. 

Mor. Bleſſed Minute! that they would whiſper thus 
ever. 

Tru. In the mean Time, Madam, would but your La- 
diſhip help to vex him alittle: you know his Diſeaſe, talk 
to him about the Wedding Ceremonies, or call for your 
Gloves, or 

Hu. Let me alone. Centaure help me, Maſter Bride- 
groom where are you? | 

Mor. O, it was too miracu'ouſly good to laſt! 

Hau. We ſee no Enſigus of a Wedding here; no Charac- 
ter of a Bride- ale: where be our Skarves and our Gloves? 
I pray you, give 'em us. Let's know your Bride's Colours, 
and your'sat leaſt, 

Cen, Alas, Madam, he has provided none. 

Mor. Had I known your Ladyſhip's Painter I would. 

Hau. He has given it you, Centaure, i faith, But ds 
you hear, M. Moroſe, a Jeſt will not abſolve you in this 
manner. You that have ſuck'd the Milk of the Court, 
and from thence have been brought up to the very ſtrong 
Meats and Wine of it; being a Courtier trom the Biggen 
to the Night - Cap, (as we may ſay) and you to offend in 
fuch a high Point of Ceremony as this! and let your Nup- 
tials want all Marks of Solemnity ! How much Plate have 
you loſt to day, (it you had but regarded your Profit) what 
Gifts, what Friends, through your meer Ruſt city ? 

Mor. Madam 

Hau. Pardon me, Sir, I muſt iaſinuate your Errors to 

you, No Gloves? no Garters? no Skarves? no Epithala- 
mium? no Maſque? ho 
Daw. Yes, Madam, I'll make an Epithalamium, I pro- 
C miſ-: 
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nie my Miſtriſs, I have begun it already: will your Lady- 
N-zp hear it? 

Hau. I, good Jack Daw. | 

Mor, Will it pleaſe your Ladyſhip command a Cham- 
ber, and be private with your Friend? you ſhall have your 
choice of Rooms to retire to after: my whole Houſe is 
yours. I know it hath been your Ladyſhip's Errand into 
the City at other Times, however now you have been un- 
happily diverted upon me: But I ſhall be loth to break any 
honourable Cuſtom of your Ladyſhip's. And therefore,, 
good Madam 1 
Eßpi. Come, ydu are a rude Bridegroom, to entertain 
Ladies of Honour in this Faſhion. 

Cen. He is a rude Groom indeed. | 

Tru. By that Light you deſerve to be grafted, and have 
your Horns reach from one ſide of the Iſland to the other. 
Do not miſtake me, Sir, I but ſpeak this to give the Ladies 
ſome heart again, not for any malice to you 

Mor. Is this your Bravo Ladies? 

Tru. As God help me, if you utter ſuch another word, 
I' take Miſtriſs Bride in, and begin to you in a very ſad F 
Cup; do you ſee? Go too, know your Friends, and ſuchas Þ 
love you. i 
Clerimont, Moroſe, True- wit, Dauphine, La-Foole, Otter, 

Miſtriſs Otter, &c. q 

By your leave Ladies. Do you want any Muſick? 1 
have brought you variety of Noiſes. Play, Sirs, all of Þ 
you. | ¶Muſic of Sorts. 
Mor. O, a Plot, a Plot, a Plot, a Plot, upon me! This 
day I ſpall be their Anvile to work on, they will grate me 
ajunder. Tis worſe than the noĩſe of a Saw. 

Cle. No, they are Hair, Roſin, and Guts. I can give 
you the Receipt. 

Tru. Peace, Boys. 
Cle. Pliy, I y. 

Tru. Peace, Raſcals. Vou ſee who's your Friend now, 
Sir! Take Courage, put on a Martyr's reſolution. Mock 
down al their attemptings with Patience. Tis but a Day, 
and I will ſuffer Heroically, Should an Aſs exceed me in 
Fortitude? No, you betray your Infirmity with your hang- 
ing dull Ears, and make them inſult; bear up 2 
an 


o 
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and conſtantly. Look you here, Sir, what Honour is done 
you unexpected, by your Nephew; a Wedding Dinner 
come, and a Knight Sewer before it, for the more Repy- 
tation: and fine Mrs. Otter, your Neighbour, in the Rump 
or Tail of it. [ La-Foole paſſes over ſewing the Meat. 
Mor. Is that Gorgon, that Meduſa come? Hide me, hide me. 
Tru. I warrant you, Sir, ſhe will not transform you. 
Look upon her with a good Courage. Pray you entertain 
her, and conduct your Gueſts in. No, Miſtriſs Bride will 
you entreat in the Ladies? your Bridegroom is ſo ſhame» 
1 tac'd, 1 ; 
in Epi. Will it pleaſz your Ladyſhip, Madam? 
Hau. With the Benefit of your Company, Miſtriſs. 
Epi. Servant, pray you perform your Duties. 
e Daw. And glad to be commanded, Miſtriſs. 
r. Cen. How like you her Wit, Mavis? 
es Mav. Very prettily, abſolutely well. 
NM. Ot. "Tis my Place. 
Mav. Vou ſhall pardon me, Miſtriſs Otter. 
d,. M. Ot. Why Iam a Collegiate. 
ad Mav. But not in Ordinary. 
as M. Or. But I am. 
7 Mav. We'll diſpute that within. | 
Cle. Would this had laſted a little longer. 
* Tru, And that they had ſent for the Heralds. Captain 
Otter, What News? x 
Ott. 1 have brought my Bull, Bear, and Horſe, in private, 
and yonder are the Trumpeters without, and the Drum, 
Gentlemen. 
Mor. O, O, O. [The Drum and Trumpets ſound. 
Ot. And we will have arouſe in each of them, anon, for 
Sold Britons i' faith. 
Mor. O, O, O. 
All. Follow, follow, follow. 


I — 2 — 
„ wWWsecennn 
_ True-wit, Clerimont, Daupiine, 

ey, . AS there ever poor Bridegroom fo tormented? 
and or Man indeed? 
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Cle. I have not readot the like in the Chronicles of the 
Land. ; 

Tru. Sure, he cannot but go to Place of reſt, after all thi; 
Purgatory. TE 


Cle. He may preſume it I think. II 
Tru. The Spitting, the Coughing, the Laughter, ar 
Neeſing, the Fartirg, Dancing noiſe of the Muſick, and 


her maſculine and loud Commanding, and urging the 40 
whole Family, makes him think he has married a Fury. 
Cle. And ſhe carriesit up bravely. th 
Tru. I, ſhe takes any Occaſion to ſpeak: that's the 6 
height on't. 1 
Cle. And how ſoberly Dauphine labours to fatisfie him 
that it was none of his Plot! 7 
Tu. And has almoſt brought him to the faith, i' the A 


* 


ticle. Here he comes. Where is he now ? what's becom pl 
ot him Dauphine? va 

Dax. O hold me upa little, I ſhall go away i' the Jeſt ele c. 

He has got on his whole Neſt of Night-Caps, and lock hi 

himſelt up i the Top o' the Houſe, as high as ever he cu js. 

climb from the noiſc, 1 peep'dinat a Crany, and ſaw hin 

fitting over a Croſs-beam o' the Roof, like him o' the Sad. 

ler's Horſe in Fleetſtreet, upright: and he will ſleep ther it 
Cle. But where are your Collegiates? = 
Dax. With-drawn with the Bride in private. 

Vu. O, they are inſtructing her i' the College-Gram | 
mar. If ſhe have Grace with them, ſhe knows all their &i . 
erets inſtantly. de 

Cle. Methinks, the Lady Haughty looks well to day, f no 
all my diſpraiſe of her i the Morning. I think, I ful . 
come about to thee again, True- wit. | Sw, 

Tru. Believe it, I told you right. Women ought tori th 
pa'r the loſl:s, Time and Years have made i' their Featured er 
with Dreſſings. And an intelligent Woman, if ſhe knoſ f ev 
by her ſeiftheleaſt defect, will be moſt curious to hide i wy 
and it be 'omes her. If ſhebe ſhort, let her fit much, e th. 
when ſh: ſtands, ſhe be thought to fit, If ſhe have an 


Foot, let her wear her Gown the longer, and her Shoe ti 
thinner. If a fat Hand, and ſcald Nails, let her carve t 
leſs, and act in Gloves. If a ſowre Breath let her never di 
cCourſe aſting, and always talk at her Diſtance, If ſhe A 
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black and rugged Teeth, let her offer the leſs at Laughter, 
eſpecially it ſhe laugh wide and open, 

Cle. O, you ſhall have ſome Women, wken they laugh, 
vou would think they bray'd, it is ſo rude and | 
this ; Tru. I, and others, that will ſtalk i' their Gate like an 

$ Eftrich,and take huge ſtrides. I cannot endure ſuch a ſight. 

I llove meaſurei' the Feet, and Number i' the Voice: they 
the re gentleneſſes, that oftentimes draw no leſs than the Face. 
and Dau. How cam'ſt thou to ſtudy theſe Creatures fo ex- 
2 a&ly? I would thou wouldſt make mea Proficient. 
Tru. Yes, but you muſtleave to live your Chamber 
then a Month together upon Amadis de Gaule, or Don 
Quixote, as you are wont, and come abroad where the 
Matter is frequent, to Court, to Tiltings, publick Shows, 
him, and Feaſts, to Plays, and Church ſometimes: thither they 

come to ſhew their new Tyres too, to ſee, and to be ſeen. 
In theſe Places a \'an ſhall find whom to love, whom to 
play with, whom to touch once, whom to hold ever. The 
variety arreſts his Judgment A Wench to pleaſe a Man 
comes not down dropping from the Ceiling, as he lies on 
his backdromng a Tobacco- pipe. He muſt go where ſhe 
is 


Dau. Yes, and be never the near. 
Tru. Out Heretick. That difference makes thee worthy 
it ſhould beſo. | 

Cle, He ſays true to you, Dauphine. 

Dau. Why? © 2 

Tru. A Man ſhould not doubt to overcome any Woman. 
Think he can vanquiſh'em, and he ſhall: for though they 
deny, their deſire is to be tempted, Penelope her ſelf can- 
not hold out long. Offend, you ſaw, was taken at laſt. 
You muſt perſevere, and hold to your purpoſe. They 
would ſollicite us, but that they are atraid. Howſoever, 
they wiſh in their Hearts we ſhould ſoliicite them. Praiſe 
em, flatter em, you ſhall never want Eloquence or Truſt : 
even the Chaſteſt delight to feel themſelves that way rubb' d. 
With Praiſes you muſt mix Kiſſes too. If they take them, 
they'll take more. Though they ſtrive, they would be o- 
vercome. | 3 
Cle. O, but a Man muſt beware of Force. 
Tru. It is to them an acceptable Violence, and has oft- 

C 3 times 
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times the Placeof the greateſt Courteſie. She that might 

have been forc'd, ard you let her go free without touch- 

ing, though then ſhe ſeem to thank you, will ever hate you 

after; and glad i the Face, is aſſuredly fad at the Heart. 
Cle. But all Women are not to be taken always. 


Tru. Tis true; no more than all Birds, or all Fiſhes. It 
Jou appear learned to an ignorant Wench, or jocund to a 
ſad, or witty to a tooliſh, why ſhe preſently begins to miſ- - 
truſt her ſelf. You muſt approach them i' their own Height, 
their own Line; for the contrary makes many that feat to 
commit themſelves to Noble and Worthy Fellows, run 
into the Embracesof a Raſcal. If ſhelove Wit, give Verſcs, 
though you borrow 'em of a Friend, or ſbuy em, to have Þ 


good. It Valour, talk of your Sword, and be frequent in the 
mention of Quarrels, though you be ſtaunch in Fighting, 
It Activity, be ſeen o your Barbary often, or leaping over 
Sto ols, for the Credit of your Back. If ſhe love good 
Cloathes or Dreſſing. have your learned Council about you 
every morning. your French Taylor, Barber, Linnener, &c. 
Let your Powder, your Glaſs, and your Comb be your dear- 


eſt Acquaintance. Take more care for tbe Ornament of 


your Head, than the Safety; and wiſh the Commonwealth 


rather troubled, than a Hair about you. That will take her. 
Then if ſhe be covetous and craving, do you promile any | 


thing, and perform ſparingly ; ſo ſhall you keep her in ap- 
| 3 ſtill, Seem as you would give, but be like a barren 
ield, that yields little; or un'ucky Dice to fooliſh and ho- 
ting Gameſters. | et your Gifts be light and dainty, rather 
tha precious. Let Cunning be above Coſt. Give Cherries 
at Time of Year, or Apricots; and ſay, they were ſent 
= out o* the Country, tho you bought'em in Cheapſzde, 
dmire her Tires; like her in all Faſhions; compare her 
an every Habit to ſomeNeity; invent excellent Dreams to 
flatter her, and Riddles; or, if ſhe be a Great one, perform 
alwaysthe Second Parts to her? like what ſtelikes, praiſe 
whom ſhe praiſes, and failnot to make the Houſhold and 
Servants yours, yea the whole Family, and falute em by 
their Names, (tis but light Coſt, if you can purchaſe em 
ſo) and make her Phyſician your Penſioner, and her chiet 
Woman. Nor will it be out of your gain to make Love to 
her too, fo ſhe tollow, not ufher her Lady's * = 
| ab · 
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Blabbingis taken away, when ſhecomes to be a part of the 


Crime. 

Dax. On what Courtly Lap haſt thou late ſlept, to 
come forth ſo ſudden and abſolute a Courtling ? 

Tru. God faith, I ſhou'd rather queſtion yon, that are 
ſo hearkning after theſe Myſteries. I begin to ſuſpect your 
Diligence, Dauphine. Speak, art thou in Love in earneſt 2, 

Dau. Yes by my troth am I; twere ill diſſembling be- 
fore thee. | 

Tru. With which ot 'em, I pr'ythee ? 

Dau. With all the Collegiates. SIN 

Cle. Out onthee. We'll keep you at home, believe it, i” 
the Stable, an' you be ſuch a Stallion. 

Tru. No, I like him well. Men ſhould love wiſely, 
and all Women; ſome one for the Face, and let her pleaſe 
the Eye; another tor the Skin, and let her pleaſe the Touch; 
a third tor the Voice, and let her pleaſe the Ear; and where 
the Objects mix, let the Senſes ſo too. Thou would'ſt 
think it ſtrange, it I ſhould make em all in love with thee 
afore Night ! 

Dau. I would ſay, thou hadſt the beſt Philzrei' the 
World, and couldſt do no more than Madam Medea, er 
Doctor Foreman. 

Tre. If I do not, let me play the Mountebank for my 


Meat while I live, and the Bawd for my Drink. 


Dau. So be it, I ſay. 
Otter, Clerimont, Daw, Dauphine, Moroſe, Trus - wir, 
| La- Fvole, Mrs. Otter. 3 
Ort. O Lord, Gentlemen, how my Knights and I have 
miſt you here! | 
Cle. Why, Captain, what Service? what Service? 
a — To ſee me bring up my Bull, Bear, and Horſe ta 
ght. 
ow Yes faith, the Captain ſays we ſhall be his Dogsto- 
t'em. 
Dau, A good Employment. 
Tru. Come on, let's ſee a Courſe then. 
La-F. I am afraid my Couſin will be offended, if the 
come. 
Ore. Be afraid of nothing. Gentlemen, I have plac'd 
the. Drum and the Trumpets, and one to give em the Sign 
C4 | when 
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when you are ready. Here's my Bull for my ſelf, and my 
Bear for Sir John Daw, and my Horſe for Sir Amoronus. 
Now ſet your Foot to mine, and yours to his, and 
La-F. Pray God my Coulin come not. 
Ott. Saint George and Saint Andrew! Fear no Couſins, 


Come, found, found. Er rauco ſtrepuerunt cornua cantu. ö 


Bull. 
Cle. Well held at the Bear. 
Tru. Low, low, Captain. 
Dau. O, the Horſe has kickt off his Dog already. 
La-F. I cannot drink it, asl am a Knight. 
Tru. Gods - ſo, off with his Spurs, ſome Body. 


Tru. Well ſaid, Captain, i” faith; well tought at the 


Pr 


on f 
4M 
* 
7, 
: * 
IF +; 
5 


La. F. It goes agaiaſt ny Contcicnce, my Couſin | 


will be angry with it. 
Daw. I ha' done mine. 
Tru, You fought high and fair, Sir John. 
Cle. At the Hcad. 
Dau. Like an excellent Bear-dog. 
Cle. Vou take no Notice of the Buſineſs, I hope. 
Daw. Not a Word, Sir; you ſee we are jovial. 


Ort. Sir Amorous, you muſt not equivocate. It muſt | 


be puil'd down, for all my Couſin. 


Cle. Sfoot, if you take not your Drink, they'll think a 
you are diſcontented with ſomething? you'll betray all, 


; you take the leaſt Notice. 
La- F. Not , I'll bothdrink and talk then. 

Ott. You muſt pull the Horſe on his Knees, Sir Amor- 
aus; fear no Couſins. Fats eſt alea. 

Iru. O, now he's in his Vein, and bold. The leaſt 
Hint given him of his Wite now, will make him rail deſ- 
perately. 

Cle. Speak to him of her. 

Tru. Do you, and I'll feteh her to the hearing of it. 
Dau. Captain He-Orter, your She- Otter is coming, 
your Wife. 
Ort. Wife! Buz. Titivilitium. There's no ſuch thing 
in Nature. I confeſs, Gentlemen, I have a Cook, a Laun- 
dreſs, a Houſe-drudge, that ſerves my neceſſary Turns, 
and goes under that Title: But he's an Aft that will be ſo 
nx0710us to tic his Affections to one Circle. * the 
ame 
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Name dulls Appetite. Here, repleniſh again; another 
Bout, Wives are naſty ſturtiſh Animals. 

Dau. O, Captain. 

Ott. As ever the Earth bare, tribus verbis. Where's: 
s, Miaſter True- wit? | 
u. Daw. He's ſlipt aſide, Sir. 
he Cie. But you muſt drink and be jovial. 

Daw. Les, give it me. a 4"EY 
 La-F. And me too. | 

Daw, Let's be jovial. | 

La-F. As jovial as you will. 

Ott. Agreed, Now you ſhall ha“ the Bear, Couſin, 
and Sir John Daw the Horſe, and III ha* the Bull till. 
a il _ Tritons o the Thames: Nunc eſt bibendum, nunc pe- 

de libro 
Mor. Villains, Murderers, Sons ot the Earth, and Tray- 
tors, what do you there? | 


orole ſpeaks from above, the Trumpets ſounding .- 
Cle. C. now the Trumpets have wak'd him, we ſhall 
dave his Company 


Ort. A Wife is a ſcurvy Clogdogdo, an unlucky thing, a 
very foreſaid Bear-Whelp, without any good Faſhion or 
Breeding; mala beſtia. 

[His Wife is brought out to hear him. 
Dau. Why did you marry one then, Captain? 
Ott. A Pox I married with ſixthouſand Pound, 
I. I was in Love with that. Iha' not kiſt my Fury theſe 
forty Weeks. 

Cle. The more to blame you, Captain. 

Tru. Nay, Mrs. Otter, hear him a little firſt. 

Ott. She has a Breath worſe than my Grandmother's- 
Profecto. 

Mrs. Ort. O treacherous Liar. Kiſs me, ſweet Ma- 
ſer True · wit, and prove him a ſlandering K nave. 

Tru. I'M rather believe you, Lady. 

Ott. And ſhe has a Perruke, that's like a Pound of Hemp, 
made up in Shoe- threads. | 

Mrs. Ott. O Viper, Mandrake! 

Ott. A moſt vile Face! and yet ſne ſpends me 
Pound a Year in Mercury and Hogs Bones. All her Teet 
were made i the Black-Fryars, both her Eyc-brows i' the 

_ Cs Strand 
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Strand, and her Hair in Silver-ſtreer, Every part o the: 
Town awns a Piece of her. | * 
Mrs. Ott. I eannot hold. helj 
Ort. She takes her ſelf aſunder till when ſhe goes to for 

| a 


Bed, into ſome twenty Boxes, and about next Day Noon nd 
is put together again, like a great German Clock; and ſo SCA 
comes forth, and rings a tedious Larum to. the whole ter 
Houſe, and then is 2 again for an Hour, but for her 0 
Quarters. Ha' you done me Right Gentlemen? | 4 

Mrs. Ott. No, Sir, I'll do you Right with my Quar- * 


bers, with my Quarters. | 
[She falls upon him, aud beats him, | *© 


Ott. O, hold, good Princeſs. 1 
Tru. Sound, ſound. 4 
Cle. A Battel, a Battel. ( 
urs. Ott. You notorious ſtinkardly Bearward, does my 4 
Breath fmel| ? | UPC 
Ott. Under Correction, dear Princeſs, Look to my dic 
Bear and my Horſe, Gentlemen. Hay 
A: Mrs. Ott. Dol want Teeth, and Eye-brows, thou Bull- , 
og ? 
Tru. Sound, ſound ſtill. | 
Ott. No, I proteſt, under correction lony 
Mrs. Ort. I, now you are under Correction, you pro- full 
teſt; but you did not proteſt before Correction, Sir. Thou 4 
Judas, to offer to betray thy Princeſs! Til make theean 2 
Example Moroſe deſcends with a long Sword. ject 
Mor. Iwill have no tuch Examples in my Houle, Lady 1 
Otter. 9 g | cha 
- Mrs. Ott. Ah not 
Mor. Mrs. Mary Ambree, your Examples are danger- 1 
ous. Rogues. Hcll-hounds, Stentors, out of my Doors, goo 
you Sons of Noiſe and Tumult, begat on an ill May-day, 0 
or when the Gally-foiſt isafloat to Weſtminſter! A Trum- tiſe 
peter could not be conceiv'd but then. 4 


Dau. What ails you, Sir ? Gs 
Mor. They have rent my Roof, Walls, and all my Win- us ? 


dovvs aſunder, with their brazen Throats. F 
; Tre. Beſt follow him, Dauphine. 4 
Dan. Sol will. | bay 

Cle. Where's Daw and La- Fool: | 0 


Ott: 
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Ott. They are both run away, Sir. Good Gentlemen, 
help to pacifie my Princeſs, and ſpeak to the great Ladies 
for me, Now muſt I go lie with the Bears this Fortnight, - 
and keep out o' the Way, till my Peace be made, for this 
2 has taken. Did you not ſee my Bull- head, Gen- 

emen? 

Cle. Is't not on, Captain? 

Tru. No; but he may make a new one, by that is on. 

Ott. O, here tis. An' you come over, Gentlemen, 
and ask for Tom Otter, we'll go dowyn to Ratcliſ, and have 
Courſe i' faith, for all theſe Diſaſters, There is boza ſpes- 
ett. | 

Tru. Away, Captain, get off while you are well. 

Cle. I am glad we are rid of him. 

Tru. You had never been, unleſs we had put his Wife 
upon him. His Humour is as tedious at laſt, as it was ri-- 
diculous at firſt. Nie purity vt 5515 | 
Haughty, Mrs. Otter, Mavis, Daw, La-Foole, Centaure, 

Epicœne, True-wit, Clerimont. | 


Hau. We wonder'd why you ſhriek'd ſo, Mrs. Otter. 
Mrs. Ott. O God, Madam, he came down with a huge 
long naked Weapon in both his Hands, and look d ſo dread- 
fully! Sure he's beſide himſelt. | 
Mav. Why, whatmadeyou there, Mrs. Otter? 
Mrs. Ort. Alas, Mrs. Mavis, I was chaſtiſing my Sub- 
ject, and ht nothing of him. | 
Daw. Faith, Miſtrels, you muſt do ſo too. Leara to 
chaſtiſe, Miſtreſs Otter corrects her Husband ſo, he dares 
not ſpeak, but under Correction. | 
La-F. And with his Hat off to her: *twould do you 
to ſee. a 
Hau. In ſadneſs, tis good and mature Counſel; prac- 
tiſe it, Moroſe. 1'll call you Moroſe till now, as i call Cen» 
taure and Mavis; we four will be all one. 1 
Cen. And you'll come to the College, and live with 
us? 
Hau. Make him give Milk and Honey. | 
May, Look how you manage him at firſt, you ſhall - 
lave him ever after. 4 * 
Cen. Let him allow you your Coach and four Horſes, 
f | ron 
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Woman, your Chambermaid, your Page, your Gen- 
wcman-Uſher, your French Cook, and four Grooms. 

Han. And go with us to Bedlam, to the China houſes, 
and to the Exchange. 

Con. It will open the Gate to your Fame. 

Hau. Here's Centaure has immortaliz d her ſelf, with 
taming of her wild Male. 

Mav. I, ſhe has done the Miracle of the Kingdom. 

Epi. But Ladies, do you count it lawful to have ſueh 
Plurality of Servants, and do em all Graces? 

Hau. Why not? Why ſhould Women deny their Fa- 
vours to Men? Are they the poorer, or the worſe? 

* — Is the Thames the leſs for the Dyer's Water, Mi- 
iſs? 

La- F. Or a Torch, for lighting many Torches? 

Tru. Well ſaid, La- Foole; what a new one he has 

t? 
* They are empty Loſſes Women fear in this Kind. 

Hau. Beſides, Ladies ſhould be mindful of the Approach 
ef Age, and let no Time want his due Uſe. The beſt ot 
our Days paſs firſt, 

Mav. We are Rivers, that cannot be call'd back, Ma- 
dam: She that now excludes her Lovers, may live to lie a 
. forſaken Beldam, in a frozen Bed. | 

Cen. Tis true, Mavis: And who will wait on us co 
Eoach then? or write, or tell us the News then? make 
Anagrams of our Names, and invite us to the Cockpit, and 
Eiſs our Hands all the Play-time, and draw their Weapons 
for our Honours ? 

Hau. Not one. 

Dau. Nay, my Miſtriſs is not altogether unintelligent of Þ 
theſe things; here be in preſence have taſted of her Fa- 
yours. 

Cie. What a Neighing Hobby-Horſe is th's! 

Epi. But not with intent to boaſt em again, Servant. 
And have you thoſe exce lent Receipts, Madam, to keep 
your ſelves from bearing of Children? 

Hau. Ol yes, — 4 How ſhould we maintain our 
Vouth and Beauty elſe? Many Births of a Woman make 
ker Old, as many Crops makethe Earth Barren, 


. The Silent Woman. 17 


Moroſe,, Dauphine, True-wit, Epicane, Clerimont, Daw, 

Haughty, La-Foole, Centaure, Mavis, Mrs. Otter, 

f ä Truſty. | 
Mor. O my curſcd Angel that inſtructed me to this 
Fate ! | 
Dau. Why, Sir? 

Mor. That I ſhould be ſeduc'd by ſo fooliſh a Devil as a 
Barber will make! 

Dau. I would I had been. worthy, Sir, to have partaken. 
your Counſel ;. you ſhould never have truſted it to ſuch a 
Miniſter. 

Mor. Would I could redeem it with the loſs of an Eye, 
(Nephew) a Hand, or any other Member. 

Dau. Marry, God forbid, Sir, that you ſhould geld your 
felf, to anger your Wife. : 

Mar. So it would rid me of her! and, that Ldid ſupere- 
rogatory Penance in a Belfry, at Weſtminfter-Hall, i the 
Cockpit, at the fall of a Stag, the Tower-wharf, (what Place 
is there elſe ?) London-Bridze, Paris-Garden, | elinſgate, 


' when the Noiſes are at their height, and lowdeſt. Nay, 
1 would fit out a Play, that were nothing but Fights at Sea, 


Drum, Trumpet, and Target! 

Dax. I hope there ſhall be no {uch need, Sir. Take Pa- 
tience, good Uncle, This is but a Day, and tis well worn 
too now. 

Mor. O, *twill be ſo for ever, Nephew, I foreſee it, for 
_— Strife and Tumult are the Dowry that comes with. 
a Wife. ; 

Tru. I told you fo, Sir, and you would nat believe me. 

Mor. Alas, do not rub thoſe Wounds, Maſter True wit, 
to blood again; tWas my negligence. Add not Affliction 
to Affliction, I have perceiv d the Effect ot it, too late, in 
Madam Otter. 

Epi. How do you, Sir? 3 

Mor. Did you ever hear a more unneceſſary Queſtion? 
As : ſhe did not ſec! Why, I do as you fee, Empreſs, Em- 

refs, 
, Epi. Youare not well, Sir! you look very ill! Some- 
thing has diſtemper'd you. | 

Mor. O horrible, monſtrous Impertinencics! Would 

| not 
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not one of theſe have ſerv'd, do you think, Sir? Would 


not one of theſe have ſerv'd ? 
Tru. Yes, Sir but theſe are but Notes of Female Kind- 
neſs, Sir; certain Tokens that ſhe has a Voice, Sir. 


Mor. O, is't ſo? Come and be no otherwiſe 


What ſay you? 
Epi. How do you feel your ſelf, Sir? 
Mor. Again that! | 


Tru. Nay, look you Sir, you would be Friends with 
your Wife upon unconſcionable Terms; her Silence 


Epi. They ſay you are run mad, Sir. 
Mor. Not for Love, I aſſure you, of you; do you ſee? 
Epi. O Lord, Gentlemen! Lay hold on him, for God's 
fake, What ſhallI do? Who's his Phyſician (can you tell) 


that knows the State of his Body beſt, that I might ſend. 


for him? Good Sir, ſpeak; Ill ſend for one of my Doc- 
tors elſe. 

Mor. What, to poiſon me, that I might die Inteſtate, 
and leave you poſſeſt of all? 

Epi. Lord, how idly he talks, and how his Eyes ſparkle ! 
He looks green about the Temples! Do you ſee what 
blue Spots he has ? 1 

Cle. I, it's Melancholy. 

Epi. Gentlemen, tor Heaven's fake, counſel me. La- 
dies! Servant, you have read Pliny and Paracelſus; ne er a 
word now to comfort a poor Gentlewoman ? Ay me! what - 
For tune had I, to marry a diſtracted Van ? | 

Daw. I'll tell you, Miſtriſs 

Tru. How rarely ſhe holds it up! 

Mor. What mean you, Gentlemen? 

Epi. What will you tell me, Servant? 
> Daw. The Diſeaſe in Greek is called Mesa, in Latin, Tu- 
ſania, Furor, vel Ecſtaſis Melancholica, that is, Egreſſio, 
whena Man ex Melancholico evadit ſanaticus. 

Mor. Shall I ha ve a Lecture read upon me alive? 

Daw. But he may be but Phreneticus yet, Miſtriſs; and 
Phrenetis is only Delirium, or ſo. 

Fpi. I, that is for the Difeaſe, Servant; but what is this 
to the Cure? We are ſure enough of the Diſeaſe. 
Mor. Let me go. 

Tru. Why, we Il entreat her to hold her Peace, Sir. 

K Mes” 
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J Mor. O, no; labour not to ſtop her. She is like a Con- 
duit-pipe, that will guſh out with more force when ſhe o- 
ns again. 


Hau. I'll tell you, Moroſẽ, Lr: muſt talk Divinity to him 
altogether, or Moral Philoſophy. 
La- F. I, and there's an excellent Book of Moral Philoſo- 
phy, Madam, of Raynard the Fox, and all the Beaſts, call'd.. 
Done 's Philoſophy. 
* Cen. There is indeed, Sir A morous La- Foole. 
Mor. O miſery! 
Lu. F. I have read it, my Lady Centaure, all oyer tomy 

Couſin here. i 

Mrs. Ott. I, and' tis a very good Book as any is, ot the 

Moderns. | 

Daw. Tut, he muſt have veneca read to him, and Plu- 
# tarch, and the Ancients; the Modcrns are not for this 
Diſeaſe. 

Cle. Why, you diſcommend them too, to day, Sir 

ohn. 

Daw. I, in ſome Caſes ;. but in theſe they are beſt, and : 
Ariſtotle's Ethicks. 

' 'Mav. Say you ſo, Sir John? Ithink you are deceiv d; 
you took it upon truſt, 

Hau. Where's Truſty, my Woman? 1 Il end this Diffe- 
rence, I pr'ythee, Orter, call her. Her Father and Mo- 
ther were both mad, when they put her to me. 169in 

Mor. I think ſo. Nay, Gentlemen, Iam tame. This 
is but an Exerciſe, I know, a Marriage-Ceremony, which 
I muſt endure, 

Hau. And one of them (I know not which) was cured 
with the Sick Man's Salve; and the other with Greens 
Greats-worth of Wit. 

Tru. A very cheap Cure, Madam, 

Hau. I, it's very feaſible. 

Mrs, Ott. My Lady calld for you, Miſtreſs Trafly: you 
muſt decide a Controverſie. | | 

Han. O, Truſty, which was it you ſaid, your Father 
or your Mother, that was cur'd with the Sick May's 
Salve? 

Truf. My Mother, Madam, with the Calre, 

Tru. Then it was the Sick Homan's Salve, 

| Truf. 
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Truſ. And my Father with: the Groats-worth- of Wit, 
But there was other Means us d: We had a Preacher that 
would preach Folk aſleep ſtill; and ſo they were pre- 
ſcrib'd to goto Church, by an old Woman that was their 
Phyſician, thrice a week - | 

Epi. To ſleep? 

Truſ. Yes, forſooth: and every night they read them. 
ſelves aſleep on thoſe Books. 

Epi. Good faith, it ſtands with great reaſon. I would 
knew where to procure thoſe Books. 

Mor. Oh. 

La- F. I can help you with one of em, Miſtreſs Morſe, 
the Groats-worth of Mit. 

Epi. But I ſhall disfurniſn you, Sir Amorous: Can you 
ſpare it ? 


him. 
Epi. No, I muſtdothat, Sir; that muſt be my Office, 
Mor. Oh, oh! 
Epi. Sure he would do well enough, it he could ſleep, 
Mor. No, I ſhould do well enough, it you could ſleep. 


Have I ne Friend, that will make her drunk, or give her a 


little Ladanum, or Opium ? 
Tru. Why, Sir, ſhe talks ten times worſe in her ſleep. 
Mor. How | 


night. 

Tru. And ſnores like a Porcpiſce. 

Mor. O, redeem me, Fate; redeem me, Fate. For hoy 
many Cauſes may a Man be divorc'd, Nephew ? 

Dax. I know not, truly, Sir. 


Tru. Some Divine muſt reſolve you in that, Sir, or Ca- 


non-Lawyer. 
Mor. I will not reſt; I will not think of any other Hope 
or Comfort, till I know. | 
Cle. Alas, poor Man! 
FS You'll make him mad indeed, Ladies, if you purſue 
is. 
Hau. No, we'll let him breathe now, a quarter of an 


hour, or ſo, | 


Cie. By my Faith, a large Truce, 


5 * - 2 . l 
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La- F. O yes, for a Week, or ſo; I'll read it my ſelf to Þ 


Cle. Do you not know that, Sir? never ceaſes all 5 


Hau. 


I's. 3 


pr 
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Has. Is that his Keeper, that is gone with him? 

Dau. It is his Nephew, Madam. 

Ia-F. Sir Dau phie Eugenie. 

Cen. He looks like a very pitiful Knight | 

Daw. As can be, This Marriage has put him out of all, 

La F. He has not a Penny in his Purſe, Madam 

Daw. Heis ready ro cry all this day. 

La-F. A very Shark; he ſet me i th' nick t'other night 
at Primero. | 

Tru. How theſe Swabbers talk! 

Cle. I, Ozter's Wine has ſwelPd their Humours above a 
Spring-tide, 

Hau. Good Moroſe, let's go in again. I like your Cou- 
ches exceeding well; we'll go lie and talk th re. | 

Epi, | wait on you, Madam. 

Tru. *Slight, 1 will have 'em as filent as Signs, and their 


S Poſt too, ere I ha' done. Do you hear, Lady-Bride 7 [ 


pray thee now, as thou art a noble Wench, continue this 


8 Diſcourſe of Dauphine within; but praiſe him exceeding- 


ly; magnifie him with all the height of Affection thou 
canſt; (1 have ſome purpoſe in't) and but beat off theſe tv 


# Rooks, Yack Daw, and his Fellow, with any Diſcontent- 


ment hither, and ll honour thee for ever. 
Epi. I was about it here. It angred me to the Soul, to 


1 hear. them begin to talk ſo maleparr. 


Tru. Pray thee perform it, and thou winn'ft me an do- 


© later to thee everlaſting. 


Epi. W ill you go in, and hear me doit? 
Tru. No, Il ſtay here. Drive em out of your Com- 


pany, tis all | ask ; which cannot be any way better done, 


ſent y. 


0 o_ by extolling Dauphine, whom they have ſo ſligh- 
ted. 


Epi. I warrant you; you ſhall expect one of em pre- 
Cle. What a Caſt of Caſtrils are theſe, to hawk after 


| Ladies thus ? 


Tru. I, and ſtrike at ſuch an Eagle as Danphine. 
Cle. He will be mad, when we tell him. Here he 
eomes. 
Clerimont, True-wit, Dauphine, Daw, La- Feole. 
Cle. O Sir, you are welcome. 
Du. 
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Tru. Where's thine Uncle ? 

Dau. Run out of door's in's Night-caps, to talk with 2 
Caſuiſt about his Divorce. It works admirably. 

Tru. Thou would'ſt ha' faid 1o, an' thou hadſt been here! 
The Ladies have laugh'd at thee moſt comically, ſince thou 
went'it, Dauphine. 

Cle. Andask'd if thou wert thine Uncle's Keeper. 

Tru. And the Brace of Baboons anſwer'd, Yes; and 
faid, thou wert a pitiful poor Fellow, and didſt live upon 
Poſts, and hadſt nothing but three Suits of Apparel, and 
ſome few Benevolences that the Lords ga thee to fool to 
em, and ſwagger. 

Dau. Let me not live, I'll beat em; I'll bindꝰ em both to 
Grand Madam's Bed - poſts, and have 'em baited with Mon- 
keys. 

De. Thou ſhalt not need, they ſha!! be beaten to thy 
hand, Dauphine. I have an Exccution to ſerve upon 'em, 
I warrant thee ſhall ſerve; truſt my Plot. 

Dau. I, you have many Plots! So you had one, to 
make all the Wenches in love with me. 

Tru. Why, if Ido it not yet afore Night, as near as 


"tis, and that they do not every one invite thee,. and 


be ready to ſearch for thee, take the Mortgage of my 
Wit. | 
Cle. Fore God, I'll be his Witneſs ; thou ſhalt have it, 
Daupl ine: Thou ſhalt be his Fool for ever, it thou dot 
not. 
Tru. Agreed. Perhaps twill be the better Eſtate. Do 
you obſerve this Gallery, or rather Lobby indeed? Here 


are a couple of Studies, at each end one: Here will act 


ſucha Tragicomedy between the Guelphs and the Ghibellines, 
Daw and La-Fosle—— which of 'em comes out firſt, will 
I ſeize on: (You two ſhall be the Chorus behind the Arras, 
and whip out between the A#s, and ſpeak.) If I do not 
make em keep the Peace for this remnant of the Day, if 
not of the Year, I have fail'd once I bear Daw 
coming : Hide, and do not laugh, for Gods ſake. 

Daw. Which is the way into the Garden, trow ? 

Tru. O, Jacł Daw! ſ am glad | have met with you. In 
good faith, I muſt have this Matter go no further between 
you: I muſt la it taken up. 


Daw. 
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Daw. What Matter, Sir? Between whom? 


Tru. Come, you diſguiſe it, Sir  mzorousand you. If 


you love me, Jack, you ſhall make uſe of your Philoſophy 
now, for this once, and deliver me your Sword. This is 
not the Wedding the Cenraur's wereat, though there be a 
She one here. The Bride has entreated me I will ſee no 
_ ſhed at her Bridal; you ſaw her whiſper me c're- 
While. 
Daw. As hope to finiſh Tacitus, I intend no Murder. 
Tru. Do you not wait for Sir Amorous? 
Daw. Not I, by my Knighthood. 
Tru And your Scholarſhip too? 
Daw. And my Scholarſhip too. 
Tru. Go to, then I return you your Sword, and ask you 
mercy ; but put ir not up, for you will be aſlaulted, I un- 


derſtood that you had apprehended it, and walkt here to 
brave him; and that you had held your Life contemptible, 


in regard of your Honour. 

Daw. No, no; no ſuch thing, I aſſure you He and I 
parted now, as good Friends as could be. | 
Jiu. Truſtnotyoutothat Viſor. Maw him ſince Din- 
ner with another Face: | have known many Men in my- 
time vex'd with Loſſes, with Deaths, and with Abuſes; 
but fo offended a Wight as Sir Amorous, did 1 never ſee or 


read of. For taking away his Gueſts, Sir, to day, that's. 
the Cauſe, and he declares it behind your back with ſuch. 
Threatnings and Contempts-— He ſaid to Dauthine, You. 


were the errant'ſt Aſs 
Dau. I, he may ſay his Pleaſure. 
Tru. And ſwears, you are ſo proteſted a Coward, that 


he knows you will never do him any manly or ſingle Right, 


and therefore he will take his Courſe. 
Daw. I'll give him any Satisfaction, Sir 
fighting. 


but 


Tra. 1, Sir; but who knows what Satisfaction he'll 


take : B'ood he thirſts for, and Blood he will have; and 
whereabouts on you he will have it, who knows, but: 
himſelf? 

Daw, I pray you, Maſter True-wit, be you a Mediator. 


Tru, Well, Sir, conceal your ſelf then in this Study till T 


return, [ He puts him up] Nay, you mult be content 0 


[ 
} 
[ 
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belock'din; for, for mine own Reputation, I would not 
have you ſeento receive a Publick Diſgrace, while I have 
the Matter in managing. Gods ſo, here he comes; keep 
pw Breath cloſe, that he de not hear you ſigh. In good 
ith, Sir Amorous, he is not this way; I pray you be mer- 
ciful, do not murder hm; he is a Chriſtian, as good as you: 
Youarearm'd.as if you ſought a revenge on all his Race, 
Good Dauphine, get him away from this Place. I never 
knew a Man's Chgler ſo high, but he would ſpeak to his 
many he would hear Reaſon. Fack-Daw, Fack! a- 
cep? 

Daw Is he gone, Maſter True- wit ? 

Tru. I; did you hear him? 

Daw O God, yes. 

Tru, What a quick Ear Fear has? 

Daw. But is he ſo arm'd, as youſiy? 

Tru. Arm'd? did you ever ſcea Fellow ſet out to take 
Poſſeſſion? | 

Daw |, Sir. 

Tru. That may give you ſome light to conceive of him; 
but tis nothing to the principal, Some falſe Brother i the 
Houſe has furn'ſh'd him ſtrangely; or, if it were out o. 
the Hou'e, it was Tom Otter. 

Da. Indeed he's a Captain, and his Wife is his Kinſ- 
woman. | 

Tru. He has got ſome bodies old two hand Sword, to 
mow you off at the Knees: And that Sword hath 
ſpawn'd ſuch a Dagger But then he is ſo hung 
with Pikes, Halberds, Peitronels, Callivers, and Muskets, 
that he looks likea Juſtice of Peace's Hall: A Man of *two 
thouſand a Year is not ſeſsd at ſo many Weapons as he has 
on. There was never Fencer challeng'd at ſo many ſeveral 
Foils. You would think he meant to murder all St. Pulchres 
Pariſh. If he could but victual himſelf for half a Year 
in his Breeches, he is ſufficiently arm'd to over-run a 
Country. 

Dzw. Good Lord! what means he, Sir? I pray you, 
Maſter True- it, be you a Mediator. 

Tru. Well, i'|l try if he will be appeas d with a Leg or an 
Arm; if not, you muſt die once. ; 

Daw. l would be lothto loſe my Right Arm, for wri- 

ting Madtigals. | | Tru. 
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Tru. Why, if he will Le fatisfied with a Thumb, or a 
Little-finger, all's one to me. You muſt think, Ill do my 


beſt. 
Daw. Good Sir, do. 


Cle. What haſt thou done? | 
[ He puts him up again, and then Came forth, 

Tru. He will let me do nothing, Man; he does all afore 
me; he offers his left Arm. 

Cle. His Left Wing, for a Fack Daw. 

Daw. Take it, by all means. 

Tru. How ! Maim a Man for ever, for a Jeſt ? What a 
Conſcience haſt thou ? 

Daw. Tis no loſs to him; he has no Employment for 
his Arms, but to eat Spoon- meat. Beſide, as good maim 
his Body, as bis Reputation. 

Tru. He is a Scholar and a Wit, and yet he does not think 
ſo. But he loſes no Reputation with us; for we all reſolv d 
him an Aſs before. To your Places again. 

Cle. I pray thee, let me be in at the other a little. 

Tru. Look, you'll ſpoil all; theſe be ever your Tricks. 

Cle. No, but I could hit of ſome things that thou wilt 
miſs, and thou wilt ſay are good ones. 

49 I warrant you. 1 pray forbear, I'll leave it off 
elſe. 

Dau. Come away, Clerimont. 

Tru. Sir Amorous! 

La-F. Maſter True-wtt. 

Tru. Whither were you going? 

La- F. Down into the Court, to make water. 

Tru. By no means, Sir; you ſhall rather tempt your 
Breeches. | 

La- F. Why, Sir? 

Tru. Enter here, if you love your Life. 

La-F, Why! why! 
Tru. Queſtion till your Throat be cut, do: dally till 
the enraged Soul find ycu. 

La-F. Who's that? 

Tru. Daw it is: Will you m? 

La-F. I, I, I' in: What's the matter? 

Tru. Nay, if he had becn cool enough to tell us Nen 
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there had been ſome hope to atone you; but he ſeems 
ſo implaeably enrag'd. 

La- F. Slight, let him rage: I'll hide my ſelf. 

Tru. Do, good Sir. But what have you done to him 
within, that ſhoul4 provoke him thus ? You have broke 
ſome Jeſt upon him afore the Ladies— 

La-F. Not 1, never in my Life, broke Jeſt upon any 
Man. The Bride was praiſing Sir Dauphine, and he went 
away in Snuff, and 1 followed him; unleſs he took Of- 
fence at me in his Drink ere-while, that I would not 
pledge all the Houſe full. jp 

Tru. By my Faith, and that may be; you remember 
well: But he walks the Round up and down, through 
every Room of the Houle, with a Towel in his Hand, 
crying, Where's 1.a-Foole? Who ſaw La-Foole? And 
when Dauphine, and | demanded the Cauſe, we can 
force no Anſwer from him, but (O Revenge, how ſweet 
art thou! I will ſtrangle him in this Towel) which 
leads us to coajecture, * the main Cauſe ot his Fury 
is, for bringing your Meat to day, with a Towel about 
you, to his diſcredit. | 

LF. Like enough. Why, and he be angry tor that. 
Ti] ſtay here till his Anger be blown over. 

Tru. A good becoming Reſolution, Sir; if you can 
put it on o the ſudden. | 

La-F, Yes, I can put it on: Or, Il away into the 
Country preſently. | | 

Tru. How will you get out o' the Houſe, Sir? He 
knows you are ? the Houſe, and he'll watch you this 
8 but he'll have you : He'll out- wait a Serjeant 

r you. 

La-F. Why, then L' ſtay here. 
ws You muſt think how to victual your ſelf in time 
then. 

La- F. Why, ſweet Maſter Tru-wit, will you entreat 
my Couſin Otter to ſend me a cold Veniſon Paſty, a 
Bottle or two of Wine, and a Chamber-pot. 

Tru. A Stool were better, Sir, of Sir  jax his Inven- 
tron, | | 


lie on, 
T7. 


La-F, I, that will be better indeed; and a Pallat to 
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18 Tru. O, I would not adviſ: you to ſleep, by any 
means. 

La-F. Would you not, Sir? why, then I will not.) 

Tru. Vet there's another fear 

La-F. Is there, Sir? What is't? 

Tru. No, he cannot break open this Door with his 
0 Foot ſure. | 
t 5 I'ill fet my Back againſt it, Sir, I have a good 
. Back, 
t Tru. But then if he ſhould batter. 

La-F. Batter! If he dare, IIl have an Action of Bat- 
tery againſt him, WIT | 

Tr, Caſt you the worſt. He has ſent for Powder al- 
ready, and what he will do with it, mo Man knows: 
perhaps blow up the Corner o' the Houſe where he ſub 
pets you are. Here he comes; in quickly. ¶ He feigus as 
if one were preſent, toſright the other, who is run in to hide 

mſelf] I proteſt, Sir John Daw, he is not this way: 
What will you do? Before God you ſhall hang no Perard 
here: I'll dye rather, Will you not take my word? 1 
never knew one but would be ſatisfied, Sir Amorous, 
there's no ſtanding out: He has made a Petard of an 
old Braſs Pot, to force your Door. Think upon ſome 
Satisfaction, or Terms, to offer him. 

La-F. Sir, I'll give him any Satisfaction: I dare give 
any Terms. 

Tru. Vou'll leave it to me then? 

La-F. I, Sir: I'll ſtand to any Conditions. | 

Tru. How now, what think you, Sirs? ¶ He calls forth 
Clerimont & Dauphine.] Wer't not a difficult thing to 
determine, which of theſe two tear'd -moſt ? | 

Cle. Ves, but this fears the braveſt : The other, 2 whi- 
nilling Daſtard, Jack Daw ! But La-Foole, a brave Hero» 
ick Coward! and is afraid in a great Look, and a ſtout 
Accent: I like him rarely. 

Tru, Had it not been pity theſe two ſhould ha' been 
conceal'd ? 

Cle. Shall I make a Motion ? 

Tru. Briefly: For | muſt ſtrike while 'tis hot, 

Cle. Shall 1 go fetch the Ladies to the Caraftrophe? 

Tru, Umh? I, by my troth, E 
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Dau. By no mortal means. Let them continue in the 
State of Igrorænce, and err ſtill; think em Wits and fine 


Fellows, as they have done. Twere Sin to reform 
them. 
Tru. Well, I will have em fetcht, now I think ont, 
for a private purpoſe of mine: Do, Clerimont, tetch 'em, a 
and diſcourſe to em all that's paſt, and bring em into the to 
Gallery here. | 

Dau. This is thy extreme Vanity now: Thou think't til 
thou wert undone, if every Jeit thou mak'ſt were not w. 
publiſh'd. 

Tru. Thou ſhelt ſee how unjuſt thou art preſent!y, 
Clerimont, {ay it was Dauphine s Plot. Truſt me not, IM ve! 
if the whole dr ft be not for thy good. There's a Car- | 
pet i' the next Room, put it on, with this Scart over 
thy Face, and a Cuſhion o' thy Head, and be ready when teh 
I call Amorous. Away John Daw. 

Daw. What good News, Sir? 

Tru. Faith, 1 have followed, and argued with him ro 
hard tor you I told him, you were a Knight, anda 7 
Scholar, and that you knew Fortitude did conſiſt magic MW giv: 
patiendo quam faciendo, magis ferendo quam feriendo. retu 
- Daw. It doth fo indeed, Sir. 

Tru. And that you would ſuffer, I told him: So at ther 
firſt he demanded, by my troth, in my conceit, too bare 
much. 

Daw. What was it, Sir ? 

Tru. Your upper Lip, and fix o your Fore-teeth. 

Daw. "Twas unreaſonable. 

Tru. Nay, I told him plainly, you could not ſpare em 
all. So after long Argument (pro & con, as you know) 
I brought him down to your two Butter- Teeth, and 

them he would have. 
- Daw. O, did you ſo? Why, he ſhall have em. 

Tru, But he ſhall not, Sir, by your leave. The Con- 

cluſion is this, Sir: Becauſe you ſhall be very good Friends 

hereafter, and this never tobe remembred or upbraided; 
| beſides, that he may not boaſt he has done any ſuch thing 
to you in his own Perſon; he is to come here in Diſguiſe, 


give you five Kicks in private, Sir, take your Sword from 
you 
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and lock you up in that Study during pleaſure :» Which 


will be but a little while, we'll get it releas'd preſently. 


Daw. Five Kicks? He ſhall ha ſix, Sir, to be Friends. 
Tru. Believe me, you ſhall not over-ſhoot your ſelf, to 
ſend him that word by me. 


Daw. Deliver it, Sir; he ſhall have it withall my Heart, 


to be Friends. a 

Tru. Friends? Nay, an' he ſhould not be ſo, and hear- 
tily too, upon theſe Terms, he ſhall have me to Enemy 
while I live. Come, Sir, bear it bravely. 
Daw. O God, Sir, tis nothing. | 
Tree. True. What's fix Kicks to a man that reads Se- 
neca ? | | 

Daw, I have had a Hundred, Sir. | 

Tru. Sir Amorons, No ſpeaking one to another, or 
rehearſing old Matters. FAT 

[Dauphine comes forth, and kicks him. 

Daw. One, two, three, four; five. I proteſt, Sir A mo- 
raus, you Thall have fix, 9 

Tru. Nay, I told you, you ſhould not talk. Come, 
give him fix, and he will needs. Your Sword. Now 
return to your ſafe cuſtody ; you ſhall preſently meet a- 
fore the Ladies, and be the deareſt Friends one to ano- 
ther Give me the Scarf now, thou ſhalt beat the other 
bare-fac'd. Stand by, Sir Amorous. ; 

La-F. What's here? A Sword? | 

Tyu. I cannot help it, without I ſhould take the Quar- 
rel upon my ſelf. Here he has ſent you his Sword 

La-F. I'll receive none ont. "x 


Tru. And he wills you to faſten it againſt a Wall, and 


break your Head in ſome few ſeveral Places againſt che 
Hilts. | | 

La-F Iwill not, tell him roundly. I cannot endure 
to ſhed my own Blood. 6: 

Tru. Will you not? 


. 


Ia. F. No, I'll beat it againſt a fair flat Wal'jif that will fa- 


tifehim? If not, he all beat it himſelf, for Amorous. 
Tru. Why, this is ſtrange ſtarting off, when a Man un- 

dertakes for yon! I offer'd him another Condition; w. H 

jou ſand to that? 
La-F. I, what is't? 
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Tru. That you will be beaten in private. 

Ea F. Yes, lam content, at the Blunt. | 

Tru. Then you muſt ſubmit your ſelf to be hood- 
wink'd in this Scarf, and be led to him, where he will 
take your Sword from you, and make you bear a Blow 
over the Mouth, Gules, and tweaks by the noſe ſans Nome 
mn. 

La- F. Tam content. But why muſt I be blinded? 
Tru. That's for your good, Sir; becauſe if he ſhould 
grow inſolent upon this, and publiſh it hereafter to your 
diſgrace, (which I hope he will not do) you might ſwear 
mately, and proteſt, he never beat you, to your Knows 
ledge, 

La-F. O, I conceive. 

Tru. I do not doubt but you'll be perfect Friends 
upon't, and not dare to utter an ill Thought one of another 
in Future. 

La- F. Not I, as God help me, of him. 

Tru. Nor he of you, Sir. If he ſhould Come 
Sir. All hid, Sir John. [Dauphine enters to tweak him. 

La-F. Oh, Sir Fohn, Sir John, Oh, 0-0-0-0-0-Oh-— 

Tru. Good Sir John, leave tweaking, you'll blow 
kis Noſe off. Tis Sir John's pleaſure, you ſhould retire 
into the Study. Why, now you are Friends. All Bitterneſs 
between you, I hope, is buried; you ſhall come forth by 
and by, Damon and Pythias upon't. and embrace with all 
the rankneſs of Friendſhip that can be. I truſt, we ſhall 
have em tamer i” their Language hereafter. Dauphine, I 
worſhip thee, God's will, the Ladies have ſurpriz d us. 

Haughty, Centaure, Mavis, Mrs. Otter, Epicœne, 

Truſty, Dauphine, True-wit, &c. 
Having diſcovered Part of the paſt Scene above. 
Hau.  Entaure, how our Judgments were impos'd 
on by theſe adulterate Knights! 
Cen. Nay, Madam Mavis was more deceiv'd than we; 
*twas her Commendation utter'd em in the College. 

Mav. I commended but their Wits, Madam, and their 
Braveries. I never look d towards their Valours. 

Hau. Sir Dauphine is valiant, anda Wit too, it ſeems. 

Mav. And aBravery too. 

Hau. Was this his Project:? 
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Mrs. Ott. So Maſter Clerimont intimates, Madam. 

Hau. Good Moroſe, when you come to the College, 
wil! you bring him with you? he ſeems a very pe ricet 
Gentleman. 

Epi. He is ſo, Madam, believe it. 

Cen. But when will you come, mee 

Epi. Three or four days hence, Madam, when I have 
got me a Coach »nd Horſes. 


Hzu. No, to Morrow, good Moreſe; Centaure ſhall 
ſend you her Coach. 


Mav. Yes faith, do, and bring Sir Dauphine with 


you. 
Hau. She has promis'd that, Mavis. 


Mav. He is a very worthy Gentleman in his Exteriors» 
Madam. 


Hau. I, he ſhews he is judicial in his Clothes. 
Cen, And yet not ſo ſuperlatively neat as ſome, Madam, 


chat have their Faces ſet ina Bark. 


Han. I, and have every Hair in Form. f 

Mav. That wear purer Linnen than our ſelves, and 
profeſs more Neatneſs than the French Hermaphrodite! 

Epi. I, Ladies, they, what they rell one of us, have told 
athouſand; and are the only thieves of our Fame, that 
think to take us with that pertume, or with that Lace, and 
hugh at us unconcionably when they have done. 

Hau. But Sir Dauphinss Careleſsneſs becomes him: 

Cen. I could love a Man tor ſuch a Noſe! 

Ma v. Or ſucha Leg! x + 0 0 

Cen. He l as an exceeding good Eye, Madam! 

Mav. And a very good Look, E 

Cen. Good Moroſe, bring him to my Chamber firſt. 

Mrs. Ott. Pleaſe your Honours to meet at my Houſe, 
Madam. d 


Tru. See how they eye thee, Man! They are taken, I 
warrant the. | TS 

Hau. You have unbrac'd. our brace of Knights here, 
Maſter True wit. | 

Tru Not I, Madam; it was Sir Dauphine's Ingine; 
who, if he havedisfurniſh'd your Ladyſhip of any Guard 
or Service by ir, is able to make the Place good again in 
himſelf, 4 
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Han. There is no ſuſpicion of that, Sir. 
Cen. Gods-10, Mavis, Hanghty is Kiſſing, 
Mav. Let us go too, and take Part. | 
Hau. But I am glad of the Fortune (beſide the Diſcove- 

ry of two ſuch empty Caskets) to gain the Knowledge of 

{orich a Mine of Virtue as Sir Dauphine. 

Cen. We would be all glad to ſtile him of our Friend- 
ſip, and ſee him at the College. 
| Mav. He cannot mix with a ſweeter Society, I'll pro- 
pheſie; and I hope he himſelf will think fo. 

Dan. | ſhould be rude to imagine otherwiſe, Lady. 
Tru. Did not I tell thee Dawphine? why, all their Ac- 

tions are — by crude Opinion, without Reaſon or 

Cauſe; they know not why they do any thing, but as 

they are inform'd, believe, judge, praiſe, condemn, love, 

hate, and in emulation one ot another, do all theſe things 
alike. Only they have a natural !nclination {ways em ge- 
nerally to the worſt, when they are lett to themſelves. 

But purſue —— thou haſt em. 

Hau. Shall we go in again, Moroſe? 

Epi. Yes, — nk | 4 

Cen. Well entreat Sir Dauphines Company. 

Tru. Stay, good Madam, the Interview of the two 
Friends, Pylades andOreſtes: I'll fetch em out to you 
ſtraighht. | 

Ha. Will you, Maſter True-wi; ? | 

Das. I, but noble Ladies, do not confeſs in your Coun- 
tenance, or outward Bearing to em, any diſcovery of 
their Follies, that we may ſee how they will bear up again, 
with what Aſſurance and Erection. 

Hau. We will not, Sir Dauphine. 

Cen. Mav. Upon our Honours, Sir Dauphine. 

Tru. Sir Amorous, Sir Amorous, The Ladies are here, 

TLF. Are they? 

Tru. Yes; but flip out by and by, as their backs are 
turn d, and meet Sir ohn here, as by Chance, when I call 

you. Yack-Daw. | 

Daw. What ſay you, Sir? a 
Tru. Whip out behind me ſuddenly, and no Anger i 

your Looks to your Adverſary. Now, now, 

LF. Noble Sir John Daw! wh:re ha you _ | 
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Daw. To ſeek you, Sir Amorous. 
La- F. Me! I honour you. 
Daw. I prevent you, Sir. — 
Cle. They have forgot their Rapiers. 
Tru. O, they meet in Peace, Man. 
Dau. Where's your Sword, Sir John? 
Gle. And yours, Sir Amorous ? | 
Daw. Mine! My Boy had it forth, to mend the Handle, 
een now. 
La-F. And my Gold Handle was broke too, and my 
Boy had it forth. | 6: 
Dau, Indeed, Sir? How their Excuſes meet! 
Cle. What a conſent there is i' the Handles? : 
Tru. Nay, there is ſoi' the Points too, I warrant you, 
Mrs. Ott. O me! Madam, he comes again, the Mad- 
man! Away. | 
Moroſe, True-wit, Clevimont, Dauphine. 
Mor. What make theſe naked Weapons here, Gentle» 


men? 
He had found the two Swords draw? within, 

Tru, O, Sir! here hath like to been Murder ſince you 
went! A couple of Knights fallen out about the Bride's Fa- 
vours: We were fain to take away their Weapons; your. 
Houſe had been begg'd by this Time elſe — f 

Mor. Fer what? 

Cle, For Man- ſlaughter, Sir, as being acceſſary. 
Mor. And for her Favours? | 
- -Tru. I, Sir, heretofore, not preſent, Clerimont, carry 
hea 1 Swords now. They have done all the hurt they 
will do. | 

Dau. Ha' you ſpoke with a Lawyer, Sir? 

Mor. O, no! There is ſuch a Noiſe i' the Court, that 
they have frighted me home with more violence than L 
went! Such ſpeaking; and counter-ſpeaking, with 
their ſeveral Voices of Citations, Appellations, Allegations,' 
Certificates, Attachments, Interrogatories, Referenc es, Con- 
victions, and Aſflictions indeed, among the Doctors and 
Proctors! that the Noiſe here is Silence too't! a kind of 
calm Mid-night! | 

Ju. Why, Sir, if you would be reſoly'd indeed, I can 
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bring you hither a very ſufficicat Lawyer, and a learned 
Divine, that ſha!) inquire intoevery leaſt Scruple for you. 

Mor. Can you. Maſter True-wit ? 1 0 „ 80 

Tru. Yes, and are very ſober grave Perſons, that will 
diſpatch it a Chamber, with a Whiſper or two. 

Mor. Good Sir, ſhall I hope this Benefit from you, and 
truſt myſclt into your Hands? 
Tra, Als, Sir! your Nephew and I have been a- 
thany'd, and oft- times mad. ſince you went, to think how 
you are abus d. Go in, good Sir, and lock your ſelf up till 
we call you; we ll tell you more anon, Sir. 

Mor. Do your pleaſure with me, Gentlemen; I believe in 
You, and that qe ſerves no Deluſion 
Tx. You ſhall find none Sir; but heapt, heapt plenty of 
Vexation. 

Dau. What wiltthou do now, Wit? 

Tru. Recover me hither Otter and the Barber, if you can, 
by any means, preſent y. 
Das. Why? to what purpoſe? 

Tr. O, I'll make the deepeſt Divine, and graveſt Law- 

out o them two, for him : | 

Dau. Thou canſt not, Man, theſe are waking Dreams. 

Tru. Do not fear me. Clap but a Civil Gown with 2 
Welt o the one, and a Canonical Cloak with Sleeves o 
the other, and give em a few Terms i' their Mouths, if 
there come not forth as able a Doctor, and compleat a Par- 


On, for this turn, as may be wiſh'd, truſt not my Election: 


And J hope, without wronging the Dignity of either Pro- 
feſſion, ſince they are but Perſons put on, and for Mirth's 
ſake, to torment him. The Barber ſmatters Latin, I re- 
member. 
Das. Yes, and Otter too. : 
Du. Well then, if I make em not wrangle 


e out this Caſe; 
to his no Comfort, let me be thought a Fack Daw, or La- 
Foole, or any thing warle, Go you to your Ladies, but 


firſt ſend for them. 
Dax, I will. 


ACT 
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ll L a-Foole, Clerimont, Daw, Mavis. 


4 La- F. Here had you our Swords, Maſter Clerimont? 
W Cle. Why, Dauphine took em from the 


K | 

1 La- F. And he took em from our Boys, I warrant you? 
Cle. Very like. Sir. ; : 

R La-F. Thank you, good Maſter Clerimont. Sir Jokn 


Daw and | are both beholdento you. 7 

Cle. Would I knew how to make you ſo, Gentlemen. 

Daw. Sir Amorous and I are your Servants, Sir. 

Mav. Gentlemen, have any of you a Pen and Ink? I 
would fain write out a Riddle in Italian, tor Sir Dauphine 
to tranſlate: „ 

Cle. Not I, in troth, Lady; Iam no Scrivener, 

Daw. I can furniſh you, I think, Lady. 

Cle. He has it in the Haft ot a Knife, I believe. 

La-F. No, he has his Box of Inſtruments. 

Cle. Like a Surgeon, | 

La- F. For the Mathematicks: bis Square, his Compaſ- 

ſs, his Braſs Pens, and Black-Lead, to draw Maps of e- 
very Place and Perſon where he comes. 
le. Fow, Maps of Perſons! | 
Ta. F. Yes, Sir, of Nomentack, when he was here, and 
of the Prince of Moldavia, and of his Miſtriſs, Miſtriſs E- 
picæne. 
Cle. Away! He has rot found out her Latitude, I hope. 
La- F. Tou are a pleaſant Gentleman, Sir. | 
Cle. Faith, now we are in private, let's wanton it a lit» 
tle, andtalk-waggiſhly.. Sir John, Iam telling Sir Amo- 
rous here, that you two govern the Ladies where cer you 
come, you carry the Feminine Gender atore you. 
* Daw. They ſhall rather carry us afore them, if they will 
ir 


Cle. Nay, I believe that they do, withal But, 
that you are the prime Men in their Affections, and direct 
all their Actions 
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Not I: Sir Amorous is. 
La-F. I proteſt, Sir John is. 
Daw. As I hope to riſe i the State, Sir Amorous, you 
ha' the Perfon. hf nl pa 4 

LaeF, Sir John, you ha' the Perſon, and the Diſcourſe 
Daw. Not I, Sir, I have no Diſcourſe... and then 
vou have Activity beſide. 

La- F. 1 proteſt, Sir Tohn, you come as high from Tri- 
Poly, as Ido every whit: and lift as many Joyn d- Stools, 
and leap over em, if you would uſe it- 

Cle. Well, agree on't together, Knights; for between 

you, you divide the Kingdom, or Commonwealth of La- 
dies Affections: I ſee it, and can perceive a little how they 
obſerve you, and fear you, indeed. Vou could tell ſtrange 
Stories, my Maſters, if you would, I know. 

Daw. Faith, we have ſeen ſomewhat, Sir. 

L. F. That we have Velvet Petticoats, and 
wrought Smocks, or ſo, | 

Daw. |, and | 

Cle. Nay, out with it, Sir John; do not envy your 
Friend the pleaſure ot hearing, when you have had the de- 
light of Taſting. ; | 

Daw. Why —— a- do you ſpeak, Sir Amorons. 
La- F. No, do you, Sir Fohn Daw. 

Daw. I faith, you ſhall. 
La-F. I faith, you ſhall. 
Daw, Why, we have been 
Ta- F. In the great Bed. at Ware together in our time. 

On, Sir John. 
Daw. Nay, do you, Sir Amorons, 
Cle. And theſe Ladies with you, Knights? 
Ta- F. No, excuſe us, Sir. 
Da. We muſt not wound Reputation. 
La- F. No matter they were theſe, or others, 
Our Bath coſt us fifteen Pound when we came Home. 
Cle. Do you hear, Sir John? You ſhall tell me but one 
thing truly, as you love me. | | 
Daw, I1fI can, 1 will, Sir. 
Cle. You lay in the ame Houſe with the Bride here? 
-- Daw. Yes, and converſt with her hourly, Sir, &; 
* k. 


q 
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Cle. And what Humour is ſhe of ? is ſhe coming and o- 
pen, free? | * 

Daw. O, exceeding open, Sir. I was her Servant, and 
Sir Amorous was to be. | Ela? 

Cle. Come, you have both had Fayours from her: L 
know, and have heard ſo much. 

Daw. O, no, Sir, | 

La-F. You ſhall excuſe us, Sir; we muſt not wound 
Reputation. 

Cle. Tut, ſhe is married now . and you cannot hurt her 
with any Report, and therefor ſpcak p ainly : How ma- 
ny Times, i' taith ? which ot you led t1:{t ? ha ? 

La-F. Sir John had her Maidenhead, indeed, 5 

Daw. O, it pleaſes him to ſay ſo, Sir; but Sir Amorous 


-krows what's what, as well. 


Cle. Doſt thou; i' faith, Amorons? 

La-F. ina manner, Sir, | | 

Cle. Why, I commend you, Lads. Little knows Don- 
Bridegroom of this ; nor ſnall he, for me. 

Daw. Hang him, mad Ox. 


Cie. Speak ſoftly; here comes his Nephew, with the 
Lady Haughty: Hell get the Ladies from you, Sirs, if you 


look not to him in time. 

La-F. Why, if he do, we'll fetch em home again, I war- 

rant ou. SC: | 
Haughiy, Dauphine, Centaure, Mavis, Clerimont. 

Hau. I aſſure you, Sir Dauphine, it is the Price and Eſti- 
mation of your Vertue only, that hath embark'd me tothis 
Adventure, and I could not but make out to tell you ſo, nor 
can I repent me of the Act, ſince it isalwaysan Argument 
— Vertue in our ſelves, that we loveand affect it ſo in 
others. 

_ Your Ladyſhip ſets too high a Price on my Weak- 
neſs. 

Hau. Sir, | can diſtinguiſh Gems for Pebbles 

Dau. (Are you ſo skilful in Stones?) 

Hau. And howſoever I may ſuffer in ſuch a Judgment 
as yours, by admitting Equality of Rank or Society with 
Centaure or Mavis 

Dan. Youdonot, Madam; I perceive they are your 
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Has: Then are you a Friend to Truth, Sir: It makes me 


love you the more. It is not the outward, but the inward 


Man that Iaffect. They are not apprehenſive of. an emj- 


nent Perfection, but love flat and dully. 
Cen. Where are you, my Lady fangbty? 


Hau. Icome preſently, Centaure. My Chamber, Sit, 


my Page ſhall ſtew you; and Truſty, my Woman, ſhall be 
ever awake for you: You need not tear to communicate 
anything with her, for ſhe is a Fidelia. I. pray you wear 
2 Jewel for my ſake, Sir Dauphine. Where's Marzi;, 
_ Cetaure. 


Cen. Within Madam, a writing. 1'li”to'low you pre- 


ſently: Ill but ſpeak a word with Sir Dauphine. 

Dau. With me, Madam? | 

Cen. Good Sir Dauphine, do not truſt Haxghty, nor 
make any Credit to her, what ever you do belides. Sir 
Daupbine, I give you this Caution, the is a perfect Cour- 
tier, and loves no body, but ior her Utes ; and for her Uſes 
me loves all. Beſides, her Phyſicians give her out to be 
none o the cleareſt, whether ſhe pay em or no, Heaven 
knows; and ſhe's above Fifty too, and Pargets! See her in 
a Forenoon. Here comes Mavis, a worſe Face than ſhe! 
You would not like this by Candle-light. If you'll come 
to ny Chamber one o theſe Mornings early, or late in 
an Evening, III tell you more. Where's Haug hy, 
Mavis? 

Ma. Within, Centaure. 

Cen. What ha' you there? 

Mav. An Italian Riddle for Sir Dauphine, (you ſhall not 
fee it i taith, Centaure) Good Sir Dauphine, ſolve it for 
me: I'll call for it anon. 

Cle. How now, Dauphine? how doſt thou quit thy {elf 
of theſe Females: i | 

Daz: *Slightthey haunt me like Fairies, and give me jew- 
als here; I cannot be rid of em. 

Cle. O, you mult not tell though. 


Dau. Maſs, I forgot that: I Was never fo aſſaulted. Ore 


loves tor Vertue, and bribes me with this: Another 
loves me with Caution, and ſo would poſſeſs me: A third 
brings mea Riddlehere: And all arc jetlous, and rail each 
zt other. |; 
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Cle. A Riddle? Pray let me ſee't. Te 
| [He reads the Paper, 


Sir Dauphine, 1 choſe this way of Intimation for privacy. The | 
Ladies here, I know, have both hope and purpoſe to make 4 If 
Collegiate and Servantof you. If I might be ſo honaur d, as | 
to appear at any end of ſo noble a Work, I would enter inte 4 | 
fame of taking Phyſick to morrow, and continue it four or five 
Days, or longer, for your Viſitation, Mavis. 

y my faith, a ſubtle one! Call you this a Riddle? whats 
their Plain-dealing, trow ? 

Dau. We lack True- wit, to tell us that. 

Cle. We lack him for ſomewhat elſe too: His Knight's 
Reformadoes are wound up as high and inſolent as ever they 


were. 
Dau. You jeſt. 
Cle. No Drunkards, either with Wine or Vanity, ever 


confeſs'd ſuch Stories of themſelves, I would not give a 
Flies Leg in ballance againſt all the Women's Reputations 
here, if they could be but thought to ſpeak truth: And 
—_— Bride, they have made their Afidavit againſt her 
irect ; 
| (304 What, that they have lain with her? 
Cle. Yes; and tell Times and Circumſtances, with 


the Cauſe why, and the Place where. I had almoſt brought: 
em to affirm, that they had done it to day. 


Dax. Not both of em? | 
Cle. Yes faith; with a ſooth or two more l had effected 


it. They would ha? ſet it down under their Hands. 
Dau. Why, they will be our Sport, I fee, till, whether 
wee will or no. | 
True-wit, Moroſe, Otter, Cutberd, Clerimont, Dauphine... 
Tru. O are you here? Come, Dauphine; go call your 
Uncle preſently: I have fitted my Divine and my Canoaiſt, 
dyed their Beards and all. The Knaves do not know them 
ſelves, they are ſo exalted and alter d. Preterment changes 
any Man. Thou ſhalt keep one Door, and1 another, and 
then C/erimont in the midit, that he may have no means of 
eſcape from their Cavilling, when they grow hot once, 
and then the Women (as I have given the Bride her Inſtruc- 
tions)to break in upon him i” the P envoy. O, vill be full 
and twanging ! Away, fetch him. Ceme, Maſter Poct- 
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or, and Maſter Parſon, look to your Parts now, and dif. 
Charge em bravely; you are well ſet forth, perform 
it as well. If you chance to be out, do not confeſs it 
with ſtanding ſtill, or humming, or gapin one at another ; 
but go'bn, and talk aloud, and eagerly ; uſe vehement Ac- 
tion, and only remember your Terms, and you are fafe, 
Let the Matter go where it will; you have many will do 


ſo, But at firſt be very ſolemn and grave, like your Gar- 


ments, though you loſe your ſelves after, and skip out 
like a brace of Jugglers on a Table. Here he comes: 


ſet your Faces, and look ſuperciliouſly, while I preſent 


vou. 
Mor. Are theſ= the two learned Men? 

Tru. Les, Sir; pleaſe you ſalute em? 

Mor. Salute em? I had rather do any thing, than wear 
out Time ſo untruitfully, Sir. I won er how theſe com- 
mon Forms, as God ſave you, and You are welcome, are 
come to be a Habit in our Lives? or, I am glad to ſee you! 


Whea 1 cannot ſee what the Profit can be ot theſe 


Words, fo long as it is no. whit better with him, whoſe 
Affairs are {ad and grievous, that he hears this Salu- 
tation. | 

Tru. Tis true, Sir; we'll go to the matter then. Gentle- 
men, Maſter Doctor. and Maſt er Parſon, I have acquain- 
ted you ſufficieutly with the Buſineſs for which you are 
come hither; and you are not now to inform your (elves in 
the State of the Queſtion, 1 know. This is the Gentleman 
who expects your Reſolution, and therefore when you 
pleaſe, egin. 3 | 

Qrr. Plaaſe ou, Maſter Doctor. 


Cut. Pleaſe you, good Maſter Parſon 


Ott. I would hear the Canon-la w ſpe k firſt, 
Cut. It muſt givc hlace to poſi ĩve Divinity, Sir. 
Mer. Nay, good Gentlemen, do got throw me into 


Circumſtances. Let your Com forts arrive qui Kk y at me, 
thoſ: that are. Be ſwift in affording ne my Pace, if fo 
F ſhall hope ny. I love not your Diſput. ous, or your 
Court-tumul's. And that it be rot ſtrange o you, I will 
tell you. My Father, in my Education, V wont to ad- 


viſe me, that I ſhould always co. lct and coutain my Mind, 


not 
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not ſuffering it to flow looſely; that I ſhould look to what 
things were neceſſary to the carriage of my Life, and what 
not, embracing the one, and eſchewing the other: In 
ſhort, that I ſhould endear my ſelf to reſt, and avoid tur- 
moil; which now is grown to be another Nature to me. 
So that I come not to your publick Pleadings, or your Pla- 
ces of Noiſe; not that I negle& thoſe things that make for 
the Digoity of the Common- wealth; but for the meer a- 
voicing 0 


am I now a Suitor to you. Youdo not know in what a 


m ſery I have been exercis'd this day, what a torrent of E- 
vil! My very Houſe turns round with the Tumult !I dwell 


in a Wind-mill! The perpetual Motion is here, and not at 
Eltham. 7 
Tru. Well, good Maſter Doctor, will you break the Ice? 
Maſter ar ſon will wade after. pa 
Cut. Sir, though unworthy, and the weaker, I will 
preſume. | 
Ott. Tis no preſumption, DowineDoctor. 
Mor. Vet again! 3 
Cut. Your Queſtion is, For how many cauſes a Man 
may have Divortium legitimum, a law ful Divorce. Firſt, 


you muſt underſtand the nature of the word Divorce, #. 


divertendendo | 
Mor. No excurſions upon Words, good Doctor; to the 
Queſtion bri-fly. | 

Cut. I anſwer then, the Canon-Law affords Divorce but 
in few Caſes; and the principalis in the common Caſe, the 
adulterous Caſe: Put there are duodecim impedimenta, 
twelve impediments, (as we call em) all which do not di- 
rimere contractum, but irritum reddere ima:rimonium,as we 
ſay in the anon- Law; not rake away the Bond, but Cauſe 
a'Nullitytherein. 


Mor. I underſtood you before: Good Sir, avoid your 


Impertinency of Tranſlation. 
. Ort. He cannot open this too much, Sir, by your fa- 
vour. | 


Mor. Yet more! 
Tru. O, you muſt g ve the learned Men leave, Sir. To 
your Impediments, Maſter Doctor. 


Cut. 


7 of Clamours, and Impertinencies of Orators, that 
know not how to be ſilent. And tor the Cauſe of Noiſe, 
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Cut. The firſt is impedimentum erroris. 

Oze. Of which there are ſeveral ſpecies. 

Cut, I, as error perſons. 

Ore. If you contract your ſelf to one Perſon, thinking 
her another. | 

Cut. Then, error fortune. 

Ott. If ſhe be a Beggar, and you thought her rich. 

Cut. Then, error qualitatis. 

Ort. It ſhe prove ſtubborn or head-ſtrong, that you 


thoughtobedient. | 

Mor. How? is that, Sir, a lawful Impediment? One at 
once, I pray you, Gentlemen. | 

Ott. I, ante copulam, but not poſt copulam, Sir. 

Cut. Maſter Parſon ſays right. Nec poſt nuptiarum benes 
dlictionem. It doth indeed but irritu reddeve {ponſalia, annul 
the Contract; atter Marriage it is of no obſtancy. 

Tru, Alas, Sir, what a Hope are we fallen from by this 
time. 

Cut. The next is Conditio: If you thought her free- 
born, and ſhe prove a Bond-woman, there is Impediment 


ot Eſtate and Condition. 

Ort. 1, but, Maſter Doctor, thoſe Servitudes are ſublata 
now, among us Chriſtians. | 

Cut. By your favour, Maſter Parſon 

Orr. You ſhall give me leave, Maſter Doctor. 

Mor. Nay, Gentlemen, quarrel not in that Queſtion; it 
concerns not my Caſe: Pais to the third. | 

Cut. Well then, the third is votum: If either Party 


have made a Vow of Chaſtity. But that Practice, as Ma- 
ſter Parſon ſaid of the other, is taken away among us, 
thanks be to Diſcipline, The fourth is cognatio; if the 

Perſons be ot Kin within the Degrees. 

Ott. I: Do you know what the Degrees are, Sir? 

Mor. No, nor I care not, Sir; they offer me na Com- 
fort in the Queſtion, I am ſure. 

Cut. But there is a Branch of this Impediment may, 
which is cognatio ſpiritualis: If you. were her Godfather, 
Sir, then the Marriage is inceſtuous. 

Ott. That Comment is abſurd and ſuperſtitious, Maſter 
De ctor: I cannot endure it. Are we not all Brothers and 


Siſters, and as much a- Kin in that, as God · fathers and God- 
daughters. | 
Mor, 
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Mor: Ome! To end the Controveriie, I never was 4 
Godfather, I never was a Godfather in my Life, Sir, Paſs 
to the next. 

Cut. The fifth is crimen adulterii; the known Caſe, The 
ſixth, cultus diſparitas, difference of Religion: Have you 
ever examin d her, what Religion ſhe is of ? 

Mor. No, I wouldrather — of none, than be put 
to the trouble of it. 8. 

Ott. You may have it done for you, Sir. 

Mor. By no means, good Sir; on to the reſt: Shall you: 
ever come to an end, think you ? 

Tru. Ves he has done half, Sir. (On to the reſt.) Be 
patient, and expect, Sir. 

Cut. The ſeventh is, vis; if it were upon compulſion: 
or force. 

Mor. O no, it was too voluntary, mine, too volun- 
tary. 

Cur The eighth is, ordo; if ever ſhe have taken Holy 
Orders. | 

Ott. That's ſuperſtitious too. 

Mor. No matter, Maſter Parſon; would ſhe would ge 
into a Nunnery yet. N 

Cut. The ninth is, ligamen; if you were bound, Sir, 
to any other before. 

Mor. I thruſt my ſelf too ſoon into theſe Fetters, 

Cut. The tenth is, publica honeſtas ; which is inchoata 
guadam affinitas. 

Ott. I. or affinitas orta ex ſponſalibus ; and is but leve im» 
pedimentum. 

Mor. I feel no Air of Comfort blowing to me, in all 
this. 

Cut. The eleventh is, 2ffinit2s ex forniratione. | 

Ott. Which is no leſs vera affnitas, than the other, Ma- 
ter Doctor. 

Cut. True, que oritur ex legitimo matrimonio. 

Ott. You fay right, venerable Doctor: And, naſci- 
tur ex eo, quod per conjugium due perſons efficiuntur una 
caro 

Mor. Hey-day, now they begin. 

Cut. Ieonceive you, Maſter Parſ- n: Ita per fornicatio- 
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nem aque eſt verus pater, qui ſic g Neri —— 
Ott. Er vere filius qui ſic generat u. 

Mor. What's all this to me # | 

Cle. Now it grows warm. | 

Cut. The twelfth and laſt is, ſi forte core nequibis. 
_ © - Ore. I, that isimpedimentum graviſſimum : It doth ut. 
terly annul, and annihilate, that. It you have maniſeſtam 
frigiditatem, you are well, Sir. | | 

Tru. Why, there is com fort come at length, Sir. Con- 


feſs your {elf but a Man unable, and ſhe will ſue to be di- 


vorc d firſt, 


Ort. I, or if there be morbus perpetuus, & inſanabilis; 


as Paralyſis, Elephantiaſis, or o! 

Dau. O, but frigiditas is the fairer way, Gentlemen. 

Ore. Tou ſay trotb, Sir, and as it is in the Canon, Maſtex 
Doctor. 

Cut. I conceive you, Sir. 
Cle. Before he ſpeaks. | 

Ott. That a Boy, or Child, under Tears, is not fit for Mar- 

riage, becauſe he cannot reddere debitum. So your omni- 
potente: 
© Tru, Your impotentes, you whorſon Lobſter. 

Ott. Your impotentes, I ſhould ſay, are minime apti ad 

contrabhenda matrimonium. © 

Tru. Matrimonium? weſhall have moſt un matrimonial 

Lutin with you: Matrimonia, and be hang d. 

Das You pur em out, Man. 

Cut. But then there will ariſe a Doubt, Maſter Parſon, in 
our Caſe, poſt matrimonium: that frigitate praditus (do you 
conceive me, Sir?) 

Ott Very well, Sir. | 

Cut. Who cannot «ti uxore, prouxore, may habere eam 

o ſorore. 


Orr. Abſurd, abſurd, abſurd, and meerly Apoſtari- 


cal. 
Cut. You ſhallpardon me, Maſter Parſon, I can prove 


.- 


It. ; 
Ott. Vou can prove 2 Will, M:ſtzr Doctor, you can 


prove nothing elſe. Does not the Verſe of your own 


Canon, 


,-. 
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Canon lay, Nac ſocianda vetant connubia, fatla retrae 
ant. IS 

Cut. I grant you; but how do they retractare, Maſter 
Parſon ? g 

Mor. (O, this was it I fear d.) 

Ott. In æternum, Sir. : 

Cut. That's talſe in Divinity, by your favour. 

Ort. Tis falſe in Humanity, to ſay ſo. Is be not prorſus 
inutilis ad thorum? Can he praſtare fidem datam? I would 
fain know. 

Cut. Yes; how if he do convalere? 

Ott. He cannot convatere, it is impoſſible. 

Tru. Nay, good Sir, attend the learned Men; they 
think you neglect em elſe. 

_ Or, it he do ſimulare himſelf frigidum, odio uxori, 
or o? 

Ott. I ſay, he is adulter maniſeſtus then. 

Das. (They diſpute it very learnedly, i' faith.) 

Ott. And proſtit utor uxoris; and this is poſitive. 

Mor. Good Sir, let me eſcape. F 

Tru. od — not do me that wrong, * ? 1 

Ort. And therefore if he be manifeſtefrigidus, Sir 

Cut. I, if be 2 wa 

Ott. Why, that was my Concluſion. 

Cut. And mine too. 9 

Tru. Nay, hear the Concluſion, Sir. 

Ott. Then, frigiditatis cauſa 

Cut. Ves, cauſa frigiditat i 

Mor. O, mine Ears! 

Ort. She may have libellum divortii againſt you. 

Cut. I, divortii libellum ſhe will ſure have. 

Mor. Good Eccho's, forbear. 

Ott. If you confeſs it 

Cut. Which I would do, Sir 

Mor. I will do any Thing F 

Ott. And clear my felf in foro conſcientio— 

Cut. Becauſe you want indeed 

Mor. Yet more? 


Ott. Exercendi Poteſtate. "IM 


\ 
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Epicœne, Moroſe, Haug hiy, Contaure, Mavis, Irs. Ot. 


ter, Daw, True-wit, Dauphine, Clerimont, La- Foole, 
Otter, Cutberd. 

Epi. I will not endure it any longer. Ladies, I beſeech 
you help me. This is ſuch 2 Wrong as never was offer d to 
Poor Bride before: Upon her Marriage-day to have her 
Husband conſpire againſt her, and a couple of mercenary 
Companion's to be brought in for Forms. ſake, to per ſwade 


a Separation! If you had Blood or Vertue in you, Gentle- 


men, you-would not ſuffer ſuch Earwigs about a Husband, 
or Scorpions to creep between Man — Wife 
Mor. O the Variety and Changes of my Torment 

Hau. Let em be cudge!!'d out of doors by our Grooms. 

Cen. I'll lend you my Footman. 

Mav. We'll have our Men blanket em i' the Hall. 

Mrs. Ott. As there was one at our Houſe, Madam, for 
Peeping in at the Door. 

Daw. Content, i' faith. 

Tru. Stay, Ladies and Gentlemen; you'll hear before 
you proceed ? | 

Mav. I Id ha' the Bridegroom blanketed too. 

Cen. Begin with him firſt. 

Hau. Yes, by my troth. 

Mor. O, Mankind Generation? 

Dau. Ladies, for my ſake forbear. 

Hau. Yes, for Sir Dauphine's ſake. 

Cen, Re ſhall command- us. 


La-F. He is as fine a Gentleman of bis Inches, Madam, 


= any is about the Town, and wears as good Colours when 
liſts, 

Tru. Be brief, Sir, and conteſs your Infirmity ; ſhe'l 
bea fire to bequit of you, if ſhe but hear that nam'd once, 
2 ſhall not entreat her to ſtay; ſhe'lfly you like one that 
had the Marks upon him. | 

Mor. Ladies, I muſt crave all your Pardons ooomooen 

Tru. Silence, Ladies. f 

Mor, For a Wrong I have done to your whole Sex, in 
marrying this fair and vertuous Gentle woman 

Cle. Hear him, good Ladies. 

Mor, Being guilty of an Infirmity, which before I cons 
ferr d with theſe learned Men, I thought 1 might bave 


sonceal d Tru. 
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Du. But now being better inform'd in his Conſcience 
by them, he is to declare it, and give Satisfaction, by ask- 
ing your publick Forgiveneſs. 

Moy. Iam no Man, Ladies. 

All. Nowy 

Mor. Utterly unabled in Nature, by reaſon of Frigidity, 
to pet ſorm the Duties, or any the leaſt Office of a Husband. 

| Mev. Now out upon him, prodigious Creature! 

Cen. Bridegroom uncarnate! 

Hau. And would you offer it to a young Gentle woman? 

Mrs. Ort. A Lady of her Longings ? 

Epi, Tut, A Device, a Device, this; it ſmells rankly, 
Ladies. A meer Comment ot his own. 

Tru. Why, if you ſuipect that, Ladies, you may have: 
him ſearch'd. 

Daw. As the Cuſtom is, by a Jury of Phyſicians. 

La-F. Yes Faith, *twill be brave. 

Mor. O me, muſt l undergo that? 

Mrs. Orr. No, let Women ſearch him, Madam; we 
ean do it our ſelves. 

Mor. Out on me, worſe! 

Epi. No, Ladies, you ſhall not need, I'll take him with: 
all his Faults. 

Mor. Worſt of all! 

Cle. Why, then tis no Divorce, Doctor, if ſhe conſent 
not ? 

Cut, No, if the Man be fmigidus, it is de parte uxoris, 
that we grant libellum divortn, in the Law. 

Ott. I, it is the ſame in Theology. 

Mor. Worſe, worſe than worſt! 

Tru. Nay, Sir, be not utterly disheartned; we have yet 

a ſmall Relick of Hope left, as near as our Comfort is blown: 

out. Clerimont, produce your Brace of Knights. What 

was that, Maſter Parſon, you told me in errore qualitatis, 
een now? Dauphine, whiſper the Bride, that ſhe carry it 
as if ſhe were guilty and aſham'd. 

Ott. Marry Sir, is errore qualitatis (which Maſter Doc- 
tor did forbear to urge) if ſhe be found corrupta, that is, 
vitiated or broken up, that was pro Virgize diſponſa, eſpous d 
for a Maid | 
Aor..'What then, Sir? 


Otte 
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Ott. It doth dirimere contractum, and irritum reddere 
too. 9 Lk 

Tru. If this be true, we are happy again, Sir, once 
more. Here a: e an honourable brace of Knights that ſhall 
firm ſo much. 

Daw. Pardon us, good Maſter Clerimont. 

La- F. You ſhall excuſe us, Maſter Clerimont, 

Cle. Nay, you muſt make it good now, Knights; there 
is no remedy: I'll eat no words for you, nor no Men: 
You know you ſpoke it to me? 

\ Daw. Is this Gentleman-like, Sir ? 

Tru. Jack Daw, he's worſe than Sir Amorores ; fiereer 
a great deal. Sir A morons, beware, there be ten Daw's in 
this Clerimont. 

La-F. Vilconfeſs it, Sir. 

Daw, Will you, S. — 2 Will you wound Repu- 
tation? 

La-F. I am relol d. 

Tri. So ſhould you be too, Jack Daw: What ſhould 
keep) you off? Ste is but a Woman, and in diſgrace. He'l 
be gad ont. 

Daw, Will he? I thought he would ha' been angry. 


Al. You wilt diſpatch,” Knights ; it muſt be done, 1 3 


faith. 

Tru. Why, an' it muſt, it ſhall, Sir, they ſay. They} 
ne er go back. Do not tempt kis Patience. 

Daw. It is true indeed, Sir. 

La-F. Yes, I aſſure you, Sir. | 

Mor. What is true, Gentlemen? what do you aflure 
me? 

Daw. That we have known your Bride, Sir 

L2-F. In good faſhion, She was our Miſtriſs, or {0—- 

Cle. Nay, you muſt be plain, Knights, as you were 0 
me. 

Ott. I, the Queſtion is, if you have carnaliter, 0 or no? 

La-F. Carnaliter? What elſe, Sir? 

Ore. It is enough; a plain Nullity. 
- Eps, I am undone, I am undone! 

Mor, O let me worſhip and adore you, Gentlemen! 
- Epi. I am undone! 

Mor. Yes, to my Hand, I thank theſe Knights. Maſ- 
tex ten, let me thank you other wiſe. Cen. 


—_— 7 
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Cen. And ha' they confeſs d: 

Mav. Now out upon em, Informers! 

1ru. You ſee, what Creatures you may beſtow your Fa- 
vours on, Madams. | 

Hau. I would accept againſt em as beaten Knights, 
Wench, and not good Witneſles in Law. 

Mrs. Ott. Poor Gentlewoman, how ſhe takes it! 

Hau. Be comſorted, Moroſe, I love you the better for't. 

Cen. So do I, I proteſt. | 

Cut. But Gentlemen, you have not known her ſince 
Matrimonium. | 

Daw. Not to day, Maſter Doctor. 

La. F. No, Sir, not to day. 

Cut. Why, then I ay, for any Act before, the Matrimo- 
nium is good and per ſect; unleſs the worſhipful Bride- 
groom did preciſely, before Witneſs, demand, if ſhe were 
Virgo ante nuptias, 

Epi. No, that he did not, I aſſure you, Maſter Doctor. 

Cut. It he cannot prove that, it is ratum conjugium, 
notwithſtanding the Premiſes; and they do no way impe- 
dire. And this is my Sentence, this 1 pronounce, 

Ott, Iam of Maſter Doctor's reſolution too, Sir; it you 
made not that demand ante nuptias. 

Cor. O my Heart! wilt thou break ! wilt thou break! 
This is worſt of all worſt worſts that Hell could have de- 
vis d! Marry a Whore! and ſo much noiſe! | 
Dau. Come, I ſee now plain Confederacy in this Doc- 
tor and this Parſon, to abuſe a Gentleman. You ſtudy his 
affliction, I pray be * Companions. Ard Gentle- 
men, I begin to ſuſpect you, for having Parts with em. 
Sir, will it pleaſe you hear me? 7 

Mor. O, do not talk tome; take not from me the plea» 
{ure of dying in Silence, Nephew. 

Dau. Sir, I muſt ſpeak to you. I have been long your 
poor deſpis d Kinſman, and many a hard Thought bas 
ſtrengthned you againſt me: But now it ſhall appear if ei- 
ther I love you or your Peace, and prefer them to all the 
World beſide, I will not be long or griveous to you, Sir. 
IfI free you of this unhippy Match abſolutely, and inſtant- 
after all this trouble, and almoſt in your deſpair, now 


Mor. (It cannot be.) e. 
au. 
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Dax. Sir, that you be never troubled with a murmur of 

it more. what ſhall I hope tor, or deierve of you? 

Mor. O, what tnou wilt, Nephew: Thou ſhalt deſerye 
me, and have me. 

Dax. Shall I have your Favour perfect to me, and Lore 
hereafter? | 

Mor. That, and any thing beſide. Make thine own 
Conditions. My woe Eſtate is thine; manage it, I will 
become thy Ward. 

Dau. Nay, Sir, I will not be ſo unreaſonable, 

Epi. Will Sir Dauphine be mine Enemy too? 

Dau. You know I have been long a Suitor to you, Uncle, 
that out of your Eſtate, which is Fifteen hundred a Year, 
you would allow me but Five hundred during Life, and 
aſſure the reſt upon me after; to which I have often, 
by my ſelf and my Friends, rendered you a Writing to 
fign, which you would never conſent or incline to. If 
youpleale but to effect it now | 

Mor. Thou ſhalt have it, Nephew: I will do it, and 
more. 

Dau. If I quit you not preſently. and for ever of this 
Cumber, you ſtall have power inſtantly, afore all theſe, ts 
revoke your Act, and I will become whoſe Slave you will 
give me to, for ever. 

Mor. Where is: he Writing? I will ſeal to it, that, or to 
a Blank, and write thine own Cond tions. 

Epi. O me, moſt unfortunate wretched Gentlewoman. 

Haw. Will Sir Dauphine do this? | 

Ezi. Good Sir, have ſome compaſſion on me. 

Mor. O, my Nephew knows you kelike; away, Cro- 
codile. | 

Cen. Hedoes it not ſure without good ground. 

Dau. Here, Sir. 

Mor. Come, 1 give me the Pen; I will ſubſcribe 
to any thing, and ſal to what thou wilt, for my Deliver- 
ance. Thou art my Reſtorer. Here, 1 deliver it thee as 
＋ if there be a Word in it lacking, or writ with 
falle Orthography, 1 proteſt before Iwill not take 
the Advantage. 


I ; Le takes off Epicœne's Perru be. 
Dau. Then here is your Releaſe, Sir; you have married 
2 
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Boy, a Gentleman's Son, that | haye brought up this half 
year, at my great Charges, and for this Compoli1on, 
, which I have now made with you. What ſay you, Ma- 
ſter Doctor? This is juſtum impedimentum, I hope, error 


* 


e perſonæ. 
Pw Yes, Sir, in primo gradu. 
Cut. In primo gradu. 


[ He pulls off their Beards and Diſguiſe, 
Da. I thank you, good Doctor Cutberd and Parion Ot- 
ter. You are beholden to em Sir, — have taken this 
ains for you; and my Frienꝭ Maſter True-wit, who en- 
abled em for the Buſineſs. Now you may go in and reſt, 
be as private as you will, Sir, I' not troubie you, till you 
trouble me with your Funeral, which I care not how ſoon 
it come. Cutberd, I'll make your Leaſe good. Thank 
me not, but with your Leg, Cutberd. And Tom Otter, 
your Princeſs ſhall be reconciPd to you. How now, 
Gentlemen! do you look at me? 

Cle. A Boy! 

Dau. Yes, Miſtreſs Epicene. 

Tru. W 12328 you have lurch d your Friends of 
the better half of the Garland, by concealing this part of 
the Plot: But much good do it thee, thou deſervꝰſt it, Lad. 
And Clerimont, for thy unexpected bringing theſe two to 
Confeſſion, wear my part of it freely. Nay, Sir Daw, 

and Sir La- Foole, you ſee the Gentlewoman that has done 
you the Favours! We are all thankful to you, and ſo ſhould 
the Woman- kind here, ſpecially for lying on her, though 
not with her! Vou meant ſo, I am ſure But that we 
have ſtuck it upon you today; in your own imagin'd Per- 
ſons, and fo lately, this Ama xon, the Champion of the 
Sex, ſhould beat you now thriftily, tor the common Slan- 
ders which Ladies receive from ſuch Cuckows as you are. 
You are they, that when no merit of Fortune can make 
you hope to enjoy their Bodies, will yet lie with their Re- 
putations, and make their Fame ſuffer Away, you com- 

mon Moths of theſe, and all Ladies Honours, Go, travel 
to make Legs and Faces, and come home with ſome new 
Matter to be laught at; you deſerye to live in an Air as or- 
ru pied as that wherewith you feed Rumor. Madams, 
you are mute, upon this new Meramorphoſs? Bur here 
Rands ſhe that has vindicated your Fames, Take heed ot 

| iuch 
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ſuch inſecłæ hereafter, and letit not trouble you, that you 
have diſcover'd any Myſteries to this young Gentleman: 
He is(a'moſt) of Years, and will make a good Viſitant with- 
in this Twelvemonth. In the mean time, we'll all under. 
take for his Secrecy, that can ſpeak ſo well of his Silence, 
Spectators, if you like this Comedy, riſe chearfully, and 
now Moroſ* is gone in, clap your Hands. It may be, that 
Noiſe will cure him, at leaſt pleaſe him, 


| THE END. 
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Moſt Learned, and my Honour'd Friend, 


Mr. CHB DEN. 
CLARENTIAUX. 


SIX, 
FFUHERE are, no doubt, a Superci- 


lious Race in the World, who will 
eſteem all Office, done you in this 
kind, an Injury; ſo ſolemn a Vice it is 
with them to uſe the Authority of their 
Ignorance, to the crying down of Poetry, 
or the Profeſſors: But my Gratitude muſt 
not leave to correct their Error; finceI am 
none of thoſe that can ſuffer the Benefits 
conferr'd upon my Youth to periſh with my 
Age. It is a frail Memory that remembers 
but preſent things: And, had the Favour 
of the times ſo conſpir'd with my Diſpo- 
ſition, as it could have brought forth o- 

| E 2 ther, 


| 
| 


*ither, or better, you had had the ſame Pro- 


portion,, andMumber of the Fruits, the 
firſt. Now I pray you to accept this; ſuch, 
wherein neither the Confeſſion of my Man- 
nersſhall make you bluſh ; nor of my Stu- 
dies, repent you to have been the In- 
ſtructer: And for the Profeſſion of m 

'Thankfulneſs, I am {ſure it will, wit 

_ Men, find either Praiſe or Ex- 
CUE, | 


Your True Lover, 


2 Ben. Johnſon, 
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PROLOGUE. 


1 Need make many Poets, and ſome ſuch” © 
As Art and Nature have not better d much; 
Tet ours, for want, hath not ſo lov'd the Stage, 

As he dare ſerve th ill Cuſtoms of the Age, 

Or purchaſe your delight at ſuch a rate, 

As, for it, he himſelf muſt juſtly hate: 

To make a child now ſwadled, to proceed | 

Man, and then ſhoot ub in one beard and weed,- 

Paſt threeſcore Years : or, with three ru{ty Swords, 
And help of [ome few Foot and Half-foot Words, 
Fight over York, and Lancaſter's long Fars, 

And in the Tyring-houſe bring Wounds to Scars. 

He rather prays, you will be pleas'd-to ſee 

One ſuch to Day, as other Plays ſhould be; 

Where neither Chorus waſts you o'er the Seas, 

Nor creaking Throne comes down, the Boys to pleaſe; 
Nor nimble Squib is ſeen, to make aſeard, 

The Gentlewomen 3 nor roul'd Bullet heard 

To ſay, it thunders ; nor tempeſtuous Drum, 
Rumbles, to tell you when the Storm doth come; 

But Deeds, and Language, ſuch as Men do uſe, 
And Perſons, ſuch as Comedy would chuſe; 

When ſhe would ſhew an Im ige of the Times, 

And ſport with Human Follies, not with Crimes. 
Except we make em ſuch, by loving ſtill 

Our popular Errors, when we know th' are ill, 

Imean ſuch Errors as you'll all confeſs, 

By laughing at them, they deſerve no leſs : 

Which when you heartily do, there's Hope left, then, 
Tau, that have ſo grac's Monſters, may like Men. 


E 3 Dra- 


Dramatis Perſons. 


No'well, an old Gentleman. 
Ed. Kno' well, his Son. 

Brain- worm, the Father's Man. 
Mr. Stephen, à Country Gull. 

Down-right, a plain Squire. 

Well-bred, bis Haif Brother: 

Juſt. Clement, an old merry Magiſtrate. 

Roger Formal, bis Clark. 

Kitely, a Merchant. 

Dame-Kitely, his Wife. 

Mrs. Bridget, his Siſter. 

Mr. Matthew, the Town-Gull, 

Caſh, Kitely's Man. 

Cob, a Hater-bearer.. 

Tib, his Wife. 

Cap. Bobadil, a Paul's Man. 


The SCENE LONDON. 
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Every Man in his Humour. 
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ACT L 8 
Kno well, Brain-worm, Mr. Stephen. 


Kno well. 


Goodly Day toward! and a freſh Morning ! 
| Brain- worm, | 
Call up your young Maſter : Bid him riſe, Sir. 
Tell — m, 1 have ſome Buſineſs to employ 
nim. 
Brai. Iwill, Sir, preſently. 
Kno. But hear you, Sirrah, 
It he be at his Book; diſturb him not. 
Brai. Well Sir. 
Kno. How happy yet, ſhould I eſteem my ſelf, 
Could 1 (by any Practice) wean the Boy 
From one vain Courſe of Study, heaffects. 
He is a Scholar, if a Man may truſt 
The liberal Voice of Fame, in her Report, 
Of good Accompt in both our Univerſities, 
Either of which hath favour'd him with Graces: 
But their Indulgence muſt not ſpring in me 
A fond Opinion, that he cannot err. 
My ſelf was once a Student, and, indeed, 
Fed with the ſelf· ſame humour he is now. 


E +. Drexmiag : 


gg. very Man in his Humour. 


Dreaming on nought but idle Poetry, + 

That fruitleſs and unprofitable Art ; 

Good unto none, but leaſt to the Profeſſors, FOR 
Which, then, I thought the Miſtreſs of all Knowledge: 
But ſince, Time and the Truth have wak'd my Judgment, 
And Reaſon taught me better to diſtinguiſh _ . 

The vain from th uſeful Learnings. Coufin Stephen! 

What News with you, that you are here ſo carly? , 
Step. Nothing, but e en come to ſee how you do, Uncle, 

no. That's kindly done, you are welcome, Couz. 

Step, I, I know that, Sir, I would not ha' come elſe, 
How does my Couſin Edward, Uncle? 

Kno. O, well Couz, go in and ſee : I doubt he be ſcarce 
ſtirring yer. 

Step. Uncle, afore I goin, can you tell me, an' he have 
rea Book of the Sciences of Hawking and Hunting? I. 
would fa'n borrow it. | 

Kno. Why, I hope you will not a Hawking now, will 

ou ? 
l Step. No, wuſſe, but T1] practiſe againſt next Year, Un- 
cle: I have bought me a Hawk, and a Hood, aud Bells, 
and al; I lick nothing but a Book to keep it by. 

Kno. O, moſt ridiculous. 

Step. Nay, look you now, you are angry, Uncle; why 
you know an' a Man have not Skill in the Hawking and 
Hunting - Languages now-a-days, I'll not give a ruſh for 
hm. They are more ſtudied than the Greek, or the Latin. 
He is for no Gallants Company without em: And by gads- 

lid I ſcorn it, I, fol do, tobe a Conſort for every Hum- 
dum, hang em Scroyles, there's nothing in em i' the 
World. What do you talk on it? Becauſe I dwellat Hog/- 
- den, I ſhall keep Company with none but the Archers of 
Finsbury, or the Citizens that come a Ducking to /ſling/on 
Ponds? Afine Jeſt i“ faith! Slid a Gentleman mun ſhow 
himſelf like a Gentleman: Uncle, I pray you be not an- 
gry, I know what I have to do, I trow, I am no Novice. 

Kno. Vou are a prodigal abſurd Cockſcomb, Go to. 
Nay, never look at me, it's | that ſpeak. 

Take't as you will, Sir, I'll not flatter you, 

Ha' you not yet found means enow to waſte | 

That which your Friends have left you, but you muſt 
| Go 
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Go caſt away your Money on a Kite, 

And know not how to keep it, when you ha done ? 
O it's comely ! this will make you a Gentleman ! 
Well, Couſin, well! 1 ſee you are een paſt Hope 
Ot all reclaim: I, ſo, now you are told on it, 


You look another way. 
Step. What would you ha' me do? 


Kno. What would I have you do? Il tell you, Kiaſman ; 


Learn to be wiſe, and practiſe how to thrive, 

That would I have you do: And not to ſpend 

Your Coin onevery Bauble that you fancy, 

Or every fooliſh Brain that humours you, 

I would not have you to invade each Place, 

Nor thruſt your ſelf on all Societics, 

Till Mens Affections, or your own Deſert, - 

Should worthily invite you to your Rank, 

He that is ſo relpeclleſs in his Courſes. 

Oft ſells his Reputation at a cheap Market. 

Nor would I, you ſhould melt away your (cif 

In flaſhing bravery, leſt while you affect 

To make a blaze of Gentry to the World, 

Alittle puff of Scorn extinguiſh it, 

And you be left like an unfav'ry Snuff, 

Whoſe Property is only to offend, 

I'd ha' you ſober, and contain your ſelf ; 

Not that your Sail be bigger than your Boat; 

But moderate your Expences now (at firſt) 

As you may keep the ſame Proportion till, - 

Nor ſtand ſo much on your Gentility, 

Which is an Airy, meer borrow'd thing, 

From dead Mens Duſt, and Bones; and none of yours, 

Except you make, or hold it. Who comes here? 

Servant, Mr. Stephen, uo well, Brain- worm. 

berv. Save you, Gentlemen. K 


Step. Nay, we do not ſtand much on our Gentility, 


Friend ; yet you are welcome, and I aſſure you mine Un- 
cle here is a Man of a thouſand a Year, Middleſex Land: 
He has but one Son in all the World, I am his next Heir (at 
the common Law) Maſter Stephen, as {imple as I ſtand here, 
it my Couſin dye (as there's hope he will) I have a pretty 


Livingo' mine own too, beſide, hard by here. 
E 5 Serv. 


too Bvery Man in bis Humour. 

Serv. In good time, Sir, 

Step. In good time, Sir? why! and in very good time, 
Sir: Lou do not flout, Friend, do you? 

Serv. Not I, Sir, : 

Step. Nat you, Sir? you were not beſt; Sir; an' you 
ſhould, here be them can perceive it, and that quickly too; 
go to: And they can give it again ſoundly too, an' need be, 
| Serv, Why, Sir, let this ſatisfie you; good faith, I had 
no ſuch intent. | 

Step. Sir, an' I thought you had, would talk with you, 
and that preſently. 

Serv. Good Maſter. Stephen, ſo you may, Sir, at your 
pleaſure. 

Step, And ſo I would, Sir, my ſaucy Companion! 
an' you were out o' mine Uncle's Ground, I can teli you; 
though I do not ſtand upon my Gentility neither in't. 

Kno. Couſin ! Couſin! will this ne'er be left? 

Step. Whor ſon baſe Fellow ! a Mechanical Serving- 
man! By this Cudgel, an'/twere not for ſhame, I would 
Kno. What would you do, you peremptory Gull? - 

If you cannot be quiet, get you hence. | 
You ſee, the honeſt Mandemeans himſelf 
Modeſtly to ards you, giving no reply 

To your unſeaſon d, quarrelling, rude Faſhion: - 
And ſtill you huff it, with a kind of Carriage 
As void of Wia as of Humanity. 

Go, get you in; fore Heaven, lam-aſham'd - 
Thou haſt a Kinſman's Intereſt in me. 

Serv. I pray, Sir, is this Maſter Kno wells Houſe? 

Kno. Yes marry is it, Sir. 

Serv. I ſhould enquire for a Gentleman here, one Ma- 
ſter Edward ue wall; do vou know any ſuch, Sir, I pray 

ou? | 

Kno, I ſhould forget my ſelt elſe, Sir. 

Serv. Are you the Gentleman? cry you Mercy, Sir: I 
was requir'd by a Gentleman i' the City, as I rode out at- 
this end o the Town, to deliver youthis Letter, Sir. 

Kno. To me, Sir ! What do you mean? pray you re- 
member your Court e. (To his moſt ſelecte d Friend Ma- 


fler-Edwa-d Kno' well.) What might the Gentleman's 


Name be. Sir, hat ſent it? nay, pray you be cover id. 
Cr v. One Maſtet Well-bręan Sir. ; Nuo, 
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Kho. Maſter Well bred! A young Gentlèman? is he not? 

Serv. The ſame, Sir, Maſter Kireiy married his Stier: 
The rich Merchant i' the Old Fewry.. 

Kno. You ſay very true. Brain worm. 

Bras. Sir. 

Kno. Make this honeſt Friend drink here: Pray you ge in. 
This Letter is directed to my Son: | 
Yet I am Edward Kno'well:o0, and miy, 

With the fate Conſcience of good Manners, uſe - 

The Fellow's Error to my SatistaCtion. 

Well, I will break it ope (old Men are curious) 

Be it but for the Stile's Sake, and the Phraſe, - 

To ſee if both do anſwer my Son's Praiſes, 

Who is almoſt grown the Idolater, - 

Of this young Well-bred: What have we here? what's 


this? 
| The LET T E R. 
e HY, Ned, Ibeſeech thee, haft thou forſworn 
8 all thy Friends i' the Cld Fen ry ? or doſt thou 


© think us all Fews that inhibit there? yet it thou dof; - 
come over, and but ſee our Frippery ; change en old Shirt 
for a whole Smock with us: Do not conceive that Anti- 
pathy between us and Hogſden, as was between Jews 
and Hogs-fleſh. - Leave thy vigilant Father alone, to 
number over his green Apricots, Evening and Morning. 
© o the North-weſt Wall: An' 1 had been his Son, I had 
* ſav'd him the Labour long ſince, if taking in all the young 
* Wenches that paſs by at the back - door, and codling every 
Kernel of the Fruit for em, would ha'ferv'd. But pr 
thee come over to me quickly, this Morning; I have ſuch 
© a preſent for thee (our Turky Company never ſent the 
like to the Grand- ignior.) One is a Rimer, Sir, o' your 
© own Batch, your own Leven; but doth think himſelt 


© Poer-Major o the Town, wiliing'to be ſhown, and wor- 


thy to be ſ en. Tie other will not venture his De. 
ſeription with you, till you come, becauſe I would ha 
* you make hither with an Apperire.* It the worſt of em 
be not worth your Journey, draw your {ill of Charges, 
© as unconſciorable as any Guild-· hall Verdict will give it 
* Yu; and you ſhall be allow u your . iνỹÜꝗn. 
From ie N ind V0. 
From +» 
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From the Burdello, it might come as well, 
The Spittle, or. Pict-hatch. Is this the Man 
My Son hath ſung ſo, for the happieſt Wit, 
The choiceſt Brain, the Times have ſent us forth? 
I know not what he may bein the Arts, 
Nor what in Schools; but ſurely, for his Manners,. 
1 Judge him a prophane and diſlolute Wretch : 
Worſe by Poſſeſſion of ſuch great good Gifts, 
Being the Maſter of ſo looſe a Spirit. 
Why, what unhallow'd Ruffian would have writ: 
In ſuch a ſcurrillous manner, to a Friend! 
Why ſhould he think, I tell my Apricots, 
Or play th' Heſperian Dragon with my Fruit, 
To watch it? Well, my Son, I had thought 
had had more Judgment, t have made Elect: on- 
Ot you Companions, than t' have ta en on truſt. 
Such petulant, jeering Gameſters, that can ſpare. 
No Argument, or Subject from their Jeſt, 
But I perceive Affection makes a Fool 
Of any Man, too much the Father. Brain-worm. 
Brai. Sir. 
xo. Is the Fellowy gone that brought this Letter? 
Brai. Yes, Sir, a pretty while ſince. 
Kao. And where's your young Maſter ? 
Brai. In his Chamber, Sir. 
Kuo. He ſpake not with the Fellow, did he? 
Brai. No, Sir, he ſaw him not. 
Nuo. Take you this Letter, and deliver it my Son; 
But with no Notice that L have open' d it, on your Life. 
Brai, O Lord, Sir, that were a Jeſt indeed! 
Kno. Iamreſolv'd I will not ſtop his Journey, 
Nor practiſe any violent means to ſtay 
The unbridle.i Courſe of Youthin him; for that 
»Reſtrain'd; grows more impatient ;. and in-kind 
Like to the eager, but the generous Grey-hound, 
V ho-ne'er fo little from h's Game with-held, 
Turns Head, and leaps up at his Ho'der's Throat, 
There is a way of winning more by Love, 
And urging of the Modeſty, than Fear: 
Force wor ks on ſervile Natures, not the free. 


He that's campell'd to Gaodneſs, may be good; 


But 
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But 'tis but for that Fit: where others, drawn . 
By Softne's and Example, get a Habit. 
Then, it they ſtray, but warn 'em; and the ſame | 
They ſhould for-Virtu' have done, they Il do for Shame, 
Edw. Kno'well, Brain-worm, Mr. Stephen. 
E. Kno. Did he open it, ſay'ſt thou? 
Brai. Yes, o my Word, Sir, and read the Contents. 
E. Kno. That ſcarce contents me. What Countenance - 
(pr'y thee) made he, i' th' reading of it? was he angry, 
or pleas'd ? 
Brgi. Nay, Sir, I ſaw-him not read it, nor open it, 1 
aſſure your Worſhip. . 
— Nuo. No? how know'ſt thou then, that be did ei- 
ther? a 
Brai. Marry, Sir, becauſe he charg'd me, on my Lite, . 
totell no body that he-open'd it; which unleſs he:had done, 
he would never fear to have it reveaPd, 
E. Kno. That's true: well I thank thee Brain- worm. 
Step. O, Brain-worm, did'ft thou not ſee a Fellow here 
ina what'ſha*-call-him Doublet ? he brought: mine Uncle 
a Letter een now. 
Brai. Yes, Maiter Stephen, what of him? 
Step. O, I hx?ſuch a Mind to beat him W here is he? 
canſt thou tell? 6 
Bras. Faith, he is not of that Mind: he is gone, Maſter - 
Stephen. . | 
N. . Gone, which way ? when went he? how long 
6 | 
Brai. He is rid hence: he took Horſe at the Street-doors 
Step. And I ſtaid i' the Fields! horſon ſcander- bag 
Rogue ! O that I had but a Horſe to fetch him back a 
1 
n Brai. Why, you may ha' my Miſtreſs's Gelding,to ſave 
our longing, Sir. | 
Step. But I ha' no Boots, that's the ſpight on't. | 
_ Why, a fine Whiſp of Hay, rould hard, Maſtes 
«Stephen. 
| — No faith, it's no Boot to follow him, now: let 
him e en go and hang. Pr'y thee, help to truſs me a little. 
He does 10 YEX me — oy | 
Arai. 
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Brai. Youli be worſe vex'd when you are truſs'd, M 
ſter Stephen. Beſt keep unbrac'd, and walk your felt til 


you be cold ; your Choller = founder you elle. - 
Step. By my Faith, and fo I will; now thou tell'ſt me 
ont: How do'ſt thou like my Leg, Brain- worm? 


Brai. A very good Leg, Miſter Stephen; but the Wool. 


len Stocking do's not mmend it fo well. 
Step. Foh, the Stockings be good enough, now Sum- 
mer is coming on for the Duſt: II have a Pair of Silk a- 
inſt Winter, that I go to dwell i th' Town. I think my 
g would ſhew well in a Silk Hoſe 
Brai. Believe me, Maſter Stephen, rarely well. 


Step. In ſadneſs, I think it would: I have a reaſonable 


Leg 


Brai. You have an excellent good Leg, Maſter Stephen; 


but 1 cannot ſtay to praiſe. it longer now, and I am very 
ſorry fort. | 
Step. Another time will ſerve, Byain- worm. Gramer- 
ey for this. | 
E. Ko. Ha, ha, ha: f 
Kno' well laught, having read the Letters 
Step. *Slid, 1 hope he laughs not at me, an' he do 


E Kno, Here was a Letter indeed, to be intercepted by 


a Man's Father, and do him good with him * Hecannot 


but think moſt vertuouſly, both of me, and the Sender, 


ſure; that make the careful Coſtar*-monger of him in our 


familiar Epiſtles. Well, if he read this with Patience 1'il 


be gelt, and troll Bal ads for Mr. John Trundle yonder, the 
reſt of my Mortahty.” It ĩs true, and likely. my Father 
may have as much Patienee as another Man; for he takes 
much Phyſic k and ott taking Phyſick makes a Man ve- 
ry patient. But would your Packet, Maſter Well-bred; 
had arrived at him in fuch a Minute of his Patience; then 
we had known the end of it, which now is doubtful, and 
threatens . W hat! my wiſe Couſtn! Nay; then I'll tur- 


niſh our Feaſt with ons Gull more to'ard the Meſs. He 


writes to me of a Brace, and here's one, that's Three: Ch 
for a fourth! Fortune, if ever thou'lt uſe thine Eves, I 
intreat thee. 


Step. Oh, now I ſec who he laught at. He —_ at; 
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ſome body in that Letter. By this good Light, an he had 
hught at me 
. Kno, How now, Couſin Stephen, melancholy ? 

Step. Yes, a little. I thought you had laught at mez 
Coultn. : | 

E. Kno. Why, what an' I had, Couz? what would you 
ha done? 

Step. By this Light, I would ha' told mine Uncle. 

E. Rio. Nay, if you weuld ha told your Uncle, I. did. 

ugh at you, Couz. | 
tep. Did you indeed? 

E. Kno. Yes, indeed. 

Step. Why, then 

E. Kno. W hat then? 

Srep. I am ſatisfied, it is ſufficient; 

E. Kno. Why, be ſo, gentle Couz. And, I pray you- 
let me intreat-a Courteſie of you. I am ſent for, this 
Morning, by a Friend i th ola eum, to come to him 
It's but croſſing over the Fie ds to Moor- gate: Will you 
bear me Company? I proteſt, it is not to dra you into 
Bond, or any Plot * the State, Couz. 

Srep. Sir, that's all one; and twere; you ſhall command 
me twice ſo far as Moor-gate, to do you good in ſuck # 
matter, Do you think 1 would leave you? I proteſt. 

E. Kno. No, no, you ſhall not proteſt, Cour. 

Step, By my lackings, but I will; by your leave; Pl 
proteſt more to my Friend, than I'll ſpeak'of, at this time: 

E:Kno. You ſpeak very well, 'Couz. 

Step. Nay, not ſo neither, you ſhall pardon me: but Þ- 
ſprak to ſerve my turn. | 

E. Kno. Your turn, Couz ? Do you know what you ſay ? 
AGentlemanof your Sort, Parts, Carriage, and Eſtima- 
tion, to talk o your turn i' this Company, and to me alone; 
likea Tankard-bearer at a Conduit! fie, A Wight; that 
(bitherto) his every ſtep hath left the Stamp of a great 
Foot behind him; as every Word the Savour of a ſtrong; 
Spirit! and he! this Man! ſo grac'd, gilded, or (to uſe à 
more fit: Meraphor) ſo tin-foil'd by Nature, as not ten; 
Houſewives Pewter (again' a good time) ſhews more 
bright to the World than he! and he (as | ſaid laſt, fo l ſay- 


again, and till ſhall ſay it) this Man! ta-conceal ſuch real 


Orha⸗ 
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Ornaments as theſe, and ſhadow their Glory, as a Millener's 


Wife do's her wrought Stomacher, with a ſmoaky Lawn, 
ora black Cyprets? O Couz! it cannot be anſwer d, go 
not about it. Drake's old Ship at Depſord may ſooner Cir- 
cle the World again. Come, wrong not the Quality of 
your Deſert, with looking downward, Couz; but hold up 
your Head, ſo: and let the Idea of what you are, be pour. 
tray d i your Face, that Men may read i' your Phyſnomy, 
Here, within this Place is to be ſeen the true, rare, and ac- 


compliſb d Monſter, or Miracle of Nature, vvhich is all one.) 


What think you of this, Couz ? 


Step. Why, I do think of it; and I will be more proud, 
and Melancholy, and Gentleman · like, than I have been; 


I' enſure you. 


E.Kno. Why, that's reſolute Maſter Srephen! Now, if 


L can but hold him up to his Height, as it is happily begun, 


it will do well for a Suburb-humour : we may hap have a. 


match with the City, and play him for Forty Pound. 
Oome, Couz. 

Step. I'll follow you. 

E. Knd. Follow me? you mult go before. 


Step. Nay, an' I muſt, I will. Pray you, ſhew me, 


good Couſin. 
Mr, Matthew, Cob, 


Mat. I think this be the Houſe : what, hough ? 

Cob. Who's there? O, Maſter Matthew! gi your Wor- 
p good Morrow. 

Mat. What! Cob ! how doſt thou, gaod Cob? doſt 
thou inhabit here, Cob? | 

Cob. I Sir, I and my Linage ha” kept a poor Houle, here, 
in our Days. ö 

Mat. Thy Linage, Monſieur Cob, what Linage, what 

Linage ? 
Cob. Why, Sir, an ancient Linage, and a Princely. 


Mine ance'try came from a King's BzIly, no worſe Man: 


and yet no Man neither (by your-Worſhip's leave, 1 did lie 


in that) but Herring the King of Fiſh'(from his Belly I 
proceed) one o' the Monarchs o the World, I aſſure you, 
"The firſt Red Herring that was broil'd in Adam and Eve's 


Kitchin, do | fetch my Pedigree from, by the Harrots 


Book. His Cob, was my great-great>mighty-great Grand- 
Mat, 


Aather, 


— > ere. 
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Mat. Why mighty? why mighty? I pray thee. - 
© Cob. O, it was a mighty whule ago, Sir, and a migh- 
ty great Co. | | 

Mat. How know'ſt thou that? 8 | 
Cob. How know 1 ? why, I ſmell his Ghoſt, ever and 


anon. | | 
Mat. Smell a Ghoſt ? O unſavoury Jeſt! and the Ghoſt. 


Y, of a Herring, Cob. | | 
Cob. I, Sir, with favour of your Worſhip's Noſe, Mr. 
Matthew, why not the Ghoſt ot a Herring Cob, as well 
as the Ghoſt ot Raſher-Bacon ? | | 
Mat. Roger Bacon, thou would'ſt fay ? 


5 
3 Cob. I ſay Raſher-Bacon, They were both broil'd o' th 
Coles; and a Man may ſmell broil'd Meat, I hope? you: 
Mat. O raw Ignorance! Cob, canſt thou ſhew me of a: 


Gentleman, one Captain Bobadill, where his Lodging is? 
Cob. O, my Gueſt, Sir! you mean. | 
Mat. Thy Gueſt! Alas! ha, ha. | 
Cob. Why do you laugh, Sir ? Do you not. mean Caps. 

tain Bobadili? 2 
Mat. Cob, pray thee adviſe thy felt well: do not wrong 

the Gentleman, and thy ſelt too. I dare be ſworn, he 

ſcorns thy Houſe: He! he lodge in ſuch a baſe obſcure- 

Place, as thy Houſe ! Tut, l know his Diſpoſition ſo well, 

be would not lye in thy Bed, if thou'dſt gi't him. | 
Cob. 1. will not give it him, thaugh, Sir. Maſs, I 

thought ſomewhat was in't, we could not get him to Bed 
all Night: Well, Sir, though he lye not o- my Bed, he lies 

o' my Bench :- an't pleaſe you to go up, Sir, you ſha'l find 

him with two Cuſhions under his Head, and chis-Cloke - 

wrapt about him, as though he had neither won nor loſt, . 

and yet (I warrant) he ne er caſt better in his Life, than he 

has done to-night. | | 
Mat. Why 2 was he drunk? 

Cob. Drunk, Sir? you hear not me fay ſo. Perhaps, 

he ſwallow d a Tavern-token, or ſome ſuch Device, Sir: 

I have nothing to do withal. I deal with Water, and not 

with Wine. Gi' me my Tankard there, hough; God b 

w you, Sir. It's ſix a Clock: I ſhou'd ha' carried two . 

Turns, by this. What hough ? my Stopple, . 
at. 


f: are a Scholar, upſolve me that, now. 
| 
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Mat. Lye in a Water-bearer's Houſe ! A Gentleman of 1 
of his Havings! Well, Pll tell him my Mind. I 

Cob. What, Ti6, ſhew-rhis Gentleman up to the Captain. : 
Oh, an' my Houſe were the Brazen-head now! faith it , 
would een ſpeak Mo ſools yet. Tou ſhou d ha* ſome now cor 
would take this Mr. Matthew to be a Gentleman, atthe MW 7 
leaſt, His Father's an honeſt Man, a worſhipful Fiſh. inte 
monger, and ſo forth; and now does he creep, and wrig. a 
gle into 8 with all the brave Gallants about the b 
Town, ſuch as my Gueſt is: (O. my Gueſt is a fine Man) 


wt 


and they flout him invincibly. He uſeth every Day to 
Merchant's Houſe (where ſerve Water) one Maſter Kite- for 
bs i' th"Old Jemry; and here's the Jeſt, he is in love with 
my Maſter's Siſter. (Miſtreſs Bridget) and calls her Miſtreſs; 
and there he will ſit you a whole Afternoon, ſometimes 
reading o* thoſe ſame abominable, vile, (a Pox on em, [ 
cannot abide them) raſcally Verfes, Poyerry; Poyerry, and 
ſpeaking of Enterludes, 'twill make a Man burſt to hen 
him. And the Wenches, they do ſo geer, and ti-heat him 
— —— well, ſhould they do ſo much to me; I'd forſwear 
them all, by the Foot of Pharoah. There's an Oath:! How 
many Water-bearers ſhall you hear ſwear ſuch an Oath? 
O, I have a Gueſt (he teachts me) he does {wear the legi. 
bleſt ot any Man chriſtened: By St. George, the Foot of 
Pharoabh, the Body of me, as T am a Gentleman, and a 
Soldier: ſuch dainty Oaths! and withal, he do's take this 
fame filthy roguiſh Tohzcco, the fineſt and cleanlieſt! it 
would do 2 Man good to ſee the Fume come torth at's 
Tonnels! Well,, he owes me Forty Shillings (my Wite 
lent him out of her Purſe, by fix-pence at a time) beſides 
his Lodging: I would I had it. I ſhal! ha't, be ſays, the 
next Aion. Helter skelter, hang Sorrow, care I'M killa 
Cat, up- tails all, and a Louſe for the Hangman. 
Bobad.ll, Tib, Matthew. 
Bob. Hoſteſs, Hoſteſs. | 
[Bobad. is diſepvered lying on his Bench. 

J. What ſay you; Sir? 

Bob A Cup o' thy ſmall Beer, ſweet Hoſteſs. 

Ti6. Sir, there's a Gentleman below would ſpeak with 


you. 
Bad. A Gentleman! ods fo, Iam not within. 


Tib, 


„ . 0 Go” as 
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Nb. My Husband told him you were, Sir. 

Bob, What a Plague — what meant hie ? 

Mat. Captain Bobadill? 

Bob. Who's there: (take away the Baſon, good Hoſteſs) 
come up, Sir, 

Nb. He would defire you to come up; Sir. Tou come 
into a cieanly Houſe, here. 

Mat. Save you, Sir. Save you, Captain. 

Bob. Gentle Maſter Matthew! Is it you, Sir? Pleaſe you 
ta ſit down 8 2 

Mat. Thank you, good Captain, you may ſee I am 
ſomewhat 77 beg 1 e 

Bob. Not fo, Sir. I was requeſted to Supper, laft Night, 
by a fort of Gallants, where you were wiſh'd for, and 
drunk to, Haffure you. 

Mat. Vouchſafe me, by whom, good Captain? 

Bob: Marry, by young Well-bre4, and others: Why, 
Hoſteſs, a Stool here tor this Gentleman, 

Mat. No haſte, Sir, tis well. | 

Bob. Body of me! it web late ere we parted laſt 
Night, I can ſcarce open my Eyes yet; I was but new ri- 
ſen, ws * : bow paſſes the Day abroad, Sir ? you 
can tell. 

Mat. Faith, ſome half Hour to ſeven: now truſt me, 
you haye an exceeding fine Lodging here, very neat and 

ivate ! 

773% I Sir: fit down; I pray you. Mr. Matthew (in 
any Caſe) poſſeſs no Gentlemen of our Acquaintance, 
with Notice of my Lodging. 

Mat. Who! I Sir? no. 

Bob, Not that I need to care who knowit, for the Cab- 
bin is convenient, but in-regard I would not be too Popu- 
lar, and generally vifited, as ſome are. 5 

Mat. True Captain, I conceive you. 

Bob, For do you ſee, Sir, by the Heart of Valourin me, 
{except it be to ſome peculiar and choice Spirits, to whom 
Iam extraordinarily engag'd, as your felt or ſo) I could 
not extend thus far. 

Mat. O Lord, Sir, I reſolve ſo. 

Bob. I conteſs Llove a cleanly and quiet Privacy, _=_ 
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all the tumulrand roar of Fortune. What new Book ha 


you there? What! Go a Hieronymo 

Mat. I, did you ever 
- Bob, Well penn d! I would fain ſee all the Poets, of theſe 
times, pen ſuch another Play as that was? they'll prate 
and ſwagger, and keep a ſtir of Art and Devices, when 
ſas lam Gentleman) read em, they are the molt ſhallow, 


pitiful, barren Fellows, that live upon the Face of the 


Earth again. | | 
Mat. Indeed, here are a number: of. fine Speeches in 
this Book! O Hes, no Eyes, but Fountnins fraught with 
Tears! There's a Conceit / Fountains fraught with Tears! 
© Lyfe, no Life, butlively form of Death { Another! O World, 
noWorld, but maſs of publick Wrongs' Athird! Confus u 
and fill d with Murder, and Miſcleeds! A fourth! O, the 
Muſes Is't not exc llent? Ist not ſimply the beſt that e- 
ver you heard, Captain? Ha! How do you like it - 
Bob. "Tis good. 5 
Mat. To thee, the pureſt Ob́ject to my Senſe, 
| The moſt refined Eſſence Heav'n covers, 
Send Itheſè Lines, wherein I do commence, 
The happy ſtate of Turtle- billing Lovers. 
If they prove rough, unpoltſh'd harſh, and rule, 
Haſte made the 0 - Thus mi/dly 1 conclude.” 
Bob. Nay proceed, proceed. Where's this? 
[ Bobcdi.l is making him ready all this whili. 
Mat. This, Sir? a Toy o' mine own, in-my nonage; 
the Infancy of my Muſes | But when will you come and 
ſee my Study? good faith, I can ſhew you ſome very 
good things, I have done of late That Boot becomes 
your Leg, paſſing well, Captain, methinks! 
Bob. So, ſo; It's che Faſhion Gentlemen now uſe. 


| Mas. Troth Captain, and now you ſpeak o the Faſhion} 


Maſter Well-bred's elder Brother and I are faln out exeeed- 

ingly; this other Day, I hapned to enter into ſome Diſ- 

courſe of a Hanger, which J aſſure you, both for Faſhion, 

and Workmanſhip, was moſt peremptory- beautiful, and 

Gentleman- like! Yet he condemn'd, and cry'd it down 

for the moſt pyed and ridiculous that ever he ſaw. 

Bob, Squire Dowz-right, the half-Brother, was t not? 

5 „Mat. I Sir, he. Bob 

- Bob; 


ee it acted? is't not well penn d 
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Bob. Hang him, rook, he! why he has no more judg- 
ment than a Malt-horſe : By S. George, 1 wonder you d 
loſea thought upon ſuch an Animal; the moſt peremprory 
abſurd Clown of Chriſtendom, this Day, he is holden. I 
proteſt to you, as Iam a Gentleman and a Soldier, Ine'er 
chang d Words with his like. By his Diſcourſe, he ſhould 
eat nothing but Hay: He was born for the Manger, Pan- 
nier, or Pack- ſaddle! He has not ſo much as a good Phraſe 
in his Belly, but all old Iron, and ruſty Proverbs! a 
Commodity for ſome Smith to make Hob- nails of. 

Mat. I, and he thinks to carry it away with his Man- 
hood ſtill, where he comes: He brags he will gi'ꝰ me the 
baſtinado, as | hear, 

Bob. How! He the baſtinado! how came he by that 
Word, trow ? 

Mat. Nay, indeed, he ſaid cudgel me; 1:term'd it ſo, 
for my more grace. x” 

Bob. That may be; for I was ſure.it-was-none of his 
Word: But when? when faid he ſo ? 

Mat. Faith, yeſterday, they ſay; a young Gallant, a 
Friend ot mine told meſo. SY 

Bob, By the Foot of Phareah,and'twere my caſe now, 
I ſhould ſend him — preſently: The baſtinado! A 
moſt proper and iufficient dependance, warranted by the 
great — Come hither: You ſhall charrel him ; 
bew you a trick or two, you ſhall kill him with at plea- 
ſure; the firſt toccata, if you will, by this Air. 

Mat. Indeed, you have abſolute Knowledge i' the Mys 

ſtery, I have heard, Sir. = 

Beb. Of whom? of whom ha' you heard it, -I beſeech 

Fe 


vou e 
Mat. Troth, I have heard it ſpoken of divers, that you 
have very rare, and un · in one · breath- utter · able Skill, Sir. 
Bob, By Heav'n, no not I; no Skill i the Earth; ſome 
mall Rudiments i' the Science, as to know my Time, 
Diſtance, or ſo; I have proteſt it more for Noblemen, and 
Gentlemens uſe, than mine own Practice, I aſſure you: 
Hoſteſs, accommodate us with another Bed-ſtaff here, 
quickly ; lend us another Bed-ſtaff: The Woman does not 
under the Words of Action. Look you, Sir: Exalt 


dot your Point above this State, at any hand, and let your 


Foy: 
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Poynard maintain your Defence, thus; (give it the Gen- 
tleman, and leave us) fo, Sir. Come on: O, twine your 
body more about, that you may fall to a more ſweet, come. 
ly. Gentleman: like guard, ſo, indifferent: Hollow your 
| body more, Sir, thus: Now, ſtand faſt o your left Leg, 
| note your Diſtance, keep your due Proportion ot Time 
| —— Oh, you diſorder your Point, moſt irregularly ! 
| Mat. How is the bearing of it now, Sir? 
Bob. O, out of meaſure ill! A well experienc'd Hand 
| would paſs upon you at pleaſure. 

Mat. How mean you, Sir, paſs upon me ? | 

Bob, Why thus, Sir, (make a Thruſt at me) come in up- 
onthe anſwer, controul your Point, and make a full carreer 
at the Body: The beſt practis d Gal.ants of the time name 
It the Paſſada; a moſt deſperate thruſt, believe it! | 

Mat. Well, come, Sir. 
Bob. Why, you do not manage your Weapon with any 
| Facility or Grace to invite me! I have no Spirit to play 
with you: Your dearth of Judgment renders-you tedious, 
- Mat. But one venue, Sir. 

Bob, Venue! Fie; moſt gro's Denomination, as ever 1 
heard: O the ſtoccata, while you live, Sir, note that; come, 
put on your Cloak, and we'll go to ſome private Place, 
where you are acquainted, ſome Tavern, or ſo— and 
have a bit Ill ſend for one of theſe Fencers, and he ſhall 
breath you, by my Direction; and then I will teach you 
your Trick: You ſhall kill him vxith. it at the firſt, if you 
pleaſe, Why, I will learn you by the true Judgment of 
the Eye, Hand, and Foot, to controul any Enemies Point 
i' the World. Should your Adverſary confront you with 
a Piſtel, twere nothing, by this Hand; you ſhould by the 
Ame Rule, contraul his Bullet, in a Line, exc 8 it were 
Hail-ſhot, and ſpread. What Monay .ha' you about you, 
Maſter Matthew ? 

Mat, Faith, L not paſt a two Shillings, or Io, 

Bob. Tis ſomewhat with the leaſt ; but come; we will 
have a Bunch of Radiſh, and Salt, to taſte our Wine, and 
a Pipe of Tobacco, to cloſe the.Orifice of the Stomach ; 
and then we'll call upon young Well-bred : Perhaps we ſhall 
meet the Coridon, his Brother there, and put him to the 


Queſtion. | 
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A:C-T.:1IL:$.C BE N:E.1. 
Kit ely , Caſh, Down right. 
Lit. T Homas, come hither. 7 
Therelies a Note within upon my Deik, 


Here take my-Key: It isno matter neither. 
Where is the Boy? 
Caſh. Within, Sir, i' th' Ware-houſe. 
Kit, Let him tell over ſtraight, that Spaniſh Gold, 
And weigh it, with the Pieces of Eight. Do you 
See the delivery of thoſe Silver · ſtuffs, 
To Maſter Lucar: Tell him if he will, 
He ſhall ba* the Grograns, at the rate I told him, 
And I will meet him on the Exchange anon. 
Caſh. Good, Sir * 
Kit. Do you ſee that Fellow, Brother Down- richt? 
Dow. 1, What et him? 
Kit. He is a Jewel, Brother. 
I took him of a Child, up at my Door, 
And chriſtened him, gave him mine own Name Thomas, 
Since bred him at the Hoſpital; where proving 
A toward Imp, [.call'd him home, and taught him 
So much, as I have made him my Caſhier, 
And giv'n him, who had none, a Sirname, Caſh; 
And find him in his Place ſo full of Faith, 5 
That I durſt truſt my Lite into his Hands. 
Dow. So would not I in any Baftard's, Brother, 
As itislike he is; although I knew 
My ſelf his Father, But you ſaid, yo had ſomewhas 
To tell me, gentle Brother, what ist? what is't2 
Kit. Faith, Iam very loth to utter it. 
As tearing it may hurt your Patience: 
But that I know your Judgment is of Strength, 
Againſt the nearneſs of Affection 
Dow. What need this Circumſtance ? Pray you be direct. 
Kit. Iwill not ſay, how much I do aſcribe 
Vato your Frigndſhip, nor in what regard 
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'T hold your Love; but let my paſtbehaviour, 
And f your Siſter, but confirm m =. 
How well Paye been affected to your | 

Dow.. Tou. are too tedious, come to the matter, the 
matter. | 
Kit. Then (without further Ceremony) thus: 
— Brother Well-bred, Sir, (1 know not how) 
Of late, is much declin'd in what he was, 
And greatly alter'd in his Diſpoſition. 
When he came firſt to lodge here in my Houſe, 
Ne'er truſt me if I were not proud of him: 
Methought he bare himſelf in ſuch a Faſhion, 
"So fullof Man, and ſweetneſs in his Carriage, 
And (what was chief) it ſhew'd not borrow'd in himj 
But all he did became him as his own, 
And ſeem'd as perfect, proper, and poſſeſt, 
As Breath with Life; or Colour with the Blood. 
But now his Courſe is ſo irregular, 
So looſe, affected, and depriv'd of Grace, 
And he himfelf withal fo far faln off 
From that firſt place, as ſcarce no Noteremains; 
To tell Mens Judgments where he lately ſtood, 
He's grown a Stranger to all due reſpect, 

Forgettul of his Friends; and not content 

To ſtale himſelf in all Societies, 

He makes my Houſe here commonas a Marg; 

A Theatre, 2 publick Receptacle 

For giddy Humour, and diſcaſed Riot; 

And here (as in a Tavern, or aStews) _ 

He and his wild Aſſociates, ſpend their Hours, 

In repetition of laſcivious Jeſts, | 

Swear, leap, drink, dance, andrevel Night by Night, 
Controul my Servants; and indeed what not 

Dow. Sdeyns, I know not what I ſhould ſay to him, i 

the whole World! He values me at a crakt Three - Far- 
things, for ought I ſee: It will never out of the Fleſh 
that's bred i the Bone ! I have told him enough one would 
think, if that would ſerve : But Counſel to him, is as 
podas a Shoulder of Mutton to a ſick Horſe. Well! he 

Knows what to truſt to, for George: Let him ſpend, and 


k 


Fend, and dominecr, till his Heart ake; an he think to 


— 


1 7 ones to. DA. a Sr Eta we 3 = 


— 
= 
. 


T 


. 


— 
EY 1 1 od. i. 


* 


And low Diſparagements, I had put upon him. 


That I were jealous nay ſure as Death. 
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be reliev'd by me, when he is got into one o your City- 


pounds, the Counters, he has the wrong Sow by the Ear 
i faith; and claps his Diſh at the wrong Man's Door: I'll 


ay my Hand o my halt-peny, ere I part with 't to fetch 


him out, 1'il aſſure him. 

Zit. Nay, good Brother, let it not trouble you thus. 

Dow. 'Sdeath, he mads me, I couldeat my very Spur- 
leathers for anger! But, why are you ſo tame? Why do 
not by ſpeak to him, and tell him how he diſquiets your 
Houle ? 

Kit. O, there are divers Reaſons to diſſwade, Brother. 


But, would your ſelf vouchſafe to travel in it, 


(Though but with plain and eaſie Circumſtance, ) 
It would both come much better to his Senſe, 


And ſavour leſs of Stomach, or ot Paſſion. 


You are his eder Brother, and that Title 
Both gives, and warrants your Authority, 


Which (by your Preſence ſeconded) muſt breed 
A kind of Duty in him, and Regard: 


Whereas, if I ſhould intimate the leaſt, 

It would but add Contempt; to his Neglect, 
Heap worſe on ill, make up a Pile of hatred, 
That in the rearing would come tott'ring down, W 
And in the Ruin bury all our love. | 
Nay more than this, Brother, if I ſhould ſpeak, 
He would be ready from his heat of Humour, 
And over-flowing of the Vapour in him, } 
To blow the Ears of his Familiars, 

With the falſe Breath of telling, what Diſgraces, 


Whilſt they, Sir, to relieve him in the Fable, 

Make their looſe Comments upon every Word, 
Geſture, or Look, Iuſe; mock me all over, 
From my flat Cap, unto my ſhining Shoes: 

And, out of their impetuous rioting Phant'ſies; 
Beget ſome Slander that ſhall dwell with me. 

And what would that be, think you ? marry this, 
3 would give out (becauſe my W ife is Fair, 


My ſelf but lately married, and my Siſter 


Here ſojourning a Virginin my Houſe) 
That 
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Thatthey would ſay. And how that I had quarrelhd, 
My Brother purpoſely, thereby to fing 
Anapt Pretext, to baniſn them my Houſe. 
Dow, Maſs, perhape ſo: They xe like enough to do it. 
Kit. Brother, they would, believe it; fo ſhould 1 
Like one of theſe penurious Wen 
But ſer the Bills up to mine own Dilgrace, 
And try Experiments upon my ſel: 
Lend Scorn and Envy Opportunity, 
To ſtab my Reputation, and good Name — 
AMatthem, Bobadil, -Down-right,.. Kitely. 
Mat. I will ſpeak to him , _ 3 
Bob. Speak to him ? away, by the Foot of Pharach 
you ſhall not, you ſhall not do him that grace. The time 
ot Day, to you Gentleman o the Houſe. Is Mr. Well 
bred ſtirring? | | 
Dow. How then? what ſhould he do? 
: _ Gentleman of the Houſe, it is to you; is he witk- 
in. Sir? | 
Kit. He came not to his Lodging to Night, Sir, Ia. 
ſure you. 72 7 e en 
Dow. Why, do yau hear yo 1? + 
Bob. The Gentleman-Citizen hath fatisicd me, I'l] talk 
to no Scavenger. 
Dow. How, Scavenger ? ſtay, Sir, ſtay. 
Kit. Nay, Brother Down-right. ® | 
Dow. Heart! ſtand you away, an' you love me. 
Kit. You ſhall not follow him now, 1 pray you, Brother, 
good Faith you ſnall not; I will over-rule 772 
Dow. Ha? Scavenger? well, go to, I ſay little: but 
by this good Day, 2 forgive me I ſhould fwear) it 1 
put it up ſo, ſay I am the rankeſt Cow that ever pill. 
*Sdeyns, and | ſwallow this, I' ne er draw my Sword in 
the Sight ot Fleer-ſtreer again while I live; Ill fit in a Barn 
with Madge-howlet, and catch Mice firſt, Scavenger 
Heart, and III go near to fill t᷑at huge Tumbrel-ſlopot 
yours, with ſomewhat, an' I have good Luck: Your 
Garagantua Breech cannot carry it away ſo. 
Kit. Oh do not fret your ſelt thus, never think on't. 
Dow. Theſe are my Brother's Conſorts, theſe ! theſe 
ie his Cam'rades, his walking Mates / he's a Gallant, a 
| CAvVA- 
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Cevaliero too, right Hang- man cut! Let me not live, and 
I could not find in my Heart to ſwinge the whole Gang ot 
em, one after another, and begin with him firſt, I am 
griev'd, it ſhould be ſaid he is my Brother, and take theſe 

our ſes: Well, as he brevvs, ſs ſhall he drink. for George, 
again. Yet he ſhall hear on't, and that tightly too an I 
live, i faith. 

Kit. But Brother, let your Reprehenſion (then) 
Run in an eaſie current, not o' er- high | 
Carried with Rafhneſs, or devouring Choler; 
But rather uſe the ſoft perſwading way, +20 
Whoſe Powers will work more gently, andcompole 
Th' imperfect Thoughts you labour to reclaim: 
More winning, than enforcing the Conſent, 

Dow. I, I, let me alone for that, I warrant you. 

Li. How now ? oh, the Bell rings to Breakfaſt. 

[ Bell rings. 
Brother, I pray you go in, and bear my Wife e 
Company tul l come; I'll but give order 
For ſome diſpatch of Buſineſs to my Servants —« 
| {Tothem.] Kuely,, Cob, Dame Kitely. | 
Kit. Ws Cob? our Maids will have you by the Back 
i faith; 

For coming ſo late this Morni 


ng. 
Cob. Perhaps ſo, Sir, take heed ſome body have not them 


by the Belly, for walking ſo late in the Evening. 
[ He paſſes by with 2 Tankard. 
Kit. Well, yet my troubled Spirit's ſomewhat cas'd, 
Though not repos d in that Security 
As I could wiſh; But I muſt be content. 


Hove er I ſet a Face on't to the World: 


Would I had loſt this Finger at a venture, 

So Well-bred had ne er lodg'd within my Houſe. 
Why 't cannot be, where there is ſuch Reſort 
Of wanton Gallants, and young Revellers, 


That any Woman ſhould be honeſt long. 


Is't like that factious Beauty will preſerve 


The publick Weal of Chaſtity unſhaken, 


When ſuch ſtrong Motives muſter, .and make head 
Againſt ker ſingle Peace? No, no: Beware 1 
F 2 Wren 
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When mutual Appetite doth meet to treat, 
And Sp rits of one Kind and ery; 
Come once to parley in the Pride of Blood, 
It is no low Conſpiracy that follows. 
Well, (to be plain] if I but thought the time 
Had anſwer d their Affections, all the World 
Should not perſwade me but I were a Cuckold. 
Marry, IL hope they ha' not got that Start; 
For Opportunity hath baulkt em yet, 
And ſhall do ſtil, while I have Eyes and Ears, 
To attend the Impoſitions of my Heart. 
My Preſence ſhall be as an Iron Bar, 
*Twixt the conſpiring Motions of Deſire: 
Y:acvery Look, or Glance mine Eyes eject, 
Shall check Occaſion, as one doth his Slave, 
When he forgets the Limits of Preſcription. | 
Dame. Siſter Bridget, pray you fetch down the Roſe- 
water above in the Cloſet. Swget-heart, will you come 
in to Breakfaſt ? 
Kit. An' ſhe have over - heard me now ? 
Dame. I pray thee, (good Muſi) we ſtay for you. 
Ki. By Heav'n 1 would not for a thouſand Angels. 
Dame. What ail you, Sweet-tcart? are you not well? 
ſpeak good Muſs. 
Nit. Troth my Head akesextreamly, on a ſudden, 
Dame. O, the Lord! 
Kit. How now? what 2 
Dame. Alas, how it burns? Mxfſs, keep you warm, 
good truth it is this new Diſeaſe, there's a Number are 
troubled withal! far Love's Sake Sweet-heart, come in, 
out of the Air. | ; 
Kit. How ſimple, and how ſubtil are her Anſwers ? 
A new Diſeaſe, and many troubled with it / 
Why true; ſhe heard me, all the World to nothing. 
Dame. | pray thee, good Sweet-heart come in ; the 
Air will do you harm, in troth. | 
Kit. The Air! ſhe has me i' the Wind! Sweet-heart, I'll 
come to you preſently ; twill away I hope. 
Dame, Pray Heav'n it do. 
Kit. A new Diſcaſe ! I know not, new or old, 
"But it may well be call'd poor Mortals Plague; 
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For like a Peſtilence, it doth intect 

The Houſes of the Brain. Firſt it begins 

Solely to work upon the Phantaſie, 

Filling her Seat with ſuch peſtiferous Air, 

As ſoon corrupts the Judgment; and from thence; 

Sends like Contagion to the Memory: 

Still each to other giving the Infection, 

Which as a ſubtil Vapour ſpreads itſelf 

Confuſedly, through every ſenſive Part, 

Till not a Thought or Motion in the Mind 

Be free from the black Poiſon of Suſpect. 

Ah, but what Miſery is itte know this? 

Or knowing it, to want the Mind's Erection 10 

In ſuch Extreams? Well, I will once more ſtrive 2. 

(In ſpite of this black Cloud) my ſelf to be, * 

And ſhake the Fever off, that thus ſhakes me. 
Brain-worm, Ed Kno'well, Mr. Stephen. 


Brai, Slid, I cannot chuſe but laugh to ice my ſelf trans ach { | 


fated thus, trom a poor Creature to a Creator z for now 
mult I create an intoletable Sort ot Lies, or my preſent 
* Profeſſion loſes the Grace: And yet the Lie to a Man of my 
Coat, is as ominous a Fruit, as the Fico. O, Sir, it hol s 
for good Polity ever, to have that outwardly in vileſt Eſti- 
mation, that inwardly is moſt dear to us. So much for 
my borrowed Shape, Well, the tro:h is, my old Maſter. 
intends to follow my Young, dry-toot, over Moorfields to 
London, this Morning; row I knowing of this Hunting-- 
match, or rather Conſpiracy, and to inſinuate with my 
young Maſter, (for ſo muſt we that are Blue wal ers, and 
Men of Hope and Service do, or perhaps we may wear 
Motley at the Year's End, and who wears Motley, you 
know) have got me afore in this Diſguiſe, determining, 
here to lie in 4mbuſcads, and intercept him in the Mid- 
way. If I caa but get his Cloke, his Purſe, his Hat, nay, 
any thing to cut him off, that is, to ſtay his Journey, Ve- 
ni, vidi, vici, I may ſay with Captain Cæir, I am made 
for ever i faith. Well, now muſt I practiſe to get thecrue 
Garb of one of theſe Lance-Knights, my Arm here, and 
my — young Maſter! and his Couſin, Mr. Stephen, as 1: 
am a true counterfeit Man'of War, and no Soldier! 
E. Kno. So, Sir; and how then Couz? 
; F 3 Step 
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Step. S foot, I have loſt my Purſe, I think. 0 


E. Kno. How? loſt your Purſe? where? when had 


you it? 

Step. I cannot tell, ſtay. 

Brai. 'Siid, I am aleard they will know-me ;. would I 

ould ger by them, 

E. Kno. What? ha' you it? 

Step. No, I think I was bewitcht, I 

E. Kno. Nay, do not weep the Loſs, hang it, let it go. 

Step. Oh, it's here: No, an' it had been loſt, | had not 

car'd, but for a jet Ring Mrs. Mary ſent me. 

F. Kno. A Jet Ring? O the Poeſie, the Poeſie? 

Step. Fine, i' faith! Though Fancy ſleep, my Love is deep. 
1 tho' I did not fancy her, yet ſne loved me 
dearly. 

E. Kuo. Moſt excellent! | 

Step. And then | ſent her another, and my Poeſſe was, 
Ne derper the ſweeter, I'll bejudg'd by St. Peter. 

E. Kno. How, by St. Peter | do not conceive that, 

Step. Marry, by St, Peter, to make up the Meter. 

Z. Kno. Well, there the Saint was your good Patron, 
he helpt you at your need; thank him, thank him. 

Brai. Lcannot take leave on em ſo; I will venture, come 
What will. [He comes back | Gentleman, pleaſe you 
edange a few Crowns for a very excellent goodB/ade here > 
Fam poor Gentleman, a Soldier, one that (in the better 
State of my Fortunes) ſcorn'd ſo mean a Refuge; but 
row it is the Humour of Neceſſity to have it fo, You 
ſeem to be Gentlemen well affected to martial Men, elſe 
ſfFouid I rather die with Silence. than live with Shame. 
However, vouchſafe to remember it is my Want ſpeaks, 
not my ſelf: This Condition agrees not with my Spirit 

E. Kno. Where haſt thou ſerv'd ? 

Brai. May it pleaſe you, Sir, in all the late Wars of Bo- 
hemia, Hungaria, Dalmatia, Poland, where not, Sir? 
T have been a poor Servitor by Sea and Land, any time this 
fourteen Years, and folow'd the Fortunes of the beſt 
Commanders in Chriſtendom. I was twice ſhot at the ta- 
king ot Aleppo, once at the Relief of Nena; I have been 
at Marſeilles, Naples, and the Adriatick Gulf, a Gentle- 
man: Slaye in the Gallies thrice, where I was moſt dange- 
| rouſty 
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rouſty ſhot in the Head, — the Thighs, and yet 
— 2 maim'd, I am void of — — 
left me but my Scars, the noted Marks of my Reſolution. 

Step. How will you ſell this Rapier, Friend? 

Brai. Generous Sir, I refer it to your own Judgment; 
you are a Gentleman, give me what you pieaſe. 

Step. True, I am a Gentleman, I know that Friend: 
But what though ? I pray you ſay, what would you ask? 
Bras. I aflure you, the Blade may become the Side or 

Thigh of the beſt Prince in Europe. 

E. Kno. I, witha Velvet Scabbard, I think. 

Step. Nay an't be mine, it ſhall have a Velvet Scabbard;- 
Couz, that's flat: I'd not wear it as tis, an' you would 
give me an Angel. 

Brai. At your Worſhip's Pleaſure, Sir; nay tis a moſt 
pure Toledo. 
| Step. I had rather it were a Spaniard; But tell me, what 

ſhall I give you for it? An' it had a Silver Hilt 

E. Kno. Come, come, you ſhajl not buy it; hold, there's: 
Shilling, Fellow, take thy Rapier. i $568 

Step, Why, but I will buy it now, becauſe you ſay ſo; 
and there's another Shilling, Fellow, I ſcorn to be out-bid+ 
den. What, ſhall I walk with a Cudgel, like Higgin-bots 
tom, and may have a Rapier for Money? 

E. Kno. You may buy one in the City. 

Step. Tut. FI buy this t the Field, ſo I will; 1 have a 
Mind to't, becauſe tis a Field Rapier. Tell me your lo- 
eſt Price. | . 

E.Kno. You ſhall not buy it, I ſay. 

Step. By this Mony, but I will, though I give more than 
tis worth. 

E. Kno. Come away, you are a Fool. 

Step. Friend, I am a Fool, that's granted; but LI have 
it, for that Word's Sake. Follow me for your Mony. 

Brai. At your Service, Sir. 

Kuo weil,. Brain · worm. 

Ro. I cannot loſe the Thought, yet, of this Letter 
Sent to my Son, nor leavet'admire the Change 
Of Manners, and the Breeding ot our Youth 
Within the Kingdom, ſince my ſelt was one. 

When I was young. * not in the Ster 

f | *. * 
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Durſt have conceiv'd a Scorn, and utter'd it, y 
On a grey Head; Age was Authority 
Againſt a Buffoon, and a Man had then 

A certain Reverence paid unto his Years, 

That had none due unto his Life. So much 

The Sanctity of ſome prevail'd, for others. 

But now we altarefall'n; Youth, from their Fear; 

And Age, from that which bred it, good Example. 
Nay, would our {elves were not the firſt, even Parents, 
That did deſtroy the Hopes in our own Children, 

Or they not learn'd our Vicesin their Cradles: 

And fuck'd in our ill Cuſtoms with their Milk. 

E're all their Teeth be born, or they can ſpeak, 

We make their Pallats cunning : The firſt Words 

We form their Tongues with, arelicentious Jefts : 

Can it call Whore? cry Baſtard ? O then kits it 

A witty Child! Can't wear? The Father's Darling! 
Give it two Plumbs. Nay, rather than't ſhallearn 

No bawdy Song. the Mother her ſelf will teach it! 

But this is in the Infancy, the Days 

Of the Long Coat; when it puts on the Breeches, 

It will put off all this. I, it is like, 

When it is gone into the Bone already. 

No, ro; this Dye goes deeper than the Coat, 

Or Shirt, or Skin: it ſtains unto the Liver, 

And Heart, in ſome; And, rather than it Mould not, 
Note what we Fathers do! Look how we live ! 

What Miſtreſſes we keep ! at what Expence, | 
In our Son's Eyes! where they may handle our Gifts, 
Hear our laſcivious Courtſhips, ſee our Dalliance, 
Taſte ot the ſame provoking Meats with us, 
To ruin of our State! Nay, when our own 
Portion is fled, to prey on their Remainder, 
We call them into Fellowſhip of Vice; 

Bait em with the young Chamber-maid, to ſea}; 
And teach em all bad Ways to buy Affection. 
This is one Path: But there are Millions more, 
In which we ſpoil our own, with leading them. 
Well, I thank Heav'n, I never yet was he 
That travell'd with my Son, before Sixteen, 
To ſhew him the Venetian Courtczans; 
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Nor read the Grammar of Cheating, I had made, 
To my ſharp Boy, at Twelve; repeating ſtill 
The Rule, Get Money ; ſtill, get Money, Boy; 
No matter by what Means; Money will do 
More, Boy, than my Lord's Letter. Neither have I' 
Dreſt Snails or Muſhrooms curiouſly before him, 
Perfum'd my Sauces, and taught him to make em; 
Precedipg ſtill, with my grey Gluttony, 
At all the Ord'naries, and only fear'd 
His Palate ſhould degenerate, not his Manners. 
Theſe are the Trade of Fathers now ; however, 
My Son, I hope, hath met within my Threſhold 
None of theſe Houſhold Precedents; which are ſtrong, 
And ſwift, to rape Youth to their Precipice, 
But let the Houſe at home be ne'er ſo clean 
Swept, or kept ſweet from Filth, nzy Duſt and Cobwebs; » 
If he will live abroad with his Companions, . 
In Dung and Leyſtals, it is worth a Fear, 
Nor is the Danger of Converſing leſs 
Than al! that I have mention'd of mn 
Brai. My Maſter ? nay, faith have at you; I am fleſnt 
now, I have ſped fo well. Worſhipful Sir, I beſeech you, 
reſpect the Eſſate of a poor Soldier; I am aſham'd of this 
baſe Courle of Life (God's my Comfort) but Extremity. 
provokes me to't, what Remedy ? 
Kno. I have not for you, now, | | 
Brat. By the Faith I bear unto Truth, Gentleman, it is 
no ordinary Cuſtom in me, but only to preſerve Manhood. 
I proteſt to you, a Man I have been, a Man I may be, by 
your {weet Bounty. | 
Ks. Fray thee, good Friend, be ſatisfied. | 
Brai. Good Sir, by that Hand, you may do the part of 
a kind Gentleman, iũ lending a poor Soldier the Price of 
two Cans of Beer, (a matte of {mall Value) the King of 
Lale ſhall pꝛy you, and I ſhall reſt thankful: feet Wer- 
ip- 
Nuo. Nay, an' you be ſo importunate 
Brai. Oh, tender Sir, need will have its Courfe : I was. 
not made to this vile Uſe ! well, the Edge of the Enemy 
could not have abated me ſo much: It's hard when a Man 
hath ſerv d in his Prince's Cauſe, and be thus — He weeps.] 
| 1 * Ho. 
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Honourable Worſhip, let me derivea ſmall Piece of Silver 
trom you, it ſhall not be given in the Courſe of Time; by 
this good Ground, I was fain to pawn my Rapier laſt 
Night fora poor Supper; I had ſuck'd the Hilts long be- 
tore, lama Pagan elſe: ſweet Honour. 
Kno. Believe me, I am taken with ſome wonder, 
To think à Fellow of thy outward Preſence, 
Should (in the frame and faſhion of his Mind) 
Be ſo degenerate, and fordid-bate ! 
Art thou a Man? and ſham'ſt thou not to beg: 
To practiſe ſuch a ſer vile kind of Life? 
Why, were thy Education ne'er fo mean, 
Having thy Limbs, a thouſand fairer Courſes 
Offer themſelves to thy Election. 
Either the Wars might ſtill ſupply thy wants, 
Or Service of ſome virtuous Gentleman, 
Or honeſt Labour: nay, what can l name, 
But would become thee better than to beg? 
But Men of thy Condition feed on Sloth, 
Asdoth the Beetle, on the Dung ſhe breeds in,. 
Not caring how the Mettal of your Minds 
Is eaten with the Ruſt of Idleneſs. 
Now, afore me, what c'er he be, that ſnould 
Relieve a Perſon of thy Quality, 
While thou inſiſts in this looſe deſperate Courſe, 
I wou'd eſteem the Sin, riot thine, but his. 
Wd: Faith, Sir, I would gladly find ſom? other Courſe, 
O —— 
nb. I, you'd gladly find it, but you will not ſeek ir. 
Brai. Alas, Sir, where ſhould a Man ſeek ? in the Wars, 
there's no Aſcent by deſert in theſe Days; but — and for 
Service, would it were as ſoon purchaſt, as wifht for (the 
A:r's my Comfort) l know what I would fay—— 
Nuo. What's thy Nam: ? 
Br 74. Pleaſe you, Fitz -· Sword, Sir, 
Rao. Fitz-Sword? | 
Say that a Man ſhould enterta'n thee now, 
Would'ſt thou be honeſt, humble, juſt, and true 
Brai Sir, by the Place, and Honour of a Soldier 
no. Nay, may, I like not thoſe affected Oaths 
-Sp-..k plainly Man: what think'ſt thou of my W * 
rai. 
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Nai. Nothing, Sir, but wiſh my Fortunes vere as 
hippy; as my Service ſhould be honeſt, | 

Kno. Well, follow me, I'll prove thee; if thy Decds - 
will carry a Proportion to thy Words. | 

Brai. Yes, Sir, ſtraight, I']l but garter my Hoſe. Oh * 
that my Belly were hoopt now, for I am ready to burſt + 
with laughing! never was Bottle or Bag-pipe fuller. *Slid, - 
was there ever ſeen a Fox in Years to betray himſelf thus? 
now ſhall I be poſſeſt of all his Counſels: and by that Con- 
duit, my young Maſter. Well, he is reſolv'd to prove my 
Honeſty ; faith. and Tam refolv'd to prove his Patience: 
Ok I ſhall abuſe him intolerably. This ſmall Piece of Ser- 
vice will bring him clean out of Love with the Soldier for 
ever. He will never come within' the Sign of it, the 
Sight of a Caſſock, or a Musket-reft again. He will hate 
the Muſters at Mile-end for it, to his dying Day. It's ao 
matter, let the World think me a bad Counterfeit, if I can- - 
not give him the Slip, at an Inſtant: why, this is better 
than to have ſtaid his Journey! well, il follow him: Oh, - 
how I long to be impioyed! © 7 $7 
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ACT II. SCENE 1. 


Matthew, Well-bred, Bobadil, Ed. Kno'well, Stephen, y 


* 


Mot. V Es faith, Sir, we were at your Lodging to 
| ſeek you too : 4 | 

Wel. Oh, I came not there to-night. 

Bob. Your Brother delivered us as much. 

Wel. Who? my Brother Down-r1ght ? | 

Bob. He. Mr. Well-bred, 1 know not in what kind you 
hold me; but let me ſay to youthis: as ſure as Honour, I 
eſteem it ſo much out ot the Sun-ſhine of Reputation, to 
throw the leaſt Beam of Regard upon ſuch a 

Wel. Sir, I muſt hear no ill Words of my Brother. 

Bob. I proteſt to you, as I have a thing to be ſav d about 
me, I never ſaw any Gentleman: like · part 

Mel. Good Captain, [ faces about.] to ſome other Diſ- 
Courle, Bob. 
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Bob. With. your leave, Sir, and there were no more 
Men living upon the Face of the Earth, I ſhould not 
fancy him, by St. George. 

Mat. Troth, nor I, he is of a ruſtical Cut, I knew not 
how ;- he doth not carry himſelt like a Gentleman of Fa- 
ſhion | 

Wel. Oh, Mr. Matthew, that's a Grace peculiar but to 
a few]; quos a quus amavit Jupiter. | 

Mat. 1 underſtand you, Sir. 

Wel. No Queſtion, you do, or you do not, Sir, 

Enter Young Kuo well. 
Ned Nno well! by my Soul welcome; how doſt thou ſwee) 


E. Kno. Why, ſay'ſt thou? why doſt thou think that 
any reaſonable Creature, eſpecially in the Morning (the ſo- 
ber time of the Day too) could have miſtane my Father 
for me? 

Hel. 'Slid, you jeft, I hope? 

E. Kno. Indeed, the beſt uſe we can turnt to, is to make 
a-Jeſt on't, now: but FI] aſſure you, my Father had the 
— View o' your flouriſhing Stile, ſome Hour before 1 

It, | | > 

Mel. What a dull Slave was this? But, Sirrah, what 
Aid he to it, i' faith? | 1 
E. Kno. Nay, I know not what he ſaid: but I have a 
ſhrewd gueſs what he thought. wi 
Nel. What? what? 

E. Kno, 


* 
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E. Kno. Marry, that thou art ſome ſtrange diſſolute young 
Fellow, and Ia grain or two better, for keeping thee Com- 
9 el. Tut, that Thought is like the Moon in her laſt 
Quarter, twill change ſhortly : but, Sirrah, I pray thee 
be acquainted with my two Hang-by's here; thou wilt 
take exceeding Pleaſure in em, it thou hear'ſt em once 
go: my — +; nanny VII wind em up but 
what ſtrange Piece ot Silence is this? the Sign of the 
dumb Man? 

E. Kno. Oh, Sir, a Kinſman of mine, one that may 
make your Muſick the fuller, an he pleaſe, he has his Hu- 
mour, Sir. ; 

tel. Oh, what is't ?* what is't ? 

E. Nno. Nay, I'll neither do your judgment, nor- his 
Folly that wrong, as to prepare your Apprehenſion: III 
leaves him to the Mercy o' your Search, if you can take 
him ſo. | 

Wel, Well, Captain Bobadil, Mr. Matthew 'pray you 
know this Gentleman here, he is a Friend of mine, and 
one that will deſerve your Affection. I know not your 
Name, Sir, but 1 ſhall be glad of any Occaſion, to render 
me more familiar to you. [ To Maſter Stephen. 

Step. My Name is Mr, Stephen, Sir, I am this Gentle. 
man's own Couſin, Sir, his Father is mine Uncle, Sir: I 
am ſomewhat melancholy, but you ſhall command me, 
Sir, in whatſoever is incident to a Gentleman. 

Bob. Sir, I muſt tell you this, I am no general Man, 
but for Mr. Well- ored's Sake (you may embrace it at what 
Height of Favour you pleaſ2) I do-communicate with vou, 
and conceive you to be a Gentleman of ſome Parts; I love 
tew Words. [To Kno'well. 

E. Kno. And 1 fewer, Sir, I have ſcarce enough to thank 

ou, 

l Mat. But are you indeed, Sir, ſo given to it? 
[ To Maſter Stephen, 

Step. I truly, Sir, Tam mightily given to Melancholy. 

Mat. Oh, it's your only fine Humour, Sir, your true 
Melancholy breeds: your perfect fine Wit, Sir: I am me- 
lancho!y my ſelf, divers times, Sir, and then do I 

ä 7 


Jution, I had ben ſlain it I had hada Million of Lives. 
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but take Pen and Paper preſently, and overflow you half a 


Score, ora Dozen of Sonnets at Sitting. 
E. Rxo. (Sure he utters them then by the groſs) 
Step. Truely, Sir, and l love fuch things out of Mea- 
e 


E. Tuo. I'taith, better than in Meaſure, I'll undertake, 

Mat. Why, I pray you, Sir, make uſe of my Study, it's 
at your Service. 

Step. I thank you, Sir, 1 ſhall be bold, I warrant you; 
have you a Stool there, to be melancholy upon? 

Mat. That | have, Sir, and ſore Papers there of mine 
own doing, æt idle Hours, that you'll ſay there's ſome 
Spark: ot Wit in em, when you ſee them. n orn. 

Wel. Would the Sparks would kindle once, and becom 
2 Fire amongſt em, I might ſee Self. love burnt for her 
Hereſie. 

Step. Couſin, it is well? anvI melancholy enough? 

E. Kno. Oh l, excellent! 

Mel. Captain Bebadil, why muſe you ſo? 

E Kno. He is melancholy too. 

Bob. Faith, Sir, I was thinking of a moſt honourable 
Piece ot Service, was perform'd to-morrow, being St. 
Mark's Day, ſhall be ſome ten Years, now.” 

E Nuo. In what Place, Captain? 


Bob. Why, at the beleag'ring of Strigonium, where, 
in leſs than rwo Hours, ſeven hundred reſolute Gentlemen, 


as any were in Europe, loſt their Lives upon the Breach. 
Vl: tell you, Gentlemen, it was the firſt, but the beſt 


Leaguer that ever | beheld with theſe Eyes, except the ta- 


king in of whatdo you call it, laſt Year, by the Geno- 


pays, but that (of all other) was the moſt fatal and dange- 
rous Exploit that ever 1 was rang'd in, ſince I firſt bore 


Arms before the Face ot the Enemy, asI am a Gentleman 
and a Soldier. 


Step. So, I had as ief as in Angel I could ſwear as well | 


as that Gentleman. of 
E. Nno. Then, you were a Servitor at both, it ſeems; 
at Strigonium, and what do you callt? 
Bob. O Lord, Sir, by St. George, | was the firſt Manthat 
entred the Breach: and, had I not efſected it with Reſo- 


E. Lia. 


| fronts me with his Linſtock, ready to give Fire; 1 ſpy: 
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E. Kno. 'Twas pity you had not ten; a Cats and your 
own; i'taith. But, was it poſſible ? | 
Mat. (Pray you, mark this Diſcourſe, Sir, 
— So Ido.) 
Bob. I aſſure you (upon my Reputation) tis true, and 
your ſelf ſhall contels. | 
E. Kno. You muſt bring me to the Rack, firſt. 
Bob. Obſerve me judicially, ſweet Sir; they had planted 
me three Demi- culverings juſt in the Mouth ot the Breach; 


now, Sir, (as we were to give on) their Maſter-Gunner, (a 


Man ot no mean Skill and Mark, you muſt think) con- 


* 
his Intendment, diſcharg'd my Petrionel in his Boſom, — a 
and wi h theſe ſingle Arms, my poor Rapier, ran violent- 


| ly upon the Moors that guarded the Ordnance, and put em 


- mell to the Sword, 
el. To the Sword? to the Rapter, Captain? 
E. Kno. Oh, it was a good Figure obſerv'd, Sir! but 


did you all this, Captain, without hurting your Blade? 


Bob. Without any Impeach o' the Earth; you ſhall per- 


ceive Sir. It is the moſt fortunate Weapon that ever rid 


on poor Gentieman's Thigh; ſhall I tell you, Sir you 
talk of Morglay, Excalibur, Durindana, or ſo: Tut, I 
lend no Credit tothat is fabled of *em, I know the virtue- 
of mine own, and therefore I dare the boldlier maintain it. 

Step. I mar'l whether it be a Toledo, or no? 

Bob. A moſt perfect Toledo, I aſſure you, Sir. 

Step. 1 have a Country-man of his here. 

Mat, Pray you, let's ſee, Sir; yes faith, it is! 

Bob. This a Toledo? piſh. 

Step. Why do you piſh, Captain? 

Bob, A Fleming, by Reav'n : I'll buy them for a Guilder 


| apiece, an' I would have a thouſand of them. 


E. Kno. How ſay you, Couſin? I told you thus much. 

Wel. Where bought you it, Maſter Stephen ? 

Step. Of a ſcurvy Rogue Soldier (a hundred of Lice go 
with him) he ſwore it was a Toledo. 

Bob. A poor provant Rapier, no better. 

Mat. Maſs, I think it be, indeed, now I look ont better. 

E. uo. Nay, the longer you look on't, the worſe. Put 


it up, put it up. 
Step. 
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Step. Well, I will put it up; but by (I ba' forgot th 
Captain's Oath, I — ha — by it) — — 
meet him 
Nel. O, it is paſt help now, Sir, you muſt have patience, 
Step. Horſon Cunny-catching Raskal! I could eat the 
very Hilts for anger. 8 | 
E. no. A Sign of good Digeſtion ; you have an Oſtrich. 
Stomach, Coulin. 
Step. AStomach ? would I had him here, you ſhould 
ſee an l had a Stomach. 

Hel. It's better as-tis : Come Gentlemen, ſhall we go? 
E. Tuo well, Brain worm, Stephen, Well-bred, Bobadill, 
Matthew. 

E. Kno. A Miracle, Couſin, look here! look here! 
Step. Oh Gods lid, by your leave, do you know me, Sir: 
Bras. I, Sir, I know you by Sight. 

Step. You ſold me a Rapier, d d you not? 

B+ai: Ves marry did I, Sir. 

Step. You ſaid it was a Toledo, ha?. 

Brai. True, I did 16; 

Step. Bur it 1s none. 

Brai. No, Sir, I confeſs it, it is none. 

Step. Do you conteſs it? Gentlemen, bear Witneſs, hg 


has confeſt it: By God's Will, an' you had not conteſt it 


E. Kno. Oh, Couſin, forbear, torbear. 
Step. Nay, I have done, Couſin. 
Wal Why, you have done like a Gentleman, he has con- 
feſt it, what would you more? 
Step. Vet, by his leave, he is a Raskal, under bis favour, 
do you ſec? 
E. Kno. I, by his leave, he is, and under favour ; a pret- 
ty Piece of Civility! Sirrah, how doſt thou like him? 
Wel. Oh ' tis a moſt precious Fool, make much on him: 
Ie compare him to nothing more happiy, than aDrum; 
for every one may play upon him. | 
E. Kno. No, no, a Child's Whiſtle were far the fitter. 
. Bras. Sir, ſhall - intreat a Word with you? 
E. Kno. With me, Sir? you have not another Toledo to 
fell, ba“ you? | | 
Brai. You. are coneeited,. Sir; your Name is Maſter 
Tus well, as I take it? 


. 


4. Nuno. | 


** 
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E. Kno. Youarei' the right; you mean not to proceed 
in the Catechiſm, do you? 
 Brai. No, Sir, Fam none of that Coat. 

E. Kno. Of as bare a Coat, though; well, ſay Sir. 

Brai. Faith, Sir, I am but Servant to the Drum extraor- 
dinary, and indeed (this ſmoky Varniſh being waſht off, 
and three or four Patches remoy'd) I appear your Wor- 
ſhip's in Reverfion, atter the deeeaſe of your good Fa- 
ther, Brain-worm. | 

E. Kno. Brain-worm / slight, what Breath of a Con- 
jurer hath blown thee hither inthis Shape? 

Brai. The Breath o' your Letter, Sir, this Morning; 
the ſame that blew you to the Wind- mill, and your Father 
alter you. 

E. Kno. My Father / 

Brai. Nay, never ſtart, tis true; he has follow'd you 
over the Ficids by the Foot, as you would do a Hare i the 
Snow. 

E. Kno. Sirrah, Well-bred, what ſhall we do, Sirrab? 
my Father is comeover after me. 

Wel. Thy Father, where is he ? | 

Brai. At Juſtice Clement's Houſe, in Coleman Street, 
where he but ſtays my return ; and then 

Wel. Who's this? Brain-worm ? 

Brai. The fame, Sir. | 

Wel. Why how, in the Name of Wit, com'ſt thou 
tranſmuted thus? | 

Brai, Faith, a Device, a Device; nay, for the love of Rea- 
ſon, Gentlemen, and avoiding the Danger, ſtand not here; 
withdraw and I'll tell you all. X\ 

Mel. But art thou ſure he will ſtay thy return? 

Brai. Dol live, Sir? what a Queſtion is that? 

Vel. We'll prorogue bis Expectation then, a little: 
Brain- worm, thou ſhalt go with us. Come on Gentle- 
men; nay, I pray thee, ſweet Ned, droop not; heart, an 
our Wits be ſo wretchedly dull, that one old plodding Biain 
can out · ſtr ip us all, would we were e' en preſt to make 
Porters of, and ſerve out the Remnant of our Days in 
Thames-ſtreet, or at Cuſtom- houſe Key, in a civil War a- 


gainſt the Carmen. 
| Brai, Amen, Amen, Amen, ſay I. 


Kitely,. 
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| Xitely, Caſh. 8 
Kit. What ſays he, Thomas? Did you ſpeak with him ? 
Caſh. He will expect you, Sir, within this half Hour, 
Kit. Has he the Money ready, can you tell? 
Caſh. Yes, Sir, the Money was brought in laſt N'ght, 
Kir. O, that's well: fetch me my Cloke, my Cloke. 

Stay let me ſee, an Hour to go and eome; 

F, that will be the leaſt; and then twill be 

An Hour before | can diſpatch with him. 

Or very near; well, Iwill ſay two Hours. 

Two Hours? ha; things never dreamt of yet, 

May be centriv'd, I, and effected too, 

Ia two Hours abſence; well. I will not go. 

Two Hours! no, fleering Opportunity, 

1 will not give your Subtilty that ſcope. 

Who will not judge him worthy to be robb'd, 
That ſets his Doors wide open toa Thief, 

And ſhews the Felon wh-re his Treaſuce lies? 

Again, what carthly Spirit but will attempt 

To taſte the Fruit of Beauties golden Free, 

When leaden Sleep ſeals up the Dragon's Eyes ? 

Ewillnet go. Buſineſs, go by ſor once. 

No, Beauty, no; you ate of of too good Caract, 

To be left ſo, without a guard, or open 

Your Luſter too' il inflame at any diſtance, 

Draw Courtſhip to you, as a jet doth Straws; 

Put motion in a Stone, ſtrike Fire from Ice, 

Nay, make a Porter leap you with his burden: 

You muſt be then kept up loſe, and well watch'd, 

For, give you opportunity, no Qr1ick-iand 

Devours or ſwallowos {wifter! He that lends 

His Wife (if ſhe be fair) ortime or p ace, 

Compels her to be falſe. Iwill no go: 

The Dangers are too many. And then, the Dreſſing 

Is a moſt main attractive! Our = Heads 

Within the City never were in ſatety 


Since our Wives wore theſe little Caps: I'll change 'em, " 
I'll change em ſtraight in mine. Mine ſhall no more A 
Wear th ce-pil'd Acorns, to make my Horns ake. 1 


Nor wi. ll * am reſolv d tor that. TY 


E 


| He knows not to deceive me. Thomas ? 
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Carry in my Clokeagain. Yet ſtay, Yetdotoo: 
| will defer going on all occaſions. | 
Caſh. Sir, Snare your Scrivener will be there with the 

Ponds. | 

Kit. That's true! Fool on me! I hadclein forgot it; 1 

muſt go. What's a Clock ? | 
Caſh. Exchange-time, Sir. 
Kit. Heart, then will Well-bred preſently be here too, 

With one or other of his looſe Conſorts. 

lama Knave, if I know what to ſay, 

What courſe to take, or which way to reſolve, 

My Brain methinks is like an Hour-glaſs, 

Wherein my *maginations run like Sands, 

Filing up Time; but then are turn d and turn d: 

So that I know not what to ſtay upon, 

And leſs to put in act. It ſhall be ſo. 

Nay, I dare build upon his Seereſie, 


* 


Caſh. Sir. 
Kit. Vet now ] have bethought me too, I will not. 
Thomas, is Cob within? 
Caſh, I think he be, Sir. 
it. But he'll prate too, there's no Speech of him: 
No, there were no Man o' the Earth to Thomas, 
f 1 durſt truſt him; there is all the doubt. 
But ſhould he have a chink in him, I were gone; 
Loſti' my Fame for ever, talk for th Exchange. 
The manner he hath ſtood with, till this preſent, 
Doth p: omiſe no ſuch change, what ſhould I fear then? 
Well, come what will, I'll tempt my Fortune once. 
Thomas--- you may deceive me, but, I hope 
Your love to me is more--- 
Caſh. Sir, if aServant's 
Duty, with Faith, may be call'd Love, you are 
More than in hope, you are poſſeſs d of it. 2 
Kit, I thank you heartily, 7 homas : Gi me your Hard: 
With all my Heart, good Thomas. I have, Thomas, 
ASecrer to impart unto you--- but, 
When once you have it, | muſt ſeal your Lips up: 
(So lar Lell you Thomas.) 
Caſh, Sir, tor that 


Kit. 
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Kit. Nay, hear me out. Think 1 eſteem you Thomaz; 


When I will let you in thus to my private. 
It is a thing ſits nearer to my Creſt, 
Than thou art ware of, Thomas: If thou ſhould'ſt 
Reveal it, but — 
Caſh. How! I reveal it? 
Kit. Nay, | 
J do not think thou would'ſt ; but if thou ſhould'ſt, 
Twerea great weakneſs. 
Caſh. A great Treachery. 
cies oh name, 4 
Kit. Thou wilt not do't, then? 
Caſh, Sir, if Ido, Mankinddiſclaim me ever. 
Kit. He will not {wear, he has ſome Reſervation 
Some conceal'd purpoſe, and cloſe meaning ſure ;. 
Eiſe (being urg d ſo much) how ſhould he chule 
Bus lend an Oath to all this Proteſtation ? 
He's no Preciſian, that 1 am certain of, 
Nor rigid Roman Catholick. He'll play 
At Fayles, and at Tick-tak. I have heard him ſwear, 
What ſhould I think of it? urge him again, 
And by ſome other way: 1 will do ſo. 
Well Thomas, thou haſt ſworn not to diſcloſe; 
Yes, you did ſwear ? 
Caſh. Not yet, Sir, but! will, 
Pleaſe you--- 
Kir. No, Thomas, I dare take thy Word: 
But, if thou wilt ſwear, do as thou think'ſt good; 
] atn reſolv d without it; at thy pleaſure. | 
Caſh.. By my Soul's Safety then, Sir, I proteſt 
My Tongue ſhall ne*cr take knowledge of a Word. 
Deliver d me in nature of your Truſt. 
Kit. It is too much, theſe Ceremonies need not, 
I know thy Faith to be as firm as Rock. 
Thomas, come hither, near; we cannot be 
Too private in this buſineſs, So it is, 
(Now he has ſworn, I dare the atelier venture) 
L have of late, by divers, Obſervations--- 
(Bur whether his Oath can bind him, yea, nor no, 
Being not taken lawtully ? ha: ſay you? 
Iwillask Counſel ere 1 do procecd:). 


3 | Thomas, 


2 


; Kit. To the Exhange; do you hear! 
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Thomas, it will be now too long to ſtay, 


1 l py ſome fitter time ſoon, or to Morrow, 


Caſb. Sir, at your pleaſure, 
Kit. I will think. And Thomas, 


Jpray you ſearch the Books 'gainſt my return, 


For the Receipts 'twixt me and Traps, 
Caſh. I will, Sir. 8 | 
kit. And hear you, if your Miſtreſs's Brother Wellbre# 

Chance to bring hither any Gentlemen, 

E're I come back, let one ſtraight bring me Word, 
Caſh. Very well, Sir. 


Or here in Coleman Street, to Juſtice Clement s. 
Forget it not, nor be not out of the way. 
Caſh. I will not, Sir. 
Kit. I pray you havea care on't. 
Or whether he come, or no, if any other 
Stranger, or elſe, fail not to ſend me word. 
Caſh. I ſnall not, Sir. 
Kit. Be't your ſpecial Buſineſs 
Now to remember it. | 
Caſh. Sir, 1 warrant you. 
Kit. But Thomas, this is not the Secret, Thomas, 
| told you of, : 
Caſh. No, Sir: I do ſuppoſe it. 
Kit. Believe me, it is not. 
Caſh. Sir, I do believe you. | 
kit. By Heaven it is not, that's enough. But Thomas, 
I would not you ſhould utter it, do you ſee, 
To any Creature living; yet I care not. 
Well, I muſt hence. Thomas, conceive thus much, 
Itwasa tryalof you, when I meant 


do deep a Secret to you, I mean not this, 


But that 1 have to tell you; this is nothing, this 
But Thomas, keep this trom my Wife [ charge you, 
Lock'd up in lence, Mid-night, buried here. 
No greater Hell than to be Slave to Fear. 
Caſh. Lock'd up in ſilence, Mid-night, buried here! 


Whence ſhould this flood of Paſſion (trow) take head? 


ha? 


Beſt 
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Beſt dream no longer of this running humour, 
For fear I fink ! the violence of the Stream 
Already hath tranſported me ſo far, 
That I can teel no Ground at all! but foft, | 
-Oh, 'tis our Water-bearer } ſomewhat has croſt him now 
| Coo, Caſh. 

Cob. Faſting-days; what tell you me of Faſting days 
-*Slid, would they were all on a light Fire for me: The 
fay the whole World ſhall be conſum'd with Fire one Day, 

but would I had theſe Ember-wceks and villanous Fridy; 
burnt in the mean time, and then 

Caſb. Why, how now, Cob? what moves thee to this 
'Choler? ha? 

Cob. Collar, Maſter Thomas? I ſcorn your Collar, | 
Sir, 1 am none o' your Cart-horſe, tho' I carry and dray 

Water. An' you offer to ride me with your Coll 
or Halter either, I may hap ſhew you a Jades trick, Sir. 

Caſh. O, you'll ſlip your Head out of the Collar? why 
goodman Cos you miſtake me. 

Cob. Nay, I have my Rheum, and J can be angry 2 
well as another, Sir. 

Caſh. Thy Rheum, Cob? thy Humour, thy Humour; 
thou miſtak ſt. | 

Cob. Humour? mack, I think it be fo indeed; what 
is that Humour? ſome rare thing I warrant. 

Caſh, Marry I'll tellthee Cov; it is a Gentleman-'ike 
Monſter, bred in the ſpecial gallantry of our Time, by Af. 
fectation, and fed by Folly. 

Cob. How ? mult it be fed? 

Caſh. Oh I. Humour is nothing if it be not fed. Didi 
thou never hear that? it's a common Phraſe, Feed my Hu- 
mour. A 

Cob. I'll none on it: Humour, avant I know you not, 
be gone, let who will make hungry Meals for your Mon- 
ſterſhip, it ſhall not be I. Feed you, quoth he? *Slid, [ 
ha' much ado to feedeny felt ; eſpecially on thele lean raſ- 
Lally Days too; and't had been —— Day but a Faſting 
day (a Plague on them all for me) by this Light, one might 
- havedone che Common · wealth good Ser yice, _ — 
| ern 
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Arown'd them all i the Flood Two or three hundred thou- 
fand V ears ago. O, Ido Stomach them hugely! I have a 
Maw now, and 'twere for Sit Bevis his Horic, againſt em. 

Caſh. I pray thee, good Cob, what makes thee ſo out of 


love with Faſting-days? 


C5. Marry that which will make any Man out of love 
with em, 1 think; tbeir bad Conditions, an' you will 
needs know. Firſt, they are of a Flemiſh breed I am ſure 
on t, for they raven up more Butter than all the days of 


the Week belide: Next they 
ridge miſerably: Thirdhy, they bil keep 


4 


Caſh. Indeed:theſe are Faylts, Cob. 


| | a Man devoutly 
2 all Day, and at Night ſend him ſupperleſs 10 


Cob, Nay, an thiswerę all, twere ſomething; but they 
are the only known — to my Generation. A Faſt- 
ing Day no ſooner comes, but my Linage goes to wrack, 


poor Cobs, they {moak for it, theyare made Martyrs 


o' the 


Gridiron, they melt in Paſſion; and your Maids too know 
this, and yet woukd have me turn Hannibal, and eat my 


.own Fleſh and Blood. [ He 


pulls aut a red Herring. ] My 


Princely Couz fear nothing; I have not the Heart to 


devour you, an' I might be made as rich as King Coph 
O that | had room tor my Tears, I could weep Salt- water 


etua. 


enough now to preſerve the Lives of ten thouſand ot my 
Kin, But I may curſe none but theſe filthy Almanacks ; 
for an't were not for them. theſe Days ot Perſecution 


would ne'cr be known. I'll be hang d an' ſome Fiſhman- 
| hy not make ot em, and puts in more Faſting 
ys than he ſhould do, becauſe he would utter his Father's 


dried Stock- fiſn and ſtinking Conger. 


Cafh. slight, Peace, thou'lt be beaten like a Stock- fiſn 
elſe: Here's Mr. Matthew. Now muſt I look out for a 


Meſſeoger to my Maſter. 


Well-bred, E. Kno'well, Brain-worm, Bobadill, M athew, 


Stephen, Thomas, Cob. 


hel. Beſhrew me, but it was an abſolute good Jeſt, and 
exceedingly well carried. BIT 
E. Know, I, and our Ignorance maintain d it as well, 


Wel, 


did it aq: 
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Wel. Yes faith; but was't poſſible thou ſhouldſt not 
*. him? I forgive Mr. Stephen, for he is Stupidity it 
E. Kno. Fore God, not I, an' I might ha? been join'd 
Patten with one of the ſeven Wiſe Maſters for know. 
ing him, He had fo writhen himſelf into the Habit 
ot one of your poor — your ** ruin 
ous, worm · eaten Gentlemen of the Round; ſuch as have 
vowed to ſit on the Skirts of the City, like your Provoſt 
and his half- dozen of Halberdiers, do what they can; and 
have tranſlated Begging out of the old Hackney - pace, to x 
fine eaſie Amble, and made & run as ſmooth on the Tongue 
as a ſhove-groat Shilling. Into the Likeneſs of one of 
theſe Reformado's had he moulded himſelt ſo perfectly, ob- 


ſerving every Trick of their Action, as, varying the Ac- 


cent, ſwearing with an Emphaſis, indeed all with fo ſpecial 
and exquiſite a Grace, that (hadſt thou ſeen him) thou 
wouldſt have ſworn, he might have been Ser jeant Major, 
it not Lieutenant - Colonel to the Regiment. 
Hel. Why Brain-worm, who would have thought thou 


hadſt been ſuch an Artificer ? 


E. Know. An Artificer? an Architect! Except a Man had 
ſtudied Begging all his Lite- time, and been a Weaver of 


Language from his Infancy for the cloathing ot it, I never 
la his Rival. 


Hel. Where got ' ſt thou this Coat, I mar'le ? 
Brai. Of a Hounſditeh Man, Sir; one of the Devil's 
near Kinſmen, a Broker. 
Wel. That cannot be, if the Proverb hold; for, A crafty 
Kna ve needs no Broker. 
Bras. True, Sir: But I did need a Broker, Ergo. 
el. (Well put off.) No cratty Knave, 2 {ay. 
E. Kno. Tut, he has more of theſe Shifts. 
4 Brai. And yet where I have one, the Broker bas ten, 
ir. 
Tho. Francis, Martin: Ne'er a one to be found now ? 


What a ſpite's this? 


Wel. How now, Thomas ? is my Brother Kitely with- 
in? 15 | 
Tho. No Sir, my Maſter went forth e en now; but Maſe 


ter Downright is within, Cob, what Cob 7 Is he gone 


too? tal, 
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Wel. Whither went your Maſter, Thomas, canſt thou 
tell? | | 
The. 1 know not; to Juſtice Clement's, I think, Sir, 
Cob. 

E. Kno. Juſtice Clement! what's he ? 

Mel. hy, doſt thou not know him? He is a'City-Ma- 
giſtrate, a Juſtice here, an excellent good Lawyer, and a 
great Scholar; but the on] 4 merry od Fellow in Eu- 
rope. I ſhew d him you the other Day. 

E. Know, Oh, is that he? I remember him now. Good 
faith, and he has a very ſtrange Preſence, methinks; it ſhews 
2s if he ſtood out of the Rank from other Men: I have 
heard many of his Jeſts ''th* Univerſity. They ſay, he 
will commit a Man tor taking the Wall of his Horſe. 

Mel. I, or wearing his Cloke on one Shoulder, or ſerv- 
ing of God; any thing indeed, if it come in the way ot his 
Humour, i 2 

Caſh, Gaſper, Martin, Cob . Heart where ſhould they 
be trow ? [Caſh goes in and otut, calling. 

Bob. Maſter Kitely's Man, pray thee vouchſafe us the 
lighting of this Match, 

Caſh Fire on your Match: No time but now to vouch- 
ſafe? Francis, Cob. | 

Bes. Body of me! Here's the Remainder of ſeven 
Pound ſince yeſterday was ſeven-night. Tis your right 
Trinidado: Did you never take any, Maſter Stephen? 

Step, No truly, Sir; but I'iHearn to take it now, ſince 
you commendit ſo. | 

Bob. Sir, believe me(upon my Relation) for what I te! 
you, the World ſhall not reprove. I have been in the In- 
die:(where this Herb grows) where neither my ſelt nor a 
Dozen Gentlemen more (of my Knowledge) have re- 
ceived the taſte of any other Nutriment in the World, for 
the ſpace of one and twenty Weeks, but the Fume of this 
Simple only. Therefore, it cannot be, but tis moſt Divine. 
Further, take it in the Nature, in the true kind, ſo it makes 
an Antidote, that had you taken the moſt deadly poiſonous 
Plant in all rah, it ſhould expel it, and clarifie you, with 
as much eaſe as | ſpeak, And for your green Wound, your 
Balſamum and your St. Fohn's Wort are all meer Gullerics 
and Traſh to it, eſpecially your Trinidado; your Nicotian is 
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ood too. I could ſay what I know of the Virtue of it, 
for the Expulſion of Rheums, raw Humours, Crudities, 
Obſtrucions, with a thouſand of this kind; but 1 profeſs 
my ſelf no Quackſalver. Only thus much; By Hercules, l 
do hold it, and will affirm it (before any Prince in Europe) 
to bethe moſt ſovereign and precious Weed that ever the 
Earth tendered 10 the uſe of . Man. 
E. Kao. This Speech would ha' done decently in a To- 


| bacco-trad.r's Mouth. 
Caſh. At Juſtice Clement's he is, in the middle of Cole- 


man: ſtreet. 8 


Cob. Oh, oh! 
Bob, Where'sthe Match I gave thee, Maſter, Xitely's 


Man ? 
Caſh. Would his Match and he, and Pipe and all were at 
Sancto Domingo. | had forgot it. 

Cob. By Gods me | marle what Pleaſure or Fel'city they 
have in taking this Roguiſh Tobacco ! its good for nothing 
but to choak a Man, and fill him tull of Smoke and Embers: 
There were four died out of one Houſe laſt Week with 
taking of it, and two more the Bell weat for Yeſternight; 
one of them (they ſay) will ne'er eſcape it; he voided a 
Buſhel of Soot yeſterday, upward and downward. By the 
Stocks, an' there were no wiſer Men than I, I'd have it 
preſent whipping, Manor Woman, that ſhould but deal 
with a Tobacco-pipe; why, it will ſtifle them all in the 


end, as many as ule it; it's little better than Ratsbane or 


Roſaker. 
All. Oh, good Captain, hold, hold. 
| [ Bobadil beats him with a Cudgel. 
Bob. You baſe Cullion, you. 
Caſh. Sir, here's your Match, Come, thou muſt needs 
be talking too, thou'rt well enough ſerv d. 

Cob. Nay he will not meddle with his Match, I warragt 
you: Well, it ſtall be a dear beating, an'I live, | 
Bob. Do you prate ? do you murmur ? | | 

E. Kno. Nay, good Captain, will you regard the Hu- 
mourof a Fool? away, Knave. 
Nel. Thomas, get himaway. 
Tab. A hoarſon filthy Slave, a Dung-worm, and Excre 
„„ metz 
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ment! Body o Cæſar, but that I ſcorn to let forth ſo mean 
a Spirit, I'd ha ſtabb'd him to the Earth. 
Wel. Marry, the Law torbid, Sir. 

Bob. By Pharaob's Foot, I wculd ha' done it. 

Step. Oh, he ſwears moſt admirably ! (By Pharaoh's 
Foot, Body o' Ceſar) I ſhall never do it ſure, (Upon 
mine Honour and by St. George) No, I ha' not the right 
Grace, 

Mat. Maſter Stephen, will you any? By this Air, the 
moſt divine Tobacco that ever I drunk! 

Step. None, I thank you, Sir. O, this Gentleman do's 
it rarely too! but nothing like the other, By this Air, as 1 
am a Gentleman: By - 

Brai. Maſter, glance, glance! Maſter Wellbred. 

Step. As I have ſomewhat to be ſaved, I proteſt ; 

[ Mr, Stephen is practiſing to the Poſt. 

Mel. You are a Fool, it needs no Afidavir. 

E. Kno. Couſin, will you any Tobacco? 

Step. I, Sir! Upon my Reputation — 

E. Kyo. How now, Couſin! 

Step. I proteſt, as I am a Gentleman, but no Soldier, in- 


deed 
Wel. No, Maſter Stephen? As I remember, your Name 


isentred in the Artillery Garden. 
Step, I, Sir, that's true, Couſin, may I ſwear, as I 
am a Soldier, by that? 
5 Kno. O yes, that you may; its all you have for your 
ony. 
— Then, as I am a Gentleman, and a Soldier, it is di- 
yine Tobacco. . 
Wel. But ſoft, where's Mr. Matthew? gone? 


Brai. No, Sir; they went in here. 
Wel. Oler'sfol'ow them: Maſter Matthew is gone to ſa- 


lute his Miſtreſs in Verſe; we ſhall ha' the Happineſs to hear 
ſome of his Poetry now; he never-comesunfurniſh'd, 
Brain-worm ? 
Step, Brain-worm ? where is this Byain-worm ? 

— Kno. I, Couſin; no Words of it, upon your Gen- 
tilty. 
Step. Not J, body of me, by this Air, St. George, and 
the Foot of Pharaoh, 

| G 2 Web 


14 Every Man in his Humour. 


Wel. Rare! Your Couſin's Diſcourſe is ſimply drawn 
out with Oaths. 5 
E. Kno. I is larded with em; a kind of French Dreſ- 
ſing, if you love it. ] 
Kitehy, Cob. 

Kit. Ha? how many are there, ſaiſt thou? | 
Ces. Marry Sir, your Brother, Maſter Well-bred 
- Kit. Tur, beſide him: what Strangers are there, 

WF | 
Cob, Strangers? Let me ſec, one, two; maſs I know 
not well, there are ſo many. 

Kno. How? ſomany? 

Cob. I, there's ſome five, or ſix of them at the moſt, 

Kit. Aſwarm, a ſwarm! | 
Spite of the Devil, how they ſting my Head 
With forked Stings, thus wide and large! But, Cob, 
How long haſt thou been coming hither, Cob? 
Cob. Alittle while, Sir. 

Kit. Didſt thou come running? 

Cob. No, Sir. y 

Kit. Nay, then I am familiar with thy haſte! 
Bane to my Fortunes, what meant | to marry ? 
I, that before was rank d in ſuch Content, 
My mind at reſt too, in ſo ſoft a Peace, 
Being free Maſter of mine own tree Thoughts, 
And now become a Slave? What, never ſigh, 
Ee of good cheer, Man, for thou art a Cuckold: 
Tis done, tis done! Nay, when ſuch flowing Store, 
Plenty it (cit, falls in my Wite's Lap, 
The — will be mine, I know, But, Cos, 
What entertainment had they? 1 am ſure 

My Siſter and my Wife would bid them welcome! ha? 

Cob. Like enough, Sir; yet 1 heard not a Word of 


it. 
Kit. No; their Lips were ſeal'd with Kiſſes, and the 
„ 
Drown'd in a flood of Joy, at their Arrival, 
Had loſt her Motion, State. and Faculty. 
Cob, which of them was't that firſt kiſt my Wife? 
(Ny Sitter, I ſhould ſay) my Wite, alaſs! 
I fear not her. Ha? who was it, ſaiſt chou? , 
| Cob, 
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Cob. By my troth, Sir, will you have the troth of it? 

Kit. Oh I, good Cob, I pray thee heartily. _ 

Cos. Then Frm a Vagabond, and fitter for Bridewel than 
your Worſhip's Company, if I faw any body to be kiſt, 

unleſs they would have kiſt the Poſt in the middle of the | 
Warchouſe; for there I lett them all at their Tobacco, | 
with a Pox. | 

Kit. How ? were they not gone in then ere thou | 
eam'ſt ? 

Cob. O no, Sir. | | 

Kit. Spiteof the Devil! what do I ſtay here then? Cob, 
follow me. * 

Cob. Nay, ſoft and fair; I have Eggs on the Spit; I 
cannot go yet, Sir. Now am I, for ſome five and fifty Rea- 
tons, hammering, hammering Revenge: Oh tor three or 
four Gal ons of Vinegar, to ſharpen my Wits. Revenge, 
Vinegar Revenge, Vinegar and Muſtard Revenge: Nay, 
an' he had not lien in my Houſe, twould never have griey'd 
me; but being my Gueſt, que that I'll be ſworn my Wife 
has ent him her Smock off her Back, while his own Shirt 
has been at waſhing; pawn'd her Neck kerchers for clean 
Bands for him; fold almoſt all my Platters, to buy him 
Tobacco; and he to turn Monſter of Ingratitude, and 
ſtrike his awyful Hoſt! Well, 1 hope to raiſe up an Hoſt of 
Fury for't: Here comes JuſticeClement. 

Clement, Kno'well, ormal, Cob. 

Cob. What's Maſter Kitely gone, Roger? 

For. 1, Sir, 

Clem. Heart o' me! what made him leave us ſo abrupt- 
ly! How now, Sirrah? what make you here? what would 
you have, ha ? 


Cov. An': pleaſe your Worſhip, I am a poor Neighbour 
of your Worſhip's 


Clem. A poor Neighbour of mine? why, ſpeak poor 
Neighbour. 2 
Cob. Idwell, Sir, at the Sign of the Water-tankard, 


hard by the Green Lattice: I have paid Scot and Lot there 
any time this eighteen Years, 


Clem. To the Green Lattice? | 
Cob. No, Sir, to the Pariſh: Marry, I have ſeldomz 
ſeap d ſcot- free at the Lattice. 
G3 Clem. 
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Clem. O, well! What buſineſs has my poor Neighbour 


with me ? 
Cob. An'tlike your Worſhip, Iam come to crave the 


Peace of your Worſhip. | 
Clem. Of me, Knave? Peaceot me, Knave? Did I ever 


hurt thee, or threaten thee, or wrong thee ? ha? 
Cob, No, Sir; but your Worſhip's Warrant for one 
that has wrong'd me, Sir: His Arms are at too much Li- 
berty, I would fain have them bound to a Treaty of 
of Peace, an' my Credit could compaſs it with your Wor- 
ſh p. | | 
C em. Thou goeſt far enough about for't, I am ſure. 


Ka. Why, doſt thou go in danger ot thy Life for him, 


Friend: | 
Cob. No, Sir; but I go in danger of my Death every Hour, 


by his means; an' Idle within a twelyemonth and a day, 1 
may ſwear by the Law of the Land that he kill d me. 

Clem, How? how Knave? ſwear he kill'd thee? and by 

the Law? what pretence? hat Co our haſt thou for that? 

Cob, Marry, an't pleaſe your Worſhip. 
both B'ack and Blue; Colour enough, I warrant, you, I 

have it here to ſhow your Worſhip, 

Cjiem, What is he that gave you this, Sirrah? 

C. A Gentleman and a Soldier, he ſays he is, o'the 
City here. | 

Clem, A Soldiero'the City? What call you him 

Cob. Captain Boba dil. * 

Clem. Bobadil? And why did he bob and beat you, Sir. 
Tah ?' How began the quarcel betwixt you, .ha' ſpꝛak tru- 
tl Knave, I adviſe you. | 

Cob. Marry, indeed, an't pleaſe your Worſhip, only be- 
cauſe i ſpake againſt their vagrantTv-acco,as I came by em 
wh-n they were taking on't; for nothing elſe, 

Clem. Hal you ſpeak againſt Tobacco? Formal, his 
Name. | 
Form. W hat's your Name, Sirrah? 
Cob. Oliver, Sir, Oliver Cob, Sir. | 
Clem. TellOliver Cob, he ſhall go to the Goal, Formal. 
Form. Oliver Cob, my Maſter, Juſtice Cle ment, ſays, 


you ſhall go to the Goal. 
| 1 * Cob. 
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Cob. O, I beſeech your Worſhip; for God's ſake, dear 


Maſter Juſtice, | EY 

Clem. Nay, God's precious, an' ſuch Drunkards and 
Tankardsas you are, come to diſpute of Tobacco once, I 
have done ! away with him. 

Cob. O, good Maſter Juſtice, ſweet old Gentleman. 

Kno. Sweet Oliver would i cou d do thee any good. Ju- 
ſtice Clement, let me intreat you, Sir. 

Clem. What? a thread- bare Riſcal! aBeggar / a Slave, 
that never drunk out of better than Piſ;-pot Mettle in his 
life! and he to deprave and abuſe the vertue of an Herb ſo 
generally receiv'd in the courts of Princes, the Cnambers 


of Nobles, the B:wers of ſweet Ladies, the Cabbins of 


Soldiers! Roger, away With him, by God's precious ——.. 
1 ſay, go too. 

Cob. Dear Maſter Juſt'ce, let me be beaten again, I have 
deſerv'd it: but no: the priſon, I beſeech you. 

Kno. Alls poor Oliver! 

Clem. Roger, make him a Warrant, (he ſha'l not go) I 
but fear the Knave. 

Form. Do not ſtink, ſweet Oliver, you ſhall not go, my 

Maſter will give you a Warrant. 

Cob. O, the Lord maintain his Worſhip, his worthy 
Worſhip. 


Olem. Away, diſpatch him. How now, Maſter Kno- | 


well, in dumps! in dumps? Come, this becomes not. 
Kno. Sir, would 1 could not feel my Cares 
Clem. Your Cares are nothing / they are like my Cap, 

ſoon put on, and as ſoon put off. What? your Son is od 

enough to govern himſelt; let him run his courſe, it's the 


only way to make him a ſtaid Man. If he were an unthrift, 


a Ruffian, a Drunkard, or a licentious Liver, then you had 
reaſon; you had reaſon to take care: But, being none of 
theſe, Mirth's my witneſs, an' I had twice ſo many Cares 
as you have, I'd drown them all in a Cup of Sack. Comes, 


Z 


come, let's try it: I muſe your parcel ofa Soldier retuns 


nota'lthis while. | 
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ACT W. SCENE I. 
Down-right, Dame Kitley. 


Down. Ell Siſter, I tell you true; and-you'll find 
it ſo in the end. 
Dame. Alas, Brother, what would you have me to do? 
T'cannor help it; you ſee my Brother brings em in here; 
they are his Friends. 


Down, His Friends? his Friends? & ud they do nothing 


but haunt him upard down.. like a ſort of unlucky Spi- 


rits, and tempt him to all m.nner of Villany that can be 


thought of. Well, by this Light, a little thing would 
make me play the Devil. with ſome of em; and 'twere 
not more for your Husband's ſake, than any. thing elle, 


I'd make the Houſe too hot for the beſt on cm: They 


ſnould ſay, and ſwear, Hell were broken looſe, ehe they 

went hence. But, by God's will, tis no Bodics Fault but 

yours; for an' you haꝗ done as you might have done, thy 
ſhould have been parboil'd and t ak'd too, every Mother's 

Son, e're they ſnou d ha' come in e er a one of em. 
Dame. God's my life! did you ever hear the like ? what 

a ſtrange Man is this! Could keep out all them, think 

_ Lſhould put my ſelf againſt half a dozen Men? ſhould 

? Good faith you'd mad the patient'ſt Body in the World, 
to hear you talk ſo, without any Senſe or Reaſon ! 

Mrs. Bridget Ir. Maithew, Dame Kitley, Down- right, 
1 Stephen, Fd. Nuo well, Bobadil, Brain- worm, 
Caſh. . 

Brid, Servant in: roth) you are too prodigal 
Of your Wit's Treaſure, thus to pour it forth, 
Upon ſo mean a ſubje& as my Worth. | 
Mat. You fay well, Miſtreſs, and I mean as well. 
Down. Hoy-day, here is ſtuff! 


Well. O, now ſtand cloſe ; pray Heaven, ſhe can get him 


ta read: He ſhould do it of his own natural impudency. 
Brid, Seryant, what is this ſame, I pray you: 


Mat, 
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Mat. Marry, an Elegy, an Elegy, an odd Toy . 
Down. To mock an Ape withal : O, I could ſew up his- 

Mouth, now. | 
Dame, Siſter, I pray you let's hear it. 
Down, Are you Rhime given too? 
Mat. Miſtreſs, I'll read it if you pleaſe. 
Brid. Pray you do, Servant. | | 
Down, O, here's no Foppery! Death, I can indure the 

Stocks better. 
E. Kno. What ails thy Brother? can he not ho his Wa- 

ter at reading of a Ballad? > 
Wel. O, no; a Rhime to him is worſe than Cheeſe, or ' 

a Bag-pipe. But mark, you loſe the proteſtation. 
Mag. Faith, I did. it ina humour; I know not how it 

iss but, pleaſe you come near, Sir. This Gentleman has 

judgment, he knows how io eenſure of a pray 
you, Sir, you can judge. 
Step. Not I, Sir; upon my Reputation; and by the 

Foot of Pharaoh. | 
Hel. O, chide your Couſin for Swearing. 

* Nuo. Not I. ſo long as he does not forſwear hin- 

el 9 
Bob. Maſter: Marthew, you abuſe the expectation of 
your dear Miſtreſs and her fair Siſter; Fie, while you live 
avoid this prolixity. 
Mat. 1 ſhall, Sir; well, Incipene duloe. 
E. Kno. How ! Inſipere dulce? a ſweet thing to bea 

Fool, indeed. x | 
el What, do you take Bere in that Senſe ? 
E. Kno. Vou do not? you! this wasyour Vilany, to 

gull him witha motto. 8 

: Hel. O, the Benchers Phraſe: Pauca verba, piuca ver- 

. 
Mat. Rare Creature, let me peak without offence, - 

Would God my rude-words had the influence 


Jo rule thy thoughts, as thy fair Looks do mine, 


Ihen ſhouldſt thou be his Priſoner who is thine. 
E. Nuo. This is in Hero and Leander. ; 
Mel. O, I peace, we ſhall have more of this, 
Mat. Be nor unkind, and fair ; miſhapen ſtuff 


Bf behaviour boyſterous and rough. 


es Vel. 
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WP. How like you that, Sir? 
[ Maſter Step. anſwers with. ſhaking his Head. 


E. Kno. slight, he ſhakes his Head like a Bottle, to feel 


an there be any Brain in it! 
Mat. But obſerve the Cataſtrophe, now : 
And I in Duty will exceed all other, 
A5 you in Beauty do excel Loves Mother. 
E. Ko. Well, Fll have him free of the Wit-brokers; 
for he utters nothing but ſtol n Remnants. 
Wel. O, forgive it him. | 


E. Kno. A filching Rogue, hang him. And from the 


dead? it's worſe than Sacrilege. 
Wel. Siſter, what ha' you here? Verſes? pray you let's 
ſee: Who made theſe Verſes? they are excellent good 
Mat. O, Maſter Well-bred, tis your diſpoſition to ſay 
ſo, Sir. They were good i the Morning; I made em, 
ex tempore, this Morning. 
Hel. How? ex tempore? a 
Mat. I, would I might be hang'd elſe; ask Captain 
Pobadil, he ſaw me write them, at the (Pox on 
it) the Star, yonder. 
Brai. Can he find in his Heart to curſe the Stars ſo? 
E. Kno. Faith, his are even with him; they ha' curſt 
him enough already. 


Step. Couſin, how do you like this Gentieman's Verſes? 


E. Kno, O, admirable! the beſt that ever | heard, 
Couz! i | 
Step. Body o Ceſar, they are admirable! 
The beſt that I ever heard, as I am a Soldier. 

Down. Iam vext, I can hold ne er a Bone of me ſtill! 
Heart, I think they mean to build and breed here! 

Wel. Siſter, you have a ſimple Servant here, that crowns 
your Beauty wich ſuch Encomions and devices; you may 
ſee what it is to be the Miſtr ſs of a Wit! that can make 

our Pertections ſo tranſparent, that every blear Eye may 
— through them, and fee him drown'd over Head and 
Ears in he deep Weil of Deſire. Siſter Kirley, I marvel 
you get you not a Servant that can Rhime, and. do Tricks 


doo. 
Down, Oh Moaſter! impudence.it{clt. ! Tricks? 


. Dame, 


Dame. Tricks, Brother ? what Tricks? 
Brid. Nay, ſpeak, I pray you, what Tricks? 


Dame. I never ſpare any Body here; but ſay, what 


Tricks ? 
Brid. Paſſion of my Heart / do Tricks? 


Wel. slight, here's a Trick vied and re vied! why, you 
Munkies you, what a Catter-waling do you keep? has 


he not given you Rhimes, and Verſes, and Tricks? 
Down. O, the Fiend! | 


Mel. Nay, you Lamp of Virginity, that take it in ſnuff 
ſo! come and cheriſhthis tame Poetical Fury, in your Ser- 
vant, you'll be begg'd elſe ſhortly for a concealment : G 


to, reward his Muſe. You cannot give him leſs than a Shil- 


ling in Conſcience, for the Book he had it out of coſt him 


a Teſton at leaſt. How now, Gallants? Mr. Matthew? 


Captain? What all Sons of ſilence? no Spirit? 

Down, Come, you might praXiſe your Ruffian Tricks 
ſomewhere elſe, and not here, | wuſs; this is no Tavern 
nor Drinking- School, to vent your ao 6m in. 

Mel. How now! whoſe Cow has calv'd? 


Down. Marry, that has m'ne, Sir. Nay, Boy, never 
look askanceat me for the matter; I' tell you of it, I, Sir, 


you and your Companions mend your ſelces when Þ ha- 


done. 
Wel. My Companions? | 
Down. Yes, Sir, your Companions, ſo I ſay, Iam not 


afraid of you, nor them neither ; your hang-byes here. 


You muſt have your Poets and your Potlings,your Selado's - 
and Foolado'sto follow you up and dowa the City, and 


here they muſt come to domineer and ſwagger. Sirrah, 
you Ballad · ſinger, and Slops your Fel'ow there, get you 
out, get you home 


and that N 
wel. slight, ſtay, let's ſee what he dare do; cut off 
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; or (by this Steel) I'll cut oft your Ears, 


- 


his Ears! cut a Whetſtone, Youarean Als, do you ſee; 


touch any Man here, and by this Hand I'l run my Rapier 


to the Hilts in you. a 
Down. Vea that would I fain ſee, Boy. 


Dame. O Jeſu! Murder. Thomas, Gafper:- 
Brid. Help, help, Thomas. nf 
[Thy 


— — 
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| They all draw, and they of the Houſe make out to pan 


them. 
E. N. Gentlemen forbear, I pray you. 
Bob. Well, Sirrah, you Hollofernes; by my Hand, I will 
pin k your Fleſh full ot Holes with my Rapier for this; I 
will by-this good Heav'n: Nay, let him come, let him 
come, Gentlemen, by che Body- of St. George I'll not kil 


him. | 
offer to fight again, aud are parted. 

Caſh: Hold, h Gag As — — 

Down. Lou whorſon, bragging Coyſtril! 

| [To them] Kitehy. 

Kit. Mhy how now ? what's the matter 7 what's the 
ſtir here? | 5 
Whence ſprings the quarrel, Thomas? where is he? 
Put up your Weapons, and put off this Rage: 

My Wite and Siſter, they are cauſe of this. 
What, Thomas! where is this Knave? 

Caſh. Here, Sir. 

mel. Come, let's go: This is one of my Brother's aus 
dient Humours, this. 

Step. I am glad no Body was hurt, by his ancient hus 
mMOoura 

it. Why, how now, Brother. who enforc'd this braw]. 

Down. A ſort of lewd Rakeshel's, that care neither for 
God ner the Devil! And they muſt come here to read Bal- 
lads, and Roguery, and Traſh! I'll mar the knot of em 
ere I ſl-cp perhaps; eſpecially. Bok, . there ; he that's all 
— ſhapes! and Songs and Sonm 1, his Fellow. 

Bria Brother, indeed, you are too violent, 

Too ſudden in your humour; and you know 
My Brother Well Sred's tem per will not bear 
Any reproot, chiefly in ſuch a preſence, 
Where every Light diſgrace, he ſhould receive, 
Might wound him in Opinion, and Reſpect. 

Dows. Reipect? what talk you of reſpect 'mong ſuchz, 
As ha no ſpark of Manhood, nor good Mannors? | 
*Sdeins, I am aſhamꝭd to hear you], Reſpect? 

Brid. Ves, there was one a civil Gentleman, 

And very worthily demean'd himſelf! 
Wit, O. that was ſome Love of yours, Siſter ! © 
Brids 


U 
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' Brid. A Love of mine? I would it were no worſe, Bro- 

ther; | 
You'd pay my Portion ſooner than you think for.” 

11 Dame. Indeed, he ſeem'd to be a Gentleman of an cx- - 

[ ceeding fair Diſpolition, and ot very excellent good Parts? 

n Kit. Her Love, by Heav'n! my Wite's Minion! 

ll Fair Diſpoſition? excellent good Parts? 

, 


Death): theſe Phraſes are intollerable ! 
Good Parts? how ſhould ſhe know his Parts ? | 


His Parts? Well, well, well, well, well, well! 
Ivis too plain, too clear: Thomas, come hither... 
What, are they gone? 
Caſh.-1, Sir, they went in: ; 
My Miſtreſs, and your Siſter | 
Kit. Are any of the Gallants within? wy 
Caſh, No, Sir, they arc all gone. | 
Kit. Art thou fure of it? 
I canaſſure you, Sir: | 
it. What Gentleman was that they prais'd fo, ThR- 


* mas? 
| Cafh. One, they call him Maſter Kno'well, a handſom 
us young Gentleman, Sir. 
K. I. I thought ſo; my mind gave me as much: 
vl. I die, but they — hid him i' the Houſe · 
or Somewhere; Ill go and Search; go with me, Thomas, 
U- Be true to me, and thou ſhalt find me a Maſter. | 
m Cob. Tib.. 
all Cob. What Ti6, Nö, I ſay. 


Ni. How now, what Cuckold is thatknocks ſo hard & 
O. Husband, is't you? what's the News? _. 

Cob. Nay you have ſtunn'd me, i' faith! you ha? giv'n - 
mea knock o the Forehead will ſtick by me! Cuckold d 
Slid, Cuckold? | 

N. Away you Fool, did I know it was you that» 
2 Come, come you may call me as bad ven you- 


8 Cob. May I? Ti, youare a Whore. 
Tis, You lie in your Throat, Husband. 
Cob. How, the Lie? and in my Throat too? do you- 
Jong to be ſtabb'd, ha? 
Jibs- 
2 
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Tib. Why, you are no Soldier, I hope? 

Cob. O, mult you be ſtabb'd by a Soldier? Maſs, that's 
true? when was Bobadill here? your Captain? that Rogue, 

that Foiſt, that fencing Buargullion? I'll tickle him, i! faith. 
Ni. Why. what's the matter ? trow ! 

Cob. O, he has baſted me rarely, ſumptuouſly ! but I 
have it here in black and white; for his black and blue ſhall 
pay him. O, the Juſtice! the honeſt old brave Trojan in 

ondon | 1 do honour the very Flea of his Dog. A le. 

on him though, he put me once in a villanous filthy Fear; 
marry, it vaniſht away like the Smoak of Tobacco; but 
I was ſmoak'd ſoundly firſt. I thank the Devil, and his 
good Angel, my Gueſt. Well, Wife, or 7i6 (which you 
will) get you in, and lock the Door, I charge you let no 
Body in to you; Wife, no body into you; thoſe are my 
Words. Not Captain Bob himſelt, nor the Fiendin his like- 
neſs ; you are aWoman, you have Fleſh and Bg ood enough in 
you to be tempted; therefore keep the Door ſhut upon all 


Comers. 
Tib. 1 warrant you, there ſhall no Body enter here with- - 


out my Conſent. 
Cob. Nor with your Conſent, ſweet Ti6,. and fo I leave 
vou. 1 226 
A Tib. It's more than you know, whether you leave me 
» 


Cob. How ? 
Tib. Why, {weet. | 
Cob. Tut, ſweet or ſow'r, thou art a Flower. . 
Keep cloſe thy Door, I ask no more. 

Ed. Kno well, Well-bred, Stephen, Brain- worm. 
E. Kno. Well, Brain- worm, perform this Buſineſs hap- 
pily, and thou makeſt a Purchaſe of my Love for ever. 

Wel. I'faith, now let thy Spirits ule their beſt Facul- 
ties: But, at any hand, remember the meſlage to my 
Erother ; for there's no other means to ſtart him, 

Br ai. I warrant you, Sir, fear nothing; I have a nim- 
ble Soul has wak'd all forces of my Phant ſie by this time, 
and put em in rue Motion. What you have poſleſt me 
withall, I'll diſcharge it amply, Sir; make it no queſt ion. 

Wel. Forth, and proſper, brain-· worm. Faith, Ned,how 
doſt thou approye of my Abilities in this Device, 
| F. Kno. 
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E. Kno. Troth, well, howſoever; but it will come ex- 
cellent, if it take. 

Wel. Take, Man? why it cannot chuſe but take, if the 
Circumſtances miſcarry not: But, tell me ingenuouſly, 
doſt thou affect my Siſter Bridget as thou pretend'ſt? 

E. Kno. Friend, am I worth belief? | 

Wel. Come, do not proteſt. In faith, ſhe is a Maid. of 
good Ornament, and much Modeſty ; and, except I con- 
ceiv'd very worthily of her, thou ſhouldſt not have her. 

E. Kno. Nay, that I am afraid will be a Queſtion yet, 
whether I ſhall have her, or no? | 

Wel. Slid, thou ſhalt have her; by this Light thou 
ſnalt. | IE | 
E. Kno. Nay, do not ſwear, | ; 
Wel. By this Hand thou ſhalt have her; Il go fetch her 
preſently, Point but where to meet, and as J am an ho- 
neſt Man L'Il bring her. 

E. Kno. Hold, hold, be temperate. | 

Wel. Why, by what ſhall I ſwear by? thou 
ſhalt have her, as lam 

E. Kno. Pray thee, beat peace, I am fatisfied; and do 


believe thou wilt omit no offered Occaſion to make my 
Deſires compleat. | 


Wel. Thou ſhalt ſee, and know, I will not. 
Formal, Kno'well, Brain-worm. 

Form, Was your Man a Soldier, Sir ? | 

Kno. I, a Knave, Itook him begging o' th? way, 
This Morning, as I came over Moor-fields ! | 
O, here he is! yo have made fair ſpeed, believe me: 
Where, i' Name of Soth, could you be thus? 

Bras. Marry, peace be my Comfort, where I thought 
I ſhould have had little Comfort of your Worſhip's Ser- 
VICE. o 

Kno. How ſo? 

Brai. O, Sir, your coming to the City, your Enter- 
taiment of me and your ſending me to watch! 
1d-ed, all the Circumſtances either of your Charge, or 
my [mployment, are as open to your Son, as to your 

t. | 


Kuo, How ſhou.d that be, unleſs that Villain, Brain- 
worm, 


Have 
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Have told him of the Letter, and diſcover'd 
All that I ſtrictly charg'd him to conceal? *cis ſo! 
Brai.-I am partly o the Faith 'tis ſo indeed. 
Kno. But, how ſhould he know thee to be my Man? 
Brai. Nay, Sir, I cannot tell; unleſs it be by the black 
Art! Is not your Sona Scholar, Sin? 
Kuo. Les, but I hope his Soul is not allied 
Vnto ſuch Helliſu Practice: If it were, 
I had juſt Cauſe to weep my Part in him, 
And curſe the time of his Creation . 
But, where didſt thou find them, Fitz-Sword? 
Bras. You ſhould rather ask where they found me, Sir; 


for, IH be ſworn, I was going along in the Street, think - 


ing nothing, when (of a ſudden) a Voice calls Mr. Kno- 
meil's Man, another cries, Soldier: and thus half a Do- 
zen of em, till they had call'd me within a Houſe, 
where I no ſooner came, but they ſeem'd Men, 
and out fle all their Rapiers at my Boſom, with ſome 
three or tourſcore Oaths to accompany em; and all to tell 
me, I was but a dead Man, if I did got confeſs where you 
were, and how | was employed, and about what; which, 
when they could not get out ot me (as I proteſt, they 
muſt ha' diſſected, and made an Anatomy o' me firſt, and 
ſo I told em) they lockt me up into a Room i' the top of 
a high Houſe, whence by great Miracle (having a light 

Heart) l ſlid dowa by a bottom of Pack thred into theStreet, 
and ſo*ſcap'r. But, Sir, thus much I canaſſure you, for 
I heardit while I was lockt up, there was a great many 
rich Merchants and brave Citizens Wives with em at a 
Feaſt; and your Son, Mr. Edward,: withdrew with one 
of em, and has pointed to meet her anon at one Cob sHouſe 
a Water-bearer, that dwells by the Wall. Now, there your 
Worſhip ſha!l be ſure to take him, for there he Preys, and 
fail he will not. 

E. Kno. Nor will I fail to break his match, 1 doubt, 


Go thou along with Juſtice Clement's Man. 


Abd ſtapthere for mz. At one Cob's. Houſe, fayſt thous? 


Brai, 
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Byai, I Sir, there you ſhall have him. Ves? inviſible? 
Much Wench, or much Son!'Slight, when he has ſtaid there 
three or four Hours, travelling with the expectation of 
Wonders, and at length be deliver'd of Air: O, the ſport 
that I ſhou'd.then take to look on him if 1 durſt ! But now 
I mean to appear no more afore him in this ſhape. I have 
another Trick to act yet. O thatIwere ſo happy as to light on 
a nupſon now of this Juſtice's Novice. Sir, I make you 
ſtay ſomewhat long. | 
Form. Nota whit, Sir, Pray you whatdo you mean,. 
Sir ? | 

Brai. I was puting up ſome Papers 

Form. You ha'been lately in the Wars, Sir, it ſeems, 

Brai, Marry have I, Sir, to my loſs; and expence of 
all almoſt 

Form. Troth Sir, I would be glad to beſtow a Pottle 
of Wine o' you, if it pleaſe you to accept i. 

Brai. O, Sir — 

Form, But to hear the manner of your Services, and 
your devices in the Wars, they ſay they be very ſtrange, 
and not like thoſe a Man reads in the Roman Hiltories, or 
ſees at Mile · end. 

Brai. No l aſſure you, Sir; why at any time wher-it 
pl:aſe you, I ſhall be ready to diſcourſe to you all I know : 
and more too ſome what. 

Form. No better time than now, Sir; we'll go to the 
Wind-mill: there we ſhall have a Cup of neat Griſt, we 
_ [ pray you, Sir, let me requeſt you ta the Wind- 
mill. 
Brai I'll follow you, Sir; and make Griſt of you, it. 
have good luck. 

Matthew, Ed. Kno well, Eobadil, Stephen, Down-right, 
| (to them 

Mat. Sir, did your Eyes ever taſte the like Clown of 
him, where we were to Day, Mr. HMell-bred's half Bro- 
th.r? [think the whole Earth cannot ſhew his parallel by 
this Day-light. | 

E. Kno. We were now ſpeaking of him: Captain 
Bobadill tells me he is tallen foul o you too, 

Mat. O, I Sir, he threatued me with the Baſtinado. ; 
Bod, 
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Bos. I, but I think, I taught you prevention this 

Morring, tor that You ſhall kill him beyond 

queſtion : it you be ſo generouſly minded. 

Mat. Indeed, it is a moſt excellent Trick! 

Bob. O, you do not give ſpirit enough to your Motion, 
— are too tardy, too heavy / O, it muſt be done like 

ightning, hay ? [ He practiſes at à Poſt, 

Mat. Rare Capta'n ! 

Bob, Tut,'tis nothing, an't be not donein a uno 

E. Kno. Captain, did you ever prove your ſelf upon any 
of our Maſters of Defence here? 

Mat. O good Sir! yes hope he has. 

Bob. I will tell you, Sir. Upon my firſt — to the 
City, after my long travail, tor Knowledge (in that my- 
ſtery only) there came three or four of em to me, at a 
Gentle man's Houſe, where it was my chance to he reſident 
at tha! time, to intreate my Preſence at the r Schools; and 
withal ſo much importun'd me, that (I proteſt to you, as 

I am a Gentleman) I was aſham'd of their rude demeanour 
out of all Meaſure: well, I told *em that to come to a pub- 
lick School, they ſnould pardon me, it was oppoſite (ia 
diameter) to my Humour; but, if ſo be they would give 
their attendance at my Lodging, I proteſted to do them 
— right or favour 1 could, as I was a Gentleman, and ſo 
rth.. 
E. Kno So, Sir, then yqu tried their Skill 
Bob. Alas, ſoon tryed ! you ſhal hear Sir. Within two or 
"three Days after thy came; and, by honeſty, fair Sir, be- 
lieve me, I grac'd them exceedingly, ſhewed them ſome 
-ewo or three tricks of prevention, have purchas'd em ſince 
a Credit to admiration ! they cannot deny this: and yet 
- Now they hate me, and why ? becauſe I am excellent, and 
for no other vile Reaſon on the Earth. 
E. Kno. This is ſlrange and barbarous! as ever I heard, 
Bob. Nay, for a more inſtance of their prepoſterous Na- 
tures? but note, Sir. They have aſſaulted me ſome three, 
four, five, ſix of them together, as I have walkt alone in div- 
ers Skirts i th Town, as Turn-bu l, White-chappel, Shore- 
ditch, which were then my quarters? and ſince, upon the 
Exchange, at my Lodging, and at my Ordinary: where ! 


hayedriyen themafore me the whole lengthof a ſtrect, inthe 
N | open 
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Pen view of all our Gallants, pitying to hurt them, believe 


me. Yet all this Lenity will not o'ercome their Spleen; 


they will be doing with the Piſmire, raifing a Hill a Man 
may ſpurn abroad with his foot at pleaſure. By my ſelf [ 
could have ſlain them all, but 1 delight not in Murder, I 
am loth to ber any other than this Baſtinado for em: yet I 
hoid it good Pe lity not to go difarm'd, for though I be skil- 
tul, Imay be oppreſs'd with Multitudes. 

E Kno. I, believe me, may you Sir: and (in my con- 
ceit) our whole Nation ſhould ſuſtain the loſs by it, if it 
were 1o, 

Bob, Alas no: what's a peculiar Man toa Nation? not 
ſeen, | 

E. Kno. O, but your skill, Sir. 

Bob. indeed, that might be ſome loſs ; but who reſpects 
it? I will tell you, Sir, by the way of private, and under 
Seal? I am a Gentleman, and live here obſcure, and to my 
ſelf ; but, wereI known to Her Majeſty and theLords (ob- 
ſerve me)I would undertake (upon this poor Head and 
Life) for the publick Benefit of the State, not only to {fare 
the intire Lives of her Subjects in general; but to fave the 
one half, nay, three parts of her yearly charge in holdin 
War, and againſt what Enemy ſoever. And how woul 
Ido it, think you? 

E. Kno Nay, | know not. nor can | conceive, 

Bob. Why thus, Sir, I would ſelect Nineteen more, to. 
my ſelf, throughout the Land ; Gentlemen theyſhould be 
ot good Spirit, ſtrong and able Conſtitution, I would chuſe 
them by an inſtin&, a Character that I have: and | would 
tach theſe Nineteen the ſpecial Rules, as your Punto, 
jour Reverſo, your Stoccata, your Imbroccato, your Paſſada 
your M ontanto; tell they could all play very near, or al- 
together as well as my ſelf. This done, {ay the Enemy 
rere forty thouſand ſtrong, we Twenty would come in- 
tothe Field the Tenth of March, or thereabouts; and we 
would challenge Twenty of the Enemy; they could not in 
their Honour refuſe us; well, we would kill them; chal- 
enge Twenty more, killthem; Twenty more, kill them; 
Twenty more, kill them too; and thus would we kill 
erery Man his Twenty a Day, that's Twenty ſcore; Twen- 
ſcore, that's Two hundred; Two hundred a Day, 


ire Days a thouſand ; Forty thouſand ; Forty times five, 


five... 
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F,ve Times Fotry, Two hundred Days kills them all up 
by Computation. And this will I venture iny poor Gentle- 
man- like Carcaſs to perform (provided there be no Tre 
{on practis d upon us) by fair and diſcreet Manhood; that 
is, Civily by theSword. | 
E. Kno. Why ar e you ſo {ure of your Hand, Captain, 
at all times? x 
Bob. Tut, never miſs thruſt upon my Reputation with 
with you. 
E. Kuo. I would not ſtand inPown-right's ſtate then, an 
you meet him, for the wealth of any one Street in ondon. 
Bob. W hy, Sir, you miſtake me! it he were h. re now, 
by this welkin, I would not draw my Weapon on him ! let 
this Gentleman do his Mind: but F will baſtinado him (by 
the bright Sun) wherc-cyer I meet him. 
Mat. Faith, and Vl have a fling at him at my diſtance, 
E. Kngo. Gods ſo, look — is; yonder he goes. 
Downright walks over the Stage. 
Dow. What peevi(h luck have |, 1 cannot meet with 
theſe bragging Raskals ? 
Bob. It's not he? is it? 
E. Kno. Les faith, it is he. 
Matr. IL'Il be hang'd then if that were he. 
E. Kno. Sir. keep your hanging good for ſome greater 
matter, for I aflure you that was he. 
2 Upon my Reputation it wis he. 
Bob. Had I thought it had been he, he muſt no? have 
gone ſo: but 1 can hardly be induc'd to believe it was be 
et. 
© E. Kno. That Ithink, Sir, But ſee, he is come agiin! 
Dow. ,0 Fharaoh's foot, have 1 found you Come, 
draw to your Tools? draw Gipfie, or I thre you. 
Bob. Gentleman of Valour, Ido believe in thee, heat 
Me 
Dow. Draw your Weapon then. | 
Bob. Tall Man, 4 hls; on it till now-(body of 
me) I had a Warrant of the peace ſerved on me, even now 
as | came along, by a Waterbearer ; this Gentleman law 
it, Mr. Matthew. 
Dow. Sdeath, you will not draw then? 
He beats him and diſarms him, Matthew runs war. 


Jab. Hoid, hold, under tiry fayour forbear. Dow: 


| 
} 
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Daw. Prate again, as you like this, you whoreſon 
poiſt you. You'll controul the point, you? Your Conſort 
is gone ? had he ſtaid he had ſhar'd with you, Sir, 

Bob. Well Gentlemen, bear Witneſs, I was bound to 
the Peace, by this good Day. 

E. Kno. No faith, it's an ill Day, Captain, never reckon 
it other: but, ſay you were bound to the Peace, the Law 


allows you to defend your ſelf: that'll prove but a poor 


Excuſe. | 

Bob. | cannot tell, Sir. I deſire good conſtruction in 
fair ſort. I never ſuſtain'd the like Diſgrace (by heaven) 
ſure I was ſtruck with aPlanet thence, tor I had no power 
to touch my Weapon. | 

E. Kno. I, like enough, I have heard of many that 
have been beaten under a Planet: Go, get you to a Surgeon. 
*Slid, an' theſe be yours Tricks, your Paſſadoes, and 
your mountantoes, Il none of them. O, manners! that 
this Age ſhould b ing forth ſuch Creatures! that Nature 
ſhould be at leaſure to make em! Come, Couz, 

Step. Maſs, I'Il ha' this Cloke. 

E. Kno. Gods will, 'tis Down-right's. 

Step. Nay, 'tis mirie now, another might haye tane't up 
as well as I, 1'i] wear it, ſo I will, 

E. Kno. How an' he ſee it? he'll challenge it, aſſure your 
ſelf. | 
Step. I, but he ſhall not ha“ it? I'll ay I bought it. 
E. Kno. Take heed you buy it not too dear, Couz. 


Kitely, Well-bred, Dame Kit, Bridget, Brain-worm, Caſh. 


Kit. Now, truſt me Brother, you were much toblame, 


T' incenſe his Anger, and diſturb the Peace 

Of my poor Houſe, where there are Sentinels, 
That every Minute watch to give Alarms, 

Of civil War, without Adje&ion 

Ot your Aſſiſtance or Occaſion, 


Well. No harm done, Brother, I warrant you: ſince there 
no harm done. Anger colts a Man nothing; and a tall 
Man is never hisown Man'till he be angry. To keep his 
Valour in ob{curity, is to keep bimſelf as it were in a 
Cloke-bag. hat's a Muſician unleſs he play? What's 
a tall Min unleſs hc fight? For indeed all this my wiſe Bro- 


ther ſtands upon abſolutely ; and that made me tallin with 
kim 10 reſolutely, 


Dame, 


1 
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Dame. I, but what harm might have come of it, Bro- 


ther? ; | 
wel. Might, Siſter ? ſo might the good warm Clothes 


your Husband wears be poiſon'd, for any thing he knows; 


or the wholeſome Wine he drunk, even now at the 
Table 
Kit. Now, God forbid: Ome. Now I remember my 
Wife drunk to me laſt; and chang'd the Cup, 
And bade me wear this curſed Sute to Day. 
See, if Heav'n ſuffer Murder undiſcover'd! 
I feel me il! ʒgive me ſome Mithridate, 
Some e and Oil, good Siſter, fetch me; 


O, I am ſick at Heart ! I burn, I burn. 
If you will fave my Life, go, fetch it me. 
Well. O ſtrange Humour! my very Breath has poiſon'd 
im, 
Brid. Good Brother be content, what do you mean ? 
The ſtrength of theſe extream Conceits will kill you. 
Dame, Beſhrew*your Heart-blood, Brother Well-bred, 
now, for putting ſuch a Toy into his Head. 
wel. Is a fit ſimile a Toy? will he be poiſon d with a 
ſmile? Brother Kitely, what a ſtrange and idle imagina- 


tion is this? For ſhame, be wiſer. O my Soul there's no 


ſuch Matter. 
Kit. Am J not ſick? how am I then, not poiſon'd? 


Am I not poiſon'd ? how am I then ſo fick ? | 
Dame. If you be ſick, your own Thoughts make you 
Sick. | 
wel. His Jealouſy is the Poiſon he has taken. 
Brai. Mr. Kitely, my Maſter Juſtice Clement ſalutes 
you; and deſires to ſpeak with you with all poſſible ſpeed, 
He comes diſguis d like Fuſtice Clement's Man. 
Kit. No time but now ? when I think I am ſick ? very 


Martial Diſcourſe; where ſo 1 marſhall'd him, that I made 


fick ! well, I will wait upon his Worſhip. Thomas Cob, 
J muſt ſeek them out, and ſet em Sentinels till I return. 


Thomas, Cob, Thomas. 
Wel. This is perfectly rare, Brain-worm! but how got'ſt 


thou this Apparel of the Juſtice's Man, 


Brai. Marry Sir, my proper fine Pen- man would needs 


beſtow the Griſt o' me, at the Wind- mill, to hear ſome 


Every Man in his Humour, 161 


him drunk with Admiration! and, becauſe too much 
Heat was the cauſe of h's Diſtemper, 1 ſtript him ſtark . 
naked, as helayalong aſleep, and borrowed his Sute to 
deliver this Counterteit Meſſo ge in, leaving a ruſty Armour, 
and an old brown Bill to watch him till my return; which 
ſhall be, when I ha' pawn'd his Apparel, and ſpent the bet- 
terpart o' the Money, perhaps. 
Wel. Well, thou art a ſucceſsful merry Knave, Brain- 
wrm, his Abſence will be a good Subject for more Mirth. 
I pray thee, return to thy young Maſter, and will him to 
meet me and my Siſter Bridget at the Tower inſtantly; 
for, here tell him the Houle is ſo ſtor d with Jealouſie, 
there is no Room for Love to ſtand uprightin, We muſt 
get our Fortunes committed to ſome large Priſon, ſay; 
and then the Tower, I know no better Air; Nor where 
the Liberty, of the Houſe, may do us more preſent Service, 
Away. | 
2 Come hither, Thomas. Now my Secret's ripe, 
And thou ſhalt haveit: Lay to both thine Ears. 
Hark, whatl ſay to thee. I muſt go forth, Thomas, 
Becareful of thy Promife, keep good watch, 
Noteevery Gallant, and obſerve him well, 
That enters in my Abſence to thy Miſtreſs: 
If ſhe would ſhew him Rooms, the Jeſt is ſtale; 
Follow 'em, Thomas, or elſe hang on him, 
And let him not go after; mark their Looks; 
Note it ſhe offer but to ſee his Hand, 
Or any other amorous Toy about himz - | 
But praiſe his Leg, or Foot; or if ſhe ſay 
The Day is hot, and bid him feel her Hand, 
How hot it is; O, that's a monſtrous thing! 
Note me all this, good Themas, mark their Sighs, 
And, if they do but whiſper, break em off: 
I'llbear thee out in it. Wilt thou do this? 
Wilt thou be true, my Thomas ? 
Caſh. As Truth's ſelf, Sir. 


Kit, Why, Llbeclieve thee; where is Cob, now? Cob > 


Da. He's ever calling tor Cos! I wonder how he im- 
t ploys Cob, ſo! 5 
Wel. Indeed Siſter, to ask how he imploys Cob. is a 
"2 neceſlary Queſtion, tor you that are his Wite, and a thing 
e * 


not. 
— . 


— —ů——ñ— HũN 


162 Every Man in his Humour. 


not very eaſie for you to be ſatisfied in; but this I'll aſſure 


you, Cob's Wife is an excellent Bawd, Siſter, and often- 
times your Husband haunts her Houſe; marry, to what 
end; | cannot altogether accuſe him, imagine you what 
you think convenient, But I have known fair Hides have 
foul Hearts, e er now, Siſter. | 

Dame. Never ſaid you truer than that, Brother, ſo much 
I can tell you for your learning. Thomas, fetch your Cloke 
and go with me, .[']| after him preſently: I would to For- 
tune I could take him there, i' faith, I'd return him his 
own, I warrant him. 

Wel. So let em go: this may make {port anon. 
Now, my fair Siſter- in law, that you knew but how hap- 
py a thing it were to be Fair and Beautiful? 

Brid. That touches not me, Brother. 

Wel. That's true; that's even the Fault of it : for in- 
deed, Beauty ſtands a Woman in no ſtead, unleſs it procure 
her touching. But, Siſter, whether it touch you or no, 


it touches your Beauties; and I am ſure, they will abide the 


touch; an' they do not, a Plague of all Ceruſe, ſay I; and 
it touches me too in part, though not in the . Well, 
there's a dear and reſpected Friend of mine, Siſter, ſtands 
very ſtrongly and worthily affected toward you, and hath 
yow'd to inflame whole Bonefires of Zeal at his Heart in 
Honour of your Perfections. I have already engag'd my 
Promiſe to bring you, where you ſhall hear him confirm 
much more. Ned Kno'wel is the Man, Siſter, There's no 
exception againſt the Party, You are ripe for a Husband ; 
and a Minutes loſs to ſuch an Occaſion, is a great Treſpaſs 
ina wiſe Beauty. What ſay you, Siſter ? On my Soul he 
loves you, will you given him the Meeting 

Brid. Faith 1 had very little Confidence in mine own 
Conſtancy, Brother, if I durſt not meet a Man: But this 
Motion of yours favours of an old Knight-adventurer's 
Servantalittle too much methinks, 

Wel. What's that, Siſter ? 

Brid. Marry, of the Squire. 

Wel. No mutter if it did, I would be ſuchan one for 
my Friend, But ſee! who is return'd to hinder us? 

Kit. What Villany is this? call'd out ona falſe Meſſage ? 
This was ſome Plot! I was not ſent for. Bridger, 
nanny Oo Bri, 


„„ . was. Rona: 


Brid. I think ſhe be gone forth? Sir. N 
Kit. How ! is my Wife gone forth? whither, for God 
fake ? | 
Brid. She's gone abroad with Thomas. 
Kit. Abroad with Thomas? oh, that Villain dors me. 
He hath diſcover'd all unto my Wife! 
Beaſt that I was to truſt him; whither I pray you went 
ſhe? ON 
Brid. I know not, Sir. 
Wiel. I' tell you, Brother, whither I ſuſpect ſhe's 


gone. 
, Whither, good Brother? 

Wel. To Cob's Houſe, I believe: but, keep my Coun- 
ſel 


ms I will, I will: To Coò's Houſg? doth ſhehaunt 
Coò s; 
She's gone a ſe now to Cuckold me, 
Wirk that lewd Raskal who to win her Favour, 
Hath told her all. 

Wel. Come, he's once more gone, 
Siſter, let's loſe no time; th' Affair is worth it. | 
Matthew, Bobadill, Brain-worm, Down-right. [To them] 
Mat. I wonder Captain what they will ſay ot my go- 


"ing away? ha? 


Bob, Why, what ſhould they fay; but as of a diſcreet 
Gentleman; quick,wary, reſpectful of Nature's fair Linea- 
ments; and that's all. 
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Mat. Why fo! but what can they ſay of your 


beating ? | 

Boy? A rude part, a touch with ſoft Wood, a kind of 
groſs Battery us'd, laid on ſtrongly, born moſt patiently g 
and that's all. | 

Mat. I, but would any Man have offered it in Fenice, 
as you ſay? 3 

Bob, Tut, 1 aſſure you, no: you ſhall have there your 
Nobilis, your Gentelezza, come in bravely upon your re- 
verſe, ſtand you cloſe, ſtand you firm, ſtand you fair, fave 


your retricato with his left Leg, come to the aſſalto with | 


the right, thruſt with brave Steel, deſie your baſe Wood 7 


But wherctorc do I awake this remembrance } 1 was faſei- 
TO RN dane 


nated 


— — 
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nated by Jupiter, faſcinated by Jupiter; taſcinated; but 

4 Will be unwitch'd, and reveng d by Law. . 

| Mat. Do you hear, is't not beſt to get a Warrant, and 

| | have him arreſted and brought before Juſtice Clement: 
Bob. It were not amiis, would we bad it. 

| Mat, Why here comes his Man, let's ſpeak to him. 

| Bob. Agreed, do you ipeak. | 

| Mat. *Save you, Sir. 

Brai. With all my Heart, Sir. 

Mat. Sir, there is one Down- right hath abus'd this Gen- 

tleman and my ſelf, and we determine to make our amends 

| by Law; now, if you would do us the Favour to procure a 

Warrant, to bring him atore your Maſter, you ſhall be well 

conſider'd, I aſſure you, Sir, 

bmi. Sir, yoy know my Service is my Living; ſuch 

= Favours as theſe gotten of my Maſter is his only Preter- 
ment, and therefore you muſt conſider me as 1 may make 

benefit of my Place. | 
Mat. How is that, Sir ? 

Brai. Faith, Sir, the Thing is extraordinary, and the 
Gentleman may be of great Account; yet, be what he will, 
if you will lay medown a brace ot Angels in my Hand, 
you ſhall have it, -otherwiſe not. | 

Mat. How ſhall we do Capta n? he asks a brace of An- 
you have no Monev ? | | 
Bo. Not a Crots, by Fortune. 
Mat. Nor I, as [ama Gentleman, but two Pence left 
of -my Two Shillings in the Morning for Wine and Rad- 
diſh: let's find him tome Pawn. 3 | 
Bob. Pawn? we have none to the yalue of his De- 
mand. 
Mat. O, yes: I'll pawn this Jewel in my Ear, and you 
may pawn your Silk-ſtockings, and pull up your Boots, 
they will ne'er be miſt: It muſt be done now. 
Bob. Well, an' there be no Remedy: I'll ſtep aſide and 
- pull 'em tl. 6 
Mat. Do you hear, Sir? we have no ſtore of Money at 
this time, but you ſhall have good Pawns; look you, Sir, 
zhis Jewel, and that Gentleman's — 


Every Man in his Humour. 1657 
cauſe we would have it diſpatch'd ere we vent to 
our Chambers. | a 
Erai. 1am content, Sir; I will get you the Warrant 
. preſently ; what's his Name, fy you? Downright ? 
) Mat. I, George Downright. 
$74i, What manner of Man is he? 
Mat, A tall big Man, Sir; he goes in a Coke moſt 
| 1 only of Sitk-Rufſer, laid about with Ruſſet 
} e. 6 a 
[| Brai, 'Tis very good, Sir. 
| Mat. Here, Sir, here's my Jewel. 
Bob. And here are my Stockings. | a 
Brai. Well, Gentlemen, Il procure you this Warrant 
preſently; but who will you have to ſerveit? 
Mat. That's true, Captain, that muſt be conſider'd. 
Bob. Body o me, I know not; *tis Service of danger. 
Brai. Why, you were beſt get one o the Varlets o the 
City, a Serjeant: Ill appoint you one, it pleaſe. 
Mat. Will you, Sir; why, we can wiſh no better. 
Bob. We'll leave it to you, Sir. 


c Brai. This ir rare! Now will I go pawn this Cloke of 

l, the Juſtice's Man's at the Brokers, tor a Varlet's Suit, an& 

d, be the Varlet my ſelf; and get either more Pawns, or more 
| Money of Downright, for the Arreſt. - x 

a- Kno well, T, Caſh, Dame Kitely, Kitely, Cob. 


Kno. Oh, here it is; Tam glad | have found it now. He ? 
who is within here? | 


eft Tib. I am within, Sir; what's your pleaſure ? 
= Kno. To know who is within beſides your ſelf. 
Ti. Why, Sir, you are no Conſtable, I hope? 
Je Kno. O! fear you the Conſtable? then I doubt not, 
You have ſome Gueſts within deſerve that tears 
you I'll ferch him ſtraight. 
_ Tib. O' God's Name, Sir. 


uo. Go to. Come, tell me, is not young Kno'welt 
and here? | 
115. Young Kno'well? I know none ſuch, Sir, o mine 
Honeſty. | | | 
Kno. Your Honeſty ! Dame, it flies too lightly from 
you. There is no way but fetch = Conſtable, 0 
2 . 
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Ii. The Conſtable! The Man is mad, I think. 
Caſh. Ro, who keeps Houſe here? : 
Kno. O, this is the Female Copeſmate of my Son. 
Now ſhall I met him ſtraight. s 
Dame. Knock, Thomas, hard. 
Caſh. Ho, good Wife? 
Tib. Why, what's the matter with you? 
Dame. Why Woman, grieves it you to ope you Noor? 
belike you get ſomething to keep it ſhut, | 
Tib, What mean theſe Queſtions, pray ye? 
Dame. So ſtrange you make it? is not my Husband 
here? 
Kno. Her Husband! 
Dame. My tried Husband, Maſter Kitely. 
Tib. I hope he needs not to be tried here. 
Dame. No. Dame, he does it not for need, but plea- 
ſure. 2 1 
Tib. Neither for Need nor Pleaſure is he here. 
no. This is but a Device to baulk me withal. 
Soft, who is this? Tis not my Son diſguis'd? 
Dame. O, Sir, have] foreſtall'd your honeſt Market, 
Found your cloſe Walks? You ſtand amaz'd now; do you ? 
[She ſpies her Husband come, ard runs to him. 
I' faith (I am glad) I have ſmoak d you at laſt. 
What is your Jewel, trow ? In, come, let's ſee her; 
(Fetch torth your Houſwife, Dame) it ſhe be fairer, 
In any honeſt Judgment, than my ſelt, 
I'll be content with it: But, ſhe is Change, 
She feeds you tat, ſhe ſooths your Appetite, 
And you are weil! Vour Wife, an honeſt Woman, 
Is Meat twice {od to you, Sir! O, you Treacher ! 
Kno. She cannot counterteit thus palpably. 
Kit. Out on thy more than Strumpet Impudence. 
Steal'ſt thou thus to thy Haunts? and have I taken 
Thy Bawd, and and thy Companion, 
l cher, this old Goat, 
—[̃ [Pointing to Old Kno' well. 
an v ould'ſt thou ſcuſe it 
culng me ? | 
| | ute chou ſhame, LTo im. 
W ben all thy Powers in Ghaftity is pen, : 
A = 


* 


rell. 


kim. 
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To have a Mind ſo hot and to entice, - 

And feed the Enticements of a luſtful Woman? 
Dame. Out, I defie thee; I, diſſembling Wretch. 
Kit. Defie me, Strumpet? Ask thy Pandar here, 

Can he deny it? or that wicked Elder? [By Tho. 

Kno. Why, bear you, Sir. * 
Kit. Tut, tut, tut; never ſpeak, 
Thy guilty Conſcience will diſcover thee. 
Kno. What Lunacy is this, that haunts this Man? 
Kit, Well, Goodwife Bd, Cov's Wite, and you, 

That make your Husband ſuch a Hoddy-doddy; 

And you young Apple: ſquire, and old Cuckold- maker; 

I'll ha' you every one before a Juſtice: | 

Nay, you ſnall anſwer it, I charge you go. 

Kno. Marry, with all my Heart, Sir, I go willingly; 

Though I dò taſte this as a Trick put on mie, 

To puniſh my impertinent Search, and juſtly, 

And half forg:ve my Son for the Device; 

Kit. Come, will you go? 

Dame. Go? to thy ſhame, believe it. 

Cob, Why, what's the matter here? what's here to“ 
do? 

Kit. O, Cob, art thou come ?. I have been abus 'd, 

And i' thy Houſ::: Never was Man lo wrong'd! | 

Cob. Slid, in my Houſe? my Maſter Kizely > Who 


— 


wrongs you in my Houſe? 


Kit. Marry, young Luſt in old, and od in young here: 
Thy Wite's their Bawd ? here have Ltaken em. 1 
Cob. How ? Bawd? Is my Houſe come to that? Am L 
preferr'd thither? Did I [charge you to keep your Doors 
ſhut, 1sbel? and do you let 'em lie open tor al Comers? 
| He falls upon his Wife, and beats her. 
Kno. Friend, know tome Cauſe, before thou beat'ſt ti: y 
Wife. This's Madneſs in thee. | 
Cob. Why? is there no Cauſe? : 
Kit. Yes, II ſhew cauſe before the Juſtice, Cc; 
Come, let her go with me; 
Cob. Nay ſhe ſhall go. 5 
Ib. Nay, I will go. Ill ſee an' you beallow'd to make 
2. bundle o Hemp, o' your right and lawful Wife thus, 
; H.3. ad 
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at every Cuckoldly Knave's pleaſure, Why do you not 
| 
Kit. AbitteBQuean ! Come, we'll ha' you tam'd. 

Brain-worm, Matthew, Bobadil, Stephen, Downright. 

Brai. Well, of all my Diſguiſes.yet, now am I moſt! ke 
my ſelf, being in this Ser jeant's Gown. A Man of my 
preſent Prote ſſioa never counterfeits, tiil he lays hold upon 
a Debtor, and ſays, ke reſts him; for then he brings him 
to all manner of Unreſt. A kind of little Kings we are, 
bearing the Diminutive of a Mace, made like a young Ar- 

tichock, that always carries Pepper and Salt in it ſelt. Well. 
Eknow not what Danger | undergo by this Exploit; pray 
Heav'n I come well of. 

Mat. Sce, Ithink, yonder is the Varlet, by his Gown, 

Bob. Let's go in queſt of him. | 

Mat. Save you, Friend; are not you here by appoints. 
ment of Juſtice Clements Man? 5 | 

Brai. Yes, an't pleaſt you, Sir; he told me, two Gentle- 
men had wil'd him to procure a Warrant from his 
*. ſter (which I have about me) to be ſerv'd on one Down- 

Pt. 
*. It is honeſtly done of you both; and ſee where 
the Party comes you muſt arreſt; ſerve it upon him quick- 
Jy, aiq:e he beaware | | 

Bob. Bear back, Maſter Matthew, 

Brai. Maſter Down- right, I arreſt you the Queen's 
Name, and muſt carry you afore a Juſtice, by vertue of 
cqhis Warrant. PLL | 
Step. Me, Friend? Iam no Downreght, I: Iam Maſter 
S;ephen : Youdonot well to arreſt me, I tell py truly; I 
am in no bodics Bonds nor Books, I would you ſhould 
know it. A Plague on you heartily, for making me thus. 
afraid afore my time. E 

Brai. Why, now you are deceived, Gentlemen, _ 

Bob. He wears ſuch a Cloke, and thatdeceiv'd us: But 
ſee, here a comes indeed; this is he, Officer. 

Down. Why, how now, Signior Gull! are you turn'd 
Filcher of late? Come, deliver my Cloke. | 
Step. Your Cloke, Sir? I bought it even now, in open 


ket. | 
_ | | | | Brai. 
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Brai. Maſter Down-right, I have a Warrant I muſt ſerve 
upon you, procur'd by thefe two Gentlemen, 
Dow. Theſe Gentlemen? theſe Raſcals! 
Bras. Keep the Peace, I charge you in her Majeſty's 
Name. | | 
Dow.. I obey thee, What muſt I do, Officer, 
Brai. Go betore Matter Juſtice Clement, to anſwer” 
r can object againſt you, Sir: I will uſe you kind- 
y, Sir. 3.58 
Mat. Come, let's betore, and make the Juſtice, Cay» 
tain. ; 
Bob. The Varlet's a tall Man, afore Heay'n ! 
Dow. Gull, you'll gi' me my Cloke ? 
Step. Sir, I bought it, and Ill keep it. 
Dow. You will“ 
Step. I, that I will. 
Dow. Officer, there's thy Fee. arreſt him. 
Brai. Maſter Stephen, 1 muſt arreſt you. | 
Step. Arreſt me! I feorn it. There, take your Cloke, 
I'll none on't. | 
Dow. Nay, that ſhall not ſerve your turn now, Sir. Of- 
ficer, I'll go with thee to the Juſtice's; bring him along. 
n Why, is not here your Cloke? what would you 
ve ? | 
Dow. 11! ha' you anſwer it, Sir. | | 
Brai. Sir, Pl] take your Word, and this Gentlemams 
too, for his Appearance. 
Dow. I'll ha' no Words taken: Bring him along. 
Bras. Sir, I may chuſe to do that, I may take Bail, 
Dow. Tis true, you may take Bail, and chuſe, at ano- 
ther time; but you ſhall not now, Varlet : Bring him 2 
long, or I'll fwinge you. . 
* Brat. Sir, I vie the Gentleman's Caſe, Here's your 
Money again. | 
Dow. *Sdeyns, tellnot me of my Money ; bring him” 
away, I ſay. 
Brai. I warrant you he will go with you of himſelf, 
Sir. 
Dow. Yet more ado? 
Brat, I have made a fair Maſh on't, - 


Step, Muſt I ga? 4s 
H. Brai, 
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Brai. Tknow no remedy, Maſter Stephen. 


Dow. Comealong, afore me here; | do not love you. 
hanging Look behind, 


Step. Why, Sir, I hope you cannot hang me for it. 
Can he, Fellow? Athy 0 


4 Bras, I think not, Sir: It is but a Whipping Matter, 
ure. 


Step. Why then let him do his worlt, I am reſolute. 


. 
Clement, Kno'well, Xitely, Dame Kireh, Ib, Caſh, Cob 


Servants.. 


N AV, but ſtay, ſtay, give me leave: My Chair, 


Sirrah. You, Maſter Kno'well, ay yow went 
thither to meet your Son? 


Kno. I. Sir. 

Clem. But who directed you thitherꝰ 

Nuo. That did mine own Man, Sir. 

Clem. Where is he? 

Kao. Nay, I know not now ; I left him with your 
Clerk, and appointed him to ſtay here for mo. 

Clem. My Clerk? About what time was this? 

Kuo. Marry, between one and two, as I take it. 

Clem. And what time came my Man with the fa ſe Meſ- 
ſage to you, Maſter Kitely.? 

Kit. After two, Sir. 

Clem. Very good: But, Miſtreſs Kueh, how chance 
that you were at Cob's, ha? 
Dame. An't pleaſe you, Sir, I'll als you : My Brother: 
IWe'l-bred told me, that Cob's Houle was a ſuſpected 
Place 

Clem. So it appears, methinks; but on. 

Dame. And that my Husband us'd thither, daily. 

Clem. No matter, ſo he us'd himſelf well, Miſtreſs, 

Dame. True, Sir ; but you know what grows by ſuch 
Haunts oftentimes. 
Clem, I. ſee rank Fruits of a jealous Prain, Miſtreſs 
Kitely - 
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'1 @Eutley: But did you find your Husband there, in that Caſe 
u you ſuſpected? 
Kit. 1 tound her there, Sir. 
Clem. Did you ſo? That alters the Caſe. Who gave 
you Knowledge ot your Wife's being there? 
Kit. Marry, that did my Brother Well-bred, 
Clem. How ? Well-bred firſt tell her; then tell you af- 
ter? Where is Well-bred ? 
Kit. Gone with my Siſter, Sir, I know not whither. 
Clem. Why, this is a meer Trick, a Device; you are 
gull'd in this moſt. groſly all. Alas, poor Wench, wert 
thou beaten for this? 
Tib. Yes, moſt pitifully, and't pleaſe yon. 
Cob. And worthily, I hope, if it ſhall prove ſo, 
Clem. I, that's like, and a Piece ot a Sentence. Row 
now, Sir? what's the matter? 
Ser. Sir, there's a Gentleman i' the Court without, de- 
ſires to ſpeak with your Worſnip. | 
Clem. A Gentleman? what's he ? 
Ser. A Soldier, Sir, he ſays. 
Clem, A Soldier? Takedown my Armour, my Sword, 
uickly, A Soldier ſpeak with me! Why, when, Knaves? 
me on, come on, ¶ He arms himſelf] hold my Cap there, 
ſo; give me my Gorget, my Sword: Stand by, 1 will end. 
your Matters anon. Let the Soldier enter. Now, Sir, 
what ha' you to ſay to me? 
To them.] Bobadill, Matthew. 
- Bob. By your Worſhip's favour- 
Clem. Nay, kecp out, Sir; | know not your Pretence. 
You ſend me Word, Sir, you are a Soldier: Why, Sir, 
e you ſhall be anſwer d here, here be them have been among ſt 
Soldiers. Sir, your Pleaſure. 
Bob. Faith, Sir, ſo it is, this Gentleman and my ſelf 
have been moſt uncivilly wrong'd and beaten, by one 
Down-»:7ht, a courſe Fellow, about the Town here; and 
for my own part, I proteſt, being a Man in no ſort given 
to this filthy Humour of Quarrelling, he hath aſſaulted me 
| in the way of my Peace, deſpoil'd me of mine Honour, 
h diũ rm'd me of my Weapons, and rudely laid me along in 
the open Streets, when ] not ſo much as once offered to. 
1 reſiſt him. 
2 Clem. 


* "3 
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Clem. O, God's precious ! Is this the Soldier ? Here; 
take my Armour off quickly, twill make him ſwoon, L 
fear, he is not fit to look on't, that will put up a Ro- 

Mat. An't pleaſe your Worſhip, he was bound to the 


Peace. 
Clem. Why, an' he were, Sir, his Hands were not bound; 


were they ? | | 
Ser. There's one of the Varlets of the City, Sir, h1s 
brought two Gentlemen here ; one, upon your Worſhip's 
Warrant. | | , 
Clem. My Warrant? 
Ser. Yes, Sir; the Officer ſays, proeur'd by theſe two, 
Clem. Bid him come in. Set by this Picture. What, 
Mr. Down-right ! are you brought at Mr. Freſb-water's 


Suit here ? 
Down- right, Stephen, Brain-worm, [To them.) 


Dow. I' faith. Sir. And here's another brought at my Suit. 


Clem, What are you, Sir? : 

Step. A Gentleman, Sir. O, Uncle! 

Clem Uncle! who? Maſter Kno' well? 
Xno. I, Sir; this is a wiſe Kinſman of mine. 


Step. God's my Witneſs, Uncle, I am wrong'd here 


monftrouſly ; he charges me wich ſtealing of his Cloke, 
and would I might never ſtir, if I did not findit in the 
Street by chance. | 
Dow. O, did you find it now ? You ſaid you bought it 
e er- wyhile. FEY | | 
Step. And you ſaid, I ftole it: Nay, now my Uncle is 


here, I'll do well enough with you. 
Clem. Well, let this breathe a while : You that have 


Cauſe to complain there, ſand forth: Had you my War- 


rant for this Gentleman's Apprehenſion? 
Bob. I, an't pleaſe your Worſhip« 


Clem. Nay, do not ſprak in Pafſion {o: where had you 


it ? 
Bob, Of your Clerk, Sir. 


Clem, That's well! an' my Clerk can make Warrants, 
and my Hand not at em! where is the Warrant? Officer, 


have you it? 
Brai. No, Sir, your Worſhip's Man, Maſter Formal, 


bid me do it for theſe Gentlemen, and he would be my 
| Clem. 


Diſcharge. 
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Clem. Why, Maſter Down- right, are you ſuch a No- 
rice, to be ſerv'd and never ſee the Warrant? 

Dow. Sir, he did not ſerve it on me. 

Clem, No? how then? | 

Dow. Marry, Sir, he came to me, and ſaid he muſt ſerve - 


it, and he would uſe me k indly, and fo —- 


Clem. O, God's pity, was it ſo, Sir? he muſt ſerve it? 
give me my long Sword there, and help me off. So, come 
on, Sir Varlet, I muſt cut off your Legs, Sirrah : nay, 
ſtand up, I'll uſe you kindly; 1 muſt cut off your Legs, I 


By. He flouriſhes over him with his long Sword. 
rhe O, Sir, I beſeech. you; nay, good Maſter 
uſtice 


Clem. I muſt doit, there is noremedy, I muſt cut off 
your Legs, Sirrah, 1 muſt cut off your Ears, you Raſcal, I 
mak do it; I muſt cut off your Noſe, I muſt cut off your 
Head. | 

Brai. O, good your Worſhip. 

Clem. Well, riſe, how doſt thou do now? doſt thou feel 
thy ſelf well? haſt thou no harm? | 

Brai. No, I thank your good Worſhip, Sir. 

Clem. Why, ſo; 1 ſaid I muſt cut off thy Legs, and I 
muſt cut off thy Arms, and I muſt cut off thy Head; but, I 
did not doit: ſo you faid you muſt ſerve this Gentleman 
with my Warrant, but 290 did not ſerve him. You Knave;- 
you Slave, you Rogue, do you {ay you muſt ? Sirrah, away 
with him to the Goal, III teach you a Trick, for your 
muſt, Sir. 21 

Brai. Good, Sir, I beſeech you, be good to me. | 

Clem, Tell him he ſhall tothe Goal, away with him, I 


Brai. Nay, Sir, if you will commit me, it ſhall be for 
committing more than this: I will not loſe my by travail, 
any Grain ot. my Fame, certain | 

Clem. How is this ? * 

Kno. My Man Brain- worm? 

Step. O yes, Uncle, Brain- worm has been with my Cou- 
fin Edward and 1 all this Day. 

Clem. I told you all, there was ſome Device. 

Brai. Nay, excellent Juſtice, ſince I have laid my ſelf 
thus of en to you, now ſtand ſtrong for me; both with 
Your Sword and your Ballance. | Clem. 
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Clem. Body o' me, a merry Knave! Give me a.Bowl 
of Sack: If he belong to you, Maſter Kno'well, I beſpeak 
your Patience, 


Brai. That is it, I have moſt need of. Sir, it you'll 


pardon me only, I'll g'ory in all the reſt of my Exploits. 
Kno. Sir, you know I love not to have my Favours 
come hard from me. You have your Pardon, though J 
94.4 you- ſhrewdly for being of Counſel with my Son 
inſt me. | 
Brai. Yes, faith, IJ have. Sir, though you retain'd me 
doubly this Mori ing for your ſelf: firſt as Brain-werm; 


after, as Fitæ-Sword. I was your reform'd Soldier, Sir. 


*T was I ſent you to Cod's upon the Errand without end. 


Kno. Is it poſſible! or that thou ſhould'ſt diſguiſe thy 


Language ſo as I ſhould not know thee ? 

Brai. O, Sir, this has been the Day of myMetamorphoſes! 
It is not tha: Shape alone that I have run through to Day. 
Ibrought this Gentleman, Mr. Kizley, a Meſſage too, in 


the Form ot Mr. Juſtice's Man here, to draw bim out o th' 
way, as well as your Worſhip, while M.ſter ell bred. 
might make a. Conveyance of Miſtreſs. Bridget to my 


young Maſter, | | 
Kit. How i mySiſter ſtol'n away? | 
Kno. My Son is not married, I hope! 1 
Bra. Faith, Sir, they are both as lure as Love, a Prieſt, 
and three thouſand Pound (Which is her Portion) cin 
make em; and by this time are ready to beſpeak th ir 
Wedding Supper at the ind mill, except ſome Friend 
here prevent em, and invite em home. | 
Clem. Marry that wilt] (I thank thee for putting re in 
mind on't.) Sirrah, go you and tetch em hither upon my 
Warrant. Neither's Friends have Cauſe to be ſorry, if l 
know the young Couple ar ght. Here, I drink to thee for 
thy good News. But, I pray thee, what haſt thou done 
with my Man Formal? | 
Brai. Faith, Sir, after ſome Ceremony paſt, as making 
kim drunk; fi; ſt with Story, and then with-Wine (but all 
in Kindneſs) and ſtripping him to his Shirt, I left him in 
that cool Vein; departed, ſoid your Worſhip's Warrant 
to-theſe two, pawan'd his Livery for that Varlet's Gown to 


- 


ſerve : 


Ji 
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ſerve it in; and thus have brought my ſelf by my Activity 


to your Worſhip's Conſideration. 

Clem. And I will conſider thee in another Cup of Sack. 
Here's to thee; which having drunk off, this is my Sen- 
tence. Pledge me. Thou haſt done, or aſſiſted to nothing, in 
my judgment, but deſerves to be pardon'd tor the Wit o the 
Offence, If thy Maſter, or any Man here, be angry with 
thee, I ſhall ſuipe his Engine while I know him for't. 
How now, what Noiſe is that? 

Serw. Sir, it is Roger is come home. 

Clem. Bring him in, bring him in. What! drunk in 


Arms againſt me? Your Reaton, your Reaſon for this. 


Tothem, Formal. 
For. I beſeech your Worſhip to pardon me; I happen d 
into ill Company by chance that caſt me into aſleep, and 


ſtript me of all my Clothes 


Clem. Well, tell him I am Juſtice Clement, and do par- 
don him: but what is this to your Armour? what may 
that ſignifie? _ | ; 

For, An't pleaſe you, Sir, it hung up ! the Room where 
I was ſtript; and I borrow'd it of one o' the Drawers to 
come home in, becauſe I was loth todo Penance thre ugh 
the Street i' my Shirt. i 

(lem. Well, ſtand by a while. Who be theſe? O, the 
young Company, welcome, welcome. GY! you Joy. 
Nay, Miſtreſs Bridget, bluſh not; you are not ſo freſh a 


Bride, but the, News of it is come hither afore you. Ma- 


ſter Bridegroom, I ha' made your Peace, give me your 
Hand: ſo will J for all the reſt, ere you foriake my Roof. 
Ed. Kno well, Well-bred, Bridget. | To them.] 
n E. Kno. We are the more bound to your Humanity, 
ir. | 
Clem. Only theſetwo have ſo little of Man in em they 
are no part of my Care, 
Mel. Ves, Sir, let me pray you for this Gentleman, he 
belongs to my Siſter the Bride. | 
Clem, In what Place, Sir ? | 5 
Nel. Of her Delight, Sir, below the Stairs, and in pub- 
lick: her Poet, Sir. 
Clem. A Poet? I will challenge him my felt preſently 
qt extempore. * f 
s Moum 


my 0 while we are at Supper, you — 
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Aount up thy Phlegon Muſe, and reſtiße, 
How Saturn fitting in an Ebon Cloud, 

Diſrob d his Podex white as VVory, 

And through the Welkin thundred all aloud, 

Wel. He is not for extempor-, Sir. He is all for the 
Pocket-Muſe: pleaſe you command a Sight of it. 

Clem. Yes, yes, ſearch him tor a Taſte ot bis Vein. 

el. You muſt not deny the Queen's Juſtice, Sir, under 
Aa Writ o' Rebellion. 

Clem. What! all this Verſe? Body o' me, he carries a 
whole Realm, a Common-wealth ot Paper i in's Hole: | 
let's fee ſome of his Subjects. 

., Unto the boundleſs Ocean of thy Face, 
Runs this * River charg'd with Streams of Eyes. 


"How ? this is ſtoln! 
E. Kuo. A Parodie! a Parodie! with kind of rairacu- | 


lous Gift, to make it abſurder than ĩt was. | 
Clem. Is allthereft of this Batch? Brivg me a Torch; 
lay it together, and give Fire. Cleanſe the Air. Here 
was enough to have infected the whole City, if it had not 
22 taken in time! See, ſee, how our Poets Gry ſhines! | 
1 and brighter! ſtil it increaſes! O. now it's at the 
bigheſt: and now it declines as faſt. You may ſee, fie 
"tranſit gloria mundi. 
Kuno. There's an *mblem for you Son, and your Studies ! 
Clem. Nay, no Speech or Act of mine be drawn againſt 
ſuch asprofels it worthily. They are not born every Year, 
as an Alderman. There = more to the making of a 
good Poet, than a Sheriff. Kiteh, you look upon me! 
though I live i the City here, am-ngft you, I willdo more 
"Reverence to him, when I meet him, chan I will to the 
Mayor out of his Year. But theſe Paper-pedlers! theſe 
Tnk-dablers! They cannot expect Reprehenſion or Re- 


proach. They have it with the Fact. 
E. Kno. Sir, yoo have ſavd me the Labour of a De- 


fence. 

Clem. It ſhall be diſcourſe for Supper; between your 
Father and me, if he dare undertake me. But to diſpatch 
away theſe, you Sign o' the Soldier, aud Picture o' the 
Poet (but both ſo falſe, I will not ha' you hang'd out at 
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ſhall penitently faſt it out in myCourt without ; and, if you 
will, you may pray there that we may be ſo merry within 
as to forgive or forget you, when we come out. Here's a 
third, becauſe we tender your Satety, ſhall watch you, he 
1s provided for the Purpole. Look to your Charge, Sir. 

Step. And what ſhall Ido? 

Ciem. O! J had loſt a Sheep an' he had not bleated! 
Why, Sir, you ſha'l give Mr. Down- right his Cloke: and I 
will intreat him to take it. A Trencher and a Napkin you 
ſhall have 1' the Buttry, and keep Cob and his W ite Com- 
pany here; whom ] will intreat firſt to be reconcil'd ; and 
you to endeavour with your Wit to keep em ſo. 

4 Indo my beſt. 

Cob. Why, now I ice thou art honeſt, Tib, I receive 
thee as my dear and mortal Wife again. 

Tib. And I you, as my loving and obedient Husband. 

Clem. Good Comp'iment! It will be their Bridal Night 
too. They are married anew, Come, I conjure the reſt 
to put off all Diſcontent. You, Mr. Down:right, your An- 
get; you, Maſter Kno'well, your Cares; Maſter K:zely 
and his Wife, their Jealouſie. 

For, I muſt tell you both, while that is fed, 
Horns1' the Mind are worſe than o' the Head. 

Kit. Sir, thus they go from me; kiſs me, ſweet Heart; 

See what a drove of Horns fllie in the Air, 

Wing'd with my cleanſed and my creduloug Breath 

Watch beim ſeſpicious Eyes, watch whereWhey fall. 

See, ſee! on Heads, that think th' have none at all" 

O, what a plenteous World of this will come! 

When Air rains Horns, all may be ſure of ſome. 

I ha' learn'd ſo much Verſe out of a jealous Man's Part ina 
Play. 

| Clem. Tis well, tis well! This Night we'll dedicate 
to Friendſhip, Love, and Laughter. Maſter Bridegroom, 
take your Bride and lead; every one a Fellow. Here is 
my Miſtreſs, Brain- worm! to whom all my Addreſſes of 
Courtſhip "ſhall have their Reference. Whoſe Adventures 
this Day, when our Grand- children ſſ all hear to be made a 


Fable, I doubt not but it ſhall find both Spectators and Ap- 
plauſe. | . 
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TO T'H'E: 


| Nobleſt NursERIEs of Humanity and 
Liberty in the Kingdom, 


The IN NS of CouR r. 


Underſtand you, Gentlemen, not your 
Houſes : and a worthy Succeſſion of you 
to all Time, as being born the Judges of 
| theſe Studies. When I wrote this Poem I 
had Friendſhip with divers in your Socie- 
ties; who, as they were great Names in 
Learning, ſo they were no leſs Examples 
of Living. Of them, and then (that I 
lay no more) it was not deſpis'd.. Now that 
the Printer, by a doubled Charge, thinks 
it worthy a longer Life than e the 
Air of ſuch things doth promiſe; .I am 
careful to put it a Servant to their Plea- 
ſures, who are the Inheritors of the firſt 
Favour born it. Yet, I command it lie 


* 


dot in the way of your more Noble and 


Uſeful Studies to the Publick.. For fo 1 
ſhall ſuffer for it: But when the Gown and 
Cap is off, andthe Lord of Liberty reigns, 
then to take it in your Hands, perhaps may 
make ſome Bencher, tincted with -Huma- 
nity, read and not repent him. 


By Your true Honourer, - 


I:z BEN. JOHNSON. 


Dramatis Perſons. 


Aſper, the Preſenter. 


Macilente. | 
His Lady. 
Waiting Gent. 
Puntaryolog ' Huntſman. 
| Serving Men 2. 
Dog and Cat. 
Carlo Buffone.- 
Faſtid Brisk... Cinedo his. Page. 
Deliro. Fido their Servant. 
Fallace. | Muſicians. 
Saviolina. | 
Sordido. His Hind. 
Taylor. 
Fungoſo. Haberdaſher. 
ef Shoe-maker. 
Sogliardo. . 
Shift. Ruſtici. 
N A Groom. 
Elove. Dragvers. 
Conſtable and Officers. 
Orange. 
Grex. 
Cordatus. 
Mitis. 
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Character of thePerſons: 


A8 P E R. | 

H FE is of an ingenious and free Spirit, eager and conſtant ' 
1 in Reproof, without fear, controling the World's A. 
buſes, Onewhom no ſervile Hope of Gain, or froſty Ap- 
prehenſion of Danger, can make to bea Paraſite, either 16 
Time, Place, or Opinion. | 


| MACILUEN+TE: | 
A Man well parted, a ſufficient Scholar, and travell d 
who (wanting that Place in the World's Account which he 
thins his Merit capable of) falls into ſuch an envious A. 
poplexy, with which” his Judgment is ſo daxled and diſta- 
fred, that he grows violently impatient of. any. oppoſite Hap- 
pineſs in another. | 
PUNTARVOL O. | 
A wain-glorious Knight, over-Engliſhing his Travels, 
and wholly conſecrated to ſingularity; the very Jacob's 
Staff of Complement ; a Sir that hath liv'd to ſee the Re. 
volut ion of Time in moſt of his Apparel. Of Preſence good 
enough, but ſo palpably affected to his own Praiſe, that 
(for want of flatterer s) he commends himſelf, to the Flows 
tage of his own Family, He deals upon Returns, and 
ſtrange Performances, reſolving (in deſpight of publick De. 
2 to ſtick to his own particular Faſbion, Phraſe, and 
Geſture. ä 


| CARLO BBU FE FON E. 
A publick, ſcurrilous, and prophane Jeſter; that (more 
ſwift than Circe) with abſurd Similes will transform any. 


| Berſon into Deformity. A good Feaſt- hound, or Banquet. 
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Character of the Perſons: 


beagle, that will ſcent you out. 4 Supper ſame three M'les- 
off, ant fwear to his Patrons (Damn him) he came in Oars, 
when he was but waſted over in a Skuller, A Slave that 
hath an extraordinary Gift mpleaſing his Pallat, and will 
froill up more Sack at a Sitting than would n:ake all the 
Guard « Poſſet. His Religion is railing, and his Diſcourſe 
ribaldry. . They ſtand higheſt in his Reſ pect, whom he (tu - 
dies moſt to reproach, . | 


FASTIDIUS BRISK. 
Aneat, ſpruce affecting Courtier, one that wears Clothes 
well, and in Faſhion; prattiſeth by his Glafs how to ſalute ; 
ſheaks good Remnants (notwithſtanding the Baſe-viol and 
Tobacco :] Swears terſiy, and with Variety; cares not what 
Tady's Favour he belies, or great Man's Familiarity: 4 
good Property to perfume the Boot of 4 Coach. He will bar- 
row another Man's Horſe to praiſe, and backs him as his 
awrn. Or, for aneed, on Foot can fo bmſelf into Cre- 


dit with his Merchant, only with the Gingleof his Spur, 
aud the Ferk of his Wand. = 
| + ire 


- A good doting Citizen, who (it is thought) might be of 
the Common-Council for his Wealth; a Fellow ſincerely be- 
ſotted on his own Wife, and ſo 4 with a Conceit of her © 
Perfeftions, that he ſimply holds himſelf unworthy of her. 
And in that hood-winkt Humour lives more like a Suiter 
thawa Hushand'; landing in 45 true Dread of her Diſplea- 
ſure, as when he fir [b made Love to her. He dot h ſacri. 
fice-two-pence' in Juniper to her every Morning before ſhe 
riſes, and wakes her with wvillanous-ont-of-tune 47 

ich fhe out of her Contempt (though not out of her Fudge - 
ment) is ſure to diſlikes. 


3 0 FAL LAC E. 
Deliro's Wife, and Idol; a proud mincing Pie, ani 
werſe as he is officious. She dotes as perfetily upon the 
— as her Husband dorh on her, and only wants the 


Face to be diſhoneſt, 
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Character of the Perſons:. 


 SAVIOLINA. 4 
A:Court Lady, whoſe aweightieſt Praiſe is a light Wit, ad 
mir'd by her ſelf, and one more, her Servant Brisk. 


SO RDIDPOoO . 
A vretchad hob-nail'd Chuff, whoſe Recreation is read- 
ing of Almanacks ; and Felicity, ſoul litather. One that 


never tray d but for a lean Dearth, and ever weps in a fat 


Aarveſt. 
FU NGO SO. 


The Son of Sordido, and a Student ; one that has r. 
vell'd in his time, and follows the. Faſhion afar off, like a - 
Spie. He makes it the whole bent of his Endeavours, .to-: 
wring ſufficient Means from his wretched Father to put him 
in the Courtiers Cut; at which he earneſtly aims, but ſq 


luckily, that he fiill lights ſhort a Sute. 
SOGLIARD O. 


An efſential Clown, Brother to Sordido, yet ſo ena- 
mour'd of the Name of a Gentleman, that he will have it, 


though he buys it. He comes up every Term to learn to take -- 


Tobacco, and ſee new Motions, He is in his Kingdom when | 
he can get himſelf into Company where be may be well laughs. - 
at. 


SHIFT. 


"A tbread-bare Shark ; one that never was Soldier, yet 
lives upon Lendings. His Profeſſion is skeldring and odling, 


his Bank Pauls, and his Ware-houſe Pict-hatch. Takes up 


ſingle Teſftons upon. Oaths, till Booms-day. Falls under 
Executions of three Shillings, and enters into five-groat -- 
Bonds. He way-lays the Reports of Services, and cons them 


without Book, damning himſelf he came new from them, 


7 
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when all the while he was taking the Diet in the Bawdys- - 


h#uſe, or lay pawn'd in his Chamber for Rent and Viftuals. .. 


He is of that admirable and happy Memory, that he will + 
ſalute one for an old Acquaintance that he never ſaw in his 
Liſe before... He uſurps upon Cheats, Quarrels, and Robs - 


beries,..which he never did, only to ges him a Name. His 


c 
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Character of the Perſons. 


chief Exerciſes are, taking the Whiff, [quirring a Cockatrice;”. 


rn provy* Searc 5 for-Imparters. 5 
CLOVE and ORANGE. 


An inſeparable Caſe of Cihxcombs, City born; The Ge- 


mini, or- Twins of Foppexy ; that like a Pair of Wooden 
Foyles, are fit for nothing but to be practis'd upon. Being 
ell flatter*d they'll lena Money, and repent-when they ha 

done. Their Glory is to invite Players, and make Suppes. 
And in Company of better Ran (to avoid the Suſpect of In- 


ſufficiency) will enforce their Ignorance moſt deſperately, to 


ſet wpon the Underſtanding of any thing. Orange is the 
more humorous of the two (whoſe {mall-Portion of Juice 
| being ſqueex d out) Clove ſerves to ſtick. him. with Goms 


mendations.. . 


CORDATYUS. 


The Author's Friend ; a Man inly acquainted with ihe | 
Scope and Drift. of his Plot 5 of. a Wiſcreet and underſtanding 


Jadgmant; and has the Place of. a Moderator. 
_— M-1-T1S. 


Is a Perſon of uo Action, and.thereſore-we have. Reaſon ; 


lo afford him no Character. 
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our or HIS 


HUMOUR. 


After the ſecond Sounding. 
L 
Cordatus, Aſper, Mitis. 


ConpArus. 


AY, my dear Aſper. 
Mit. Stay your Mind. 
ml Aſp. Away. 
Wo is ſo patient of this impious World, 
That he can check his Spirit, or rein hi 
Tongue? | 
Or who hath ſuch a dead unfeeling Senſe, 
That Heaven's horrid Thund. :s cannot wake? = 
To ſee the Earth crackt with the weight of Sin, 


Hell gaping under us, and o'er our Heads 4 
Black ray nous Ruin, with her Sail-ſtretch d Wings, 
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Ready to ſink us down, and cover us. 

Who can behold ſuch Prodigies as theſe, 

And have his Lips ſeald up? Not I: My Soul 

Was never ground into ſuch Oily Colours, 

To flatter Vice, and dawb Iniquity : 

But (with an armed and reſolved Hand) 

I'Il trip the ragged Follies of the Time 

Naked asat their Birth: 

Cor. (Be not too bold. 
4p. You trouble me) and with a Whipof Steel, 

Print wounding Laſhes in their Iron Ribs. 

I fear no Mood ſtampt in a private Brow, 

When I am plcas'd t unmask a publick Vice. 

I fear no Strumpets Drugs, nor Ruffians Stab, 

Should I detect their hateful Luxuries: 

No Brokers, Uſurers, or Lawyers Gripe, 

Were diſpos'd to ſay, they're all corrupt. 

I fear no Courtier's Frown, ſhould I ap plaud 
The eaſie Flexure of his ſupple Hams, 

Tut, theſe are ſo innate and popular, 

That drunken Cuſtom would not ſhame to laugh 
(1nſcern) at him, that ſhould not dare to tax em. 

And yet, not one of theſe but knows his Works, 

Knows what Damnation is, the Devil, and Hell; 

Vet hourly they perſiſt, grow rank in Sin, | 
Puffing their Souls away in perj'rous Air, ) 
To cheriſh their Extortion, Pride, or Luſts. | 

Mie. Forbear, good Aſ/per; be not like your Name, 

Ap. O, but to ſuch whoſe Faces are all Zeal, 2 
And (with the Words of Hercules) invade | 
Such Crimes as theſe! that will not ſmell of Sin, 

But ſeem as they were made of Sanctity I 
Religion in their Garments, and their Hair T 

Cut ſhorter than their Eye-brows! when the Conſcience 80 
Is vaſter than the Ocean, and devours ; 
More Wretches than the Counters. 

Mit. Gentle Aſper, | 
Contain your Spirit in more ſtricter Bounds, 
And be net thustranſported with the Violence 
Ot your ſtrong Thoughts, | 

Cor, Unleſs your Breath had power 
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Fo melt the World, and mould it new again, 
It is in vain to {ſpend it in theſe Moods, 

Aſp. I norobſerv'd this thronged Round till now; 
'Gracious and kind Spectators, you are welcome; 
Apollo and the Muſes feaſt your Eyes 
With gracetul Objects, and may our Minerva 
Anſwer your Hopes, unto their largeſt Strain. 
Yet here miſtake me not, judicious Friends 
I donot this, tobeg your Patience, 
Or ſervilely to fawn on your Applauſe, 
Like ſome dry Brain, deſpaĩring in his Merit. 
Let me be cenſur d by th' auſtereſt Brow, 
Where 1 want Art or Judgment, tax me freely: 
Let envious Cenſors, with their broadeſt Eyes, 
Look through and through me, I purſue no Favour; 
Only vouchſafe me your Attentions 
And I will give you Muſick worth your Ears. 
O, how I hate the monſtrouſneſs of Time, 
Where every ſcrvile imitating Spirit, 
(Plagu'd with an itching Leproſie of Wit) 
In a meer halting Fury, ſtrives to fling 
His ulc'rous Body in the Theſp1an Spring, 
And ſtreight leaps forth a Poet! but as lame 
As Vulcan, or the Founder of Cripplegate. 

Mit. In faith this Humour will come ill to ſome, 
You will be thought to be too peremptory. 

Aſp. This Humour? good! And why this Humour, 

Mitis ? | | 
Nay, do not turn, but anſwer. f 
Mit. Anſwer ? what? 

Aſp. ] will net ſtir your Patience, pardon me, 
lurg'd it tor ſome Reaſons, and the rather 
To give theſe ignorant well-ipoken Days 
Some Taſte of their Abuſe of this Word Humour, 

Cor. O, do not let your Purpoſe fall, good A/ per; 
It cannot but arrive moſt acceptable, 
Chiefly to ſuch as have the happineſs, 
Daily to ſee how the poor innocent Word 
1 rack'd and tortur'd. 

roceed, 
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Cor. For the abuſe of Humour. 
Aſp. O, Icrave pardon, 1 had loſt my Thoughts, 
Why, Humour (as tis ens) we thus define it, 
To be a Quality of Air, or Water, 
And in it {elf holds theſe two Properties, 
Moiſture and Fluxure: As, for Demonſtration, 
Pour Water on this Floor, 'twill wet and run: 
Likewile the Air (forc'd through a Horn or Trumpet) 
Flows inſtantly away, and leaves behind 
A kind of Dew; and hence we do conclude, 
That whatſoc'er hath Fluxure and Humidity, 
As wanting Power to contain it ſelf, 
Is Humour. Soinevery human Body, 
The Choler, Melancholy, Phlegm, and Blood, 
By reaſon that they flow continually 
In ſome one Part, and are not continent, 
Receive the Name of Humours. Now thus far 
It may, by Metaphor, apply it ſelf 
Unto the general Diſpoſition: 
As when ſome one peculiar Quality 
Doth ſo poſſeſs a Man, that it doth draw 
All his Affects, his Spirits, and his Powers, 
In their Confluctions, all to run one way, 
This may be truly ſaid to be a Humour. 
But thata Rook by wearing a py'd Feather, 
The Cable Hatband, or the three- pil'd Ruff, 
A Tard of Shoe-tye, or the Switzer's Knot 
On his French Garters, ſhould affect a Humour! 
O, it is more than moſt ridiculous. 
Cor. He ſpeaks pure Truth now; if an Idiot 
Have but an apiit or fantaſtick Strain, 
It is his Humour. | 
Aſp. Well, I will ſcourge thoſe Apes, 
And to theſe courteous Eyes oppole a Mirrour, 
As large as is the Stage whereon we act; 
Where they ſpall ſee the Time's Detormity 
Anatomiz'd in every Nerve and Sinew, 
With conſtant Courage, and contempt of Fear. 
Mit. Aſper, (I urge it as your Friend) take heed, 
The Days are dangerous, full of Exception, 
And Men are grown impatient of Reproot. 


4. 
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Aſp. Ha, ha! 
You might as well have told me, Yond' is Heav'n, 


This Earth, theſe Men, and all had mov'd alike. 


Do not I know the Time's Condition ? ' 

Yes, Mitts, and their Souls, and who they be : 

That either will or can except 'gainit me. 

None but a fort of Fools, ſo tick in taſte, 

That they contemn all Phyfickot the Mind, 

And, like glad Came.s, kick at every Touch. 

Good Men, and virtuous Spirits, that loath their Vices, 

Will cheriſh my free Labours, love my Lines, 

And with the Fervor of their ſhining Grace 

Make my Brain fruitful, to bring forth more Objects 

Worthy their ſerious and intentive Eyes, 

But why enforce I this? as farnting ? No, 

If any here chance to behoid himſelf, 

Let him not dare to challenge me of Wrong: 

For, it he ſh:me to have his Follies known, 

Fix ſt he ſhould ſhame to act em: My ſtrict Hand 

Was made to ſeize pn Vice, and with a Gripe 

Squeeze out the Humour of ſuch ſpongy Natures, 

As lick up every idle Vanity. | 

Cor. Why, this is right Furor Poeticus! 

Kind Gentlemen, we hope your Patience 

Will yet conceive the beſt, or entertain 

This Suppoſi ion, That a Mad- man ſpe. ks. 

Aſp. What, are you ready there? Mitis, ſit down, 

And my Cordatus. Sound ho, and begin. | 

I leave vou two, as Cenſors, to ſit here: 

Obſerve what I preſent, andliberally 

Speak your Opinions upon every Scene; 

As it ſhall paſs the View of theſe Sp: ctators. 

Nay, now y are tedious, Sirs; for ſhame begin. 

And, Mitis, note me; if in allthis Front 

You can eſpy a Gallant of this Mark, 

Who (to be thought one of the Judicious)- 

Sits with his Arms thus wreath'd, his Hat pull'd here, - 

Cries mew, and nods, then ſhakes his empty Head, 

W ill ſhew more ſeveral Motions in his Face 

Than the new London, Rome, or Niniveh, 

And (now and then) breaks a dry Biſquet- Jeſt, 2 
K 3 Which, 
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Which, that it may more eaſily be chew'd,. 
He ſteeps in his own Laughter, 
Cor, Why, will that 
Make it be ſooner ſwallow'd? 
Aſp. O, aſſure you. 
Or if it did not, yet, as Horace ſings, 
* Jejunus rarò ſtomachus vulgaria temnit, 
* Mean Cates are welcome ſtil! to hungry Gueſts. 
Cor, Tis true: but why ſhould we obſerve em, Aſpert 
Aſp. O, I would know em; tor in ſuch Aſſemb.ies 7 
Th' are more infectious than the Peſtilence: | 
And therefore I would give them Pills to purge, 
And make 'em fit for fair Societies. | 
How monſtrous and deteſted is't, to ſee 
A Fellow, that has neither Art nor Brain, 
Sit like an Ariſtarchus, or ſtark Als, 
Taking Mens Lines, with a Tobacco-face, 
In ſnuff, ſtill ſpitting, uſing his wry'd Looks 
(In nature of a Vice) to wreſt and turn 
The good Aſpect of thoſe that ſhall fit near him, 
From what they do behold! O, tis moſt vile. 

Mit. Nay, Aſper. ; 

Aſp. Peace, Mitis, Ido know your Thought. 7 
You'll ay, Your Gueſts here will except at this: 

Piſh, you are too timerous, and full of doubt. 

Then he, a Patient, ſhall reject ail Phyſick, 
Cauſe the Phyfician tells him, you are Sick: 

Or, ib I ay, That he is Vicious, 

You will not hear of Virtue, Come, y are fond. 

Shall I be ſo exkravagant, to think, 

That happy Judgments, and compoſed Spirits, 

Will challenge me for taxing ſuch as theſe ? 

Lam aſham'd. 

Cor. Nay, but good, pardon us; 

We muſt not bear chis peremptory Sail; 

But uſe our beſt Endeavours how to pleaſo. 

Aſp. Why, therein | commend your careful Thoughts, | 
And I will mix with you in Induſtry Y 
To pleaſe : But whom? Attentive Auditors, 
Such as will join their Profit with their Pleaſure, 


And come to feed their underſtanding Parts ; 


kot 
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For theſe Ill prodigally ſpend my ſelf, 

And ſpeak away my Spirit into Air; 

For theſe ll melt my Brain into Invention, 

Coin new Conceits, and hang my richeſt Words 
Aspoliſh'd Jewels in their bounteous Ears, 

But ſtay, | loſe my ſelf, and wrong their Patience: 
If i dwell here, they I not begin, I ſee. 

Friends, fit you ſtill, and entertain this Troop 
With ſome familiar and By-Conterence, 

Vl baſte them ſound. Now, Gentlemen, I go 
To turn an Actor, and a Humouriſt, 

Where (c're I do reſume my preſent Perſon} 

We hopeto make the Circles of your Eyes 

Flow with diſtilled Laughter : If we fail, 

We muſt impute it to this only Chance, | 
Art hath an Enemy call'd Ignorance. [F xit Aſp, 
Cor. How do yod like his Sp rit, Mitis ? 

, Mit. I ſhould like it much better, if he were leſs con- 

dent, 

Cor. Why, do you ſuſpe his Merit? | 

Mit. No, but I fear this will procure him much Envy. 

Cor. O, that ſets the ſtronger Seal on his Deſert: if he 
had noEnemies,I ſhould eſteem his Fortunes moſt wretch- 
ed at thi: inſtant. 

Mit. You have ſeen his Play, Cordatus : Pray you, how 
ist? 

Cor. Faith, Sir, I muſt refrain to judge; only this I can 
ſay of it, Tis ſtrange, and of a particular kind by it ſelf, 
ſomewhat like Vetus Comadia; a Work that hath boun- 
teouſly pleaſed me; how it will antwer the general Ex- 

ation, F know not.. 

Mit. Do's he obſerve all the Laws of Comedy in it? 

Cor. What Laws mean you? 

Mit. Why, the equal Diviſion of it into Ad, and Scenes, 
according to the Terentian manner, his true Number ot 
Actors; the furniſhing of the Scene with Grex or Chorus, 
and that the whole Argument fall within compaſs of: a 
Day's Buſineſs. 

Cor. O no, theſe are too nice Obſervations. 

Mit. They are ſuch as muſt be received, by your favour, 
ar it cannot be authentick. 

L 4 Cors- 
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Cor. Troth, I can diſcern no ſuch Neceſſity. 
Mit. No? b | 
Cor. No, I aſſure you, Signior. If thoſe Laws you 
ſpeak of had been delivered us ab initio, and in their pre- 
ſent Virtue and Perfection, there had been ſome reaſon of 
obeying their Powers; but *tis extant, that that which we 
callComadia,was at firſtnothing but a ſimple and continued 
Song, ſung by one only Perſon, till Saſario invented a Se- 
cond ; after him, Epicharmus a Third ; Phormus and- 
Chionides deviſed to have Four Actors, with a Prologue and 
Chorus; to which Cratinus (long after) add:da Fifth and 
Sixth; Eupolis, more; Ariſtophanes, more than they : E- 
very Man inthe Dignity of his Spirit and Judgment ſup- 
plied ſomething. And (though that in him this kind of 
Poem appeared abſolute, and tully perfected) yet how is 
the Face of it chang'd ſince, in Menauder, F kilemon, Ce- 
cilius, Plautus and the reſt? who have utterly exc uded 
the Chorus, altered the Property ot the Perſons, their 
Names, and Natures, and augmented it with all Liberty, 
according to the Elegancy and Diſꝑoſition of thoſe Times 
wherein they wrote, 1 ſee not then, but we ſhould en- 
Joy the ame Licence, or free Power, to illuſtrate and 
eighten our Invention as they did; and not be tied to 
thole ſtrict-and regular Forms. which the Niceneſs of a 
few (who are nothing but Form) would thruſt upon us. 
Mit. Well, we will not diſpute of this now : But what's 
Kis Scene? Ft | 
Cor. Marry, Inſula Fortunata, Sir. 
Mit. O, the fortunate Iſland: Maſs he has bound hims 
ſelf to a ſtrict Law there. 
Cor. Why ſo? : | 
1 Mit. He cannot lightly alter the Scene, without ctoſſing- 
the Seas. 
2 tor. He needs not, having a whole Iſland to run. 
through, I think. | 
Mit. No? How comes it then, that in ſome one Play 
we ſee ſo many Seas, Countries, and Kingdoms, paſt o- 
ver with ſuch admirable Dexterity ? I 
Cor. O, that but ſhews how well the Authors can travel 
in their Vocation, and out- run the Apprehenſion of they 
OS udi- 
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Auditory. But leaving this, I would they wou'd begin 
once: This Protraction is able to ſour the beſt-ſertled Pa- 
tience in the Theatre. 
Mit. They have anſwered your Wiſh, Sir; they ſound. 
Cor. O, here comes the Prologue. Now, Sir, if ou 
had ſtaid a little longer, I meant to have ſpoke your Pro- 
logue for you, i faith. | 


The third Sounding... 


PROLOGUE. 


Prol. Marry, with all my Heart, Sir, you ſhall do it yet, 
and I thank you. 

Cor, Nay, nay, ſtay, ſtay, hear you? 

Prol. You could not have ſtudied to ha' done me a grea 
ter benefit at the inſtant; for I proteſt to you, Iam un- 
perfect, and (had-I ſpoke it) I mult of neceſſity have been 
out. | 

Cor. Why, but do youſpeak this ſeriouſly ? 

Prol. Seriouſly ! I( Wit's my help, do N and eſteem my 
felf indebted to your Kindneſs ſor it. 

Cor. For what? 

Prol. Why, for undertakingthe Prologue for me. 

Cor. How ? did undertake it for you ? 

Prol. Did you! I appeal to all cheſe Gentlemen, Whether 
you did or no? Come, come, it pleaſes you to caſt a 
— look on't now; but 'twill not ſerve. 

Cor. Fore me, but it mult ſerve ; and therefore ſpeak: - 
your Prologue. | 

Prol. An' I do, let me die poiſon'd with ſome venomous + 
Hiſs, and never live to look as high as the two-penny 
Room again. 

Mit. He has put you to it, Sir. 

Cor. Whit a humorous Fellow is this ? Gen'lemen, 
good faith I can ſpeak no Prologue, howlſo:ver his weak 
Wit has had the Fortune to make this ſtrong uſe of me 

here before you: But I proteſt | 
Enter Carlo Buffone, with a Bay and Wine. 

Car, Come, come, leave theſe fuſtian Proteſtations; 

away, come, I cannot abide theſe gray headed Ceremo- 
K s nies 


198 Every Man out of his Humour. 


ni.s. Boy, fetch me a Glaſs, quick ly, I may bid theſe. 
Gentlemen welcome; give 'em a Health here. I mar le 
whoſe Wit *ewas to put a Prologue in yond' Sackbut's 
Mouth; they might well think he'd be out ot tune, and 
yet yau'd play upon him too. 

Cor. Hang him, dull Block. 

Car. O good words, good words; a well-timber'd 
Fellow, he would ha' made a good Column, an' he had 
been thought on, when the Houſe was a building. O, 

art thou come? Well ſaid; give me, Boy, fll, ſo. Here s 
a Cup of Wine ſparkles like a Diamond. Gentlewomen 
I am ſworn to put them in firſt) and Gentlemen, aRound, 
ima place of a bad Prologue; I drink this good. Draught to 
— Health here, Canary, the very Elixir and Spirit of 
Wine. This is that our Poet calls Caſtalian Liquor, when 
he comes abroad (naw and then) once in a Fortnight, and 
makes a good Meal among Players, where he has Caninum 
appebitum; Marry, at home he keeps a good Philoſophi- 
cal Diet, Beans and Butter- milk; an honeſt pure Rogue, 
he will take you off three, four, five of theſe, one after 
anot her, and look villanouſly when he has done, like a one- 
headed Cerberus (he does not hear me, I hope) and thea 
{when his Belly is well ballac'd, and his Brain rigg d a little) 
he ils away with all, as though he would work Won- 
ders when he comes home. He-has made a Play here, and 
he calls it, Exery Man out of his Hamour: But an' he get 
me out of the Humour he has put me in, I'll truſt none 
of his Tribe agan while I live. Genteels, all I can fay 
for him, is, You are welcome : I could wiſh my Bot- 
tle here amongſt you; .but there'san old Rule, No pledging, 
wourown Health. Marry, if-auy here be thirſty for it, 
their beſt way (that 1 know) is, fit ſtill, ſeal up their Lips, 
and driak ſo much of the Play in at their Ears. {Exit. 
| G REX. 

Mit. What may this Fellow be, Cardatus? 

Cor. Faithit the Time will ſuffer his Deſcription, I'll 
give it you, He is one, the Author calls him. Carlo B 
fone, an impudent common Jeſter, a violent Railer, and 
an incomprehenſib. e Epicure; one whoſe Company is de- 
fr'dof all Men, but belov'd of pone; he will ſooner Joſe 
&is Soul than. 2 Jeſt, and prophane even the moſt ho y 
| | Things. 


« Every Man out of bis Humour, toy 
Things, to excite Laughter: No Honourable or Reverend 
Perſonage whatſoever, can come within the reach of his 
Eye, but is turn'd into all manner of Variety, by his adul - 
t'rate Similies. | 
Mit. You paint forth a Monſter. | 
Cor. He will prefer ail Countries before his Native, and 
thinks he can never ſufficiently, or with admiration e- 
nough, deliver his affectionate Conceit of ForeignAtheiſti- 
cal Policies. But ſtay 
Obſerve theſe; he'il appear him ſelf anon, 
Mit. O, this is your envious Man (Macilente) I think, 
Cor. The ſame, Sir. 


—— 
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Aacilente. 
2 eſt, fortune ræcitatem facile ſerre. 


*Tis true; but, Stoick, where (in the vaſt World) 
Doth that Man breathe, that can ſo much command 
His Blood and his Affection? Well, I fee 
I-ftrive in vain to eure my wounded Soul; 
For every Cordial that my Thoughts apply 
Turns to a Corr'five, and doth eat it farther, - 
There is no taſte in this Philoſophy, 
"Tis like a Potion that a Man ſhould drink, 
But turns his Stomach with the ſight of it. _ 
I am no ſuch pil'd Cynique, to believe, | 
That Beggary is the only Happineſs; 
Or (with a number of theſe patient Fools) 
To ling: My Mind to me a Kingdom is, 
When the lank hungry Belly barks for Food, 
I look into the World, and there I meet 
With objects, that do ſtrike my Blood-ſhot Eyes 
Into my Brain: where, when view my ſelt, 
Having before obſerv'd, this Manis great, | 
Mighty, and fear'd; that lov'd, and highly favour'd; 


A third thought wiſe and learned; a fourth rich, 


Aud therefore honour'd ; a fifth rarely featur di 
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A fixth admir'd for his nuptial fortunes: 
When ! ſee theſe (I ſay) and view my ſelf, 
I wiſhthe Organs of my fight were crackt; 
And that the Engine of my Griet could caft 
Mine Eye-balls, like two Globes of wild-fire, forth, 
To melt this unproportion'd Frame of Nature. 
Oh, they are Thoughts that have transfixt my Heart, 
And often (i' the Strength of Apprehenfion) 
Made my cold Paſſion ſtand upon my Face, 
Like drops of Dew ona ſtiff. Cake of Ice. 
| SNK. 
Cor. Thisalludes well to that of the Poet, 
Invidus ſuſpirat, gemit, incutitque dentes, 
Sudat frigidus, intuens quod (dit. 
Mit. O peace, you break the Scene. 
Maci. Soft, who be theſe? 
Fll lay me down awhile till they be paſt. 
6 R * K. 

Cor. Signior, note this Gallant, I pray you. 

Mii. What is he? FI | 

Cor. A tame Rook, you'll take him preſently; liſt. 

Sogliardo, Carlo Buffone, Macilente. 

Sog. Nay, look you Carlo: this is my Humour now! T 
have Land and Mony, my Friends left me well, and I will 
be a Gentleman whatſoever it coſt me. 

Car. A moſt Gentleman: like Reſolution. 

Sog. Tut, an' Itake an Humour of a thing once, Iam 

ke your Taylor's Needle, I go through; but, for my 
Name, Signior, how think you? will-it not ſerve for 4 
Gentleman's Name, when the Signior is put toit? ha? 

Car. Let me hear: how is't? 

Sog. Signior Inſulſo Sogliardo : methinks it ſounds well. 

Car. O excellent! tut, and all fitted to your Name, you 
might very well ſtand for a Gentle man: 1 know many So- 
gliardo's Gentlemen. | | 

Seg. Why, and for my Wealth I might be a Juſtice of 
Peace. 

Car. I, anda Conſtable fpr your Wit. 

Sog. All this is my Lordſhip you ſee here, and thoſe 


Farms you came by. 8 
ar. 
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Car. Good ſteps to Gentility too, marry: but Sagliardo, 


if you affect to be a Gentleman indeed, you muſt obſerve 


all the rare Qualities, Humours, and Compliments of a 
Gentleman. | 
Sog. I know it, Signior, and if you pleaſe to inſtruct, 
I am not too good to learn, Ill aſſure you. 

Car. Enough, Sir: I'll make admirable uſe i' the Pro- 
jection of my Medicine upon this Lump ot Copper here... 


I'll bethink me for you, Sir. 


Sog. Signior, I will both pay you, and pray you, and 


thank you, and think on you. 


.. 


Cor. Is this not purely good ? 


Maci. Why, why ſhould ſuch a prick-ear'd Hind as this, 
Be rich? ha? a Fool? ſuch a tranſparent Gull 


That may be ſeen through? wherefare ſhould he have 


Land, 
Houſes, and Lordſhips ? O, I could eat my Intrails, 


And fink my Soul imo the Earth with Sorrow. 


Car. Firſt (to be an accompliſht Gentleman, that ts, a 
Gentleman of the time) you muſt give o'er Houſe-keeping 
in the Country, and live altogether in the City — 
Gallants; where, at your firſt appearance, were good 
you turn'd tour or five hundred Acres of your beſt Land 
into two or three Trunks ot Apparel (you may doit with- 
out going to a Conjurer) and be ſure yuu mix your ſelf 


ſtill with ſuch as flouriſh inthe Spring of the Faſhion, and 


are leaſt popular : ſtudy their carriage and behaviour in all; 
learn to play at Primero and Paſſage, and (ever when. you 
loſe) ha' two or three pecwiar Oaths to ſwear by, that no 
Man elſe ſwears: but above all, proteſt in your play, 
and affirm «pon your credit; As you are a true Gentleman, 
(at every caſt) you may do it with a ſafe Conſcienee, I war- 
rant you. 

Sog. O admirable rare! he cannot chuſe but bea Gentle- 
man that has theſe excellent Gifts: More, more, I beſeech 


vou. 


Car. You muſt endeavour to feed cleanly at your Ordi- 


' mary, fit melancholy, and pick your Teeth when you 


cannot ſpeak: and when you come to Plays, be humo- 


rous, look with a good ſtarch d Face, and ruffle your Brow 


ke 


200 Every Man out of his Humour. 
like a new Boot, laugh at nothing but your own Jeſts, or 


mult obſerve. . 
Sog. I warrant you, Sir. 


Car. I, and lit in the Stage and flout, provided you have 


a good Suit. 
Sog. O, I'll have a Suit only for that, Sir. 
Car. You muſt talk much of your K indred and Allies, 
Sog. Lies! no Signior, I ſhall not need to doo, I have 


Kindred i the City to talk of: have a N ece is a Merchant's 
Wife; and a Nephew, my Brother Sordido's Son of the 


Inns of- Court. N 

Car. O, but you muſt pretend Alliance with -Courtiers 
and great Per ſons: and ever when you are to Dine or Sup 
in any ſtrange Preſence,. hire a Fellow with a great Chain 
(though it be Copper, it's no matter) to bring you Letters, 


feign'd from ſuch a Noble man, or ſuch a Knight, or ſuch: 

a Lady, To their worſhipful, right rare and nobly qualified 
Friend and Kinſman, Signior Inſulſo Sogliardo; give your 
ſelf Stile erough. And there (while you intend Circum- 


ſtances of News, or enquiry ot their Health, or ſo) one of 


your Familiars (whom. you muſt carry about you ſtill) 


reaks it up (as 'twere ina Jeſt) and reads it publickly at 


the Table: at which you muſt ſeem to take as unpardonable 
Offence, as if he had torn your Miſtreſs's Colours, or 


breath'd upon her Picture; and purſue it with that hot 


Grace, as if you would advance a Challenge upon it pre- 


Fatly. - 


Sog. Stay, I do not like that humour of Challenge, it 


may be accepted; but lll tel] you what's my Humour 
new: Iwill dothis: Iwill take occaſion of ſending one of 


my Suits to the Taylors to have the Pocket repaired, or ſo 


and there ſuch a Letter as you talk of (broke open and all) 
ſhall be left: O, the Taylor will preſently give out what [ 
am, upon tbe reading of it worth twenty of your Gal - 
lan ts. 

Car. Bu- then you muſt put on an extreme Face of Dil- 
eontentment at your Man's Negligence, 

Sog. O, ſol will, and beat him too: 1'Il have a Man for 
whe FPurpoſe. 


Fg 


elſe as the Noblemen laugh. That's a ſpecial Grace you 


Mac 
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Mac. You may, you have Landand Crowns: O par- 
tial Fate ! | 

Car. Maſs, wellremembred, you muſt keep your Men 
gallant at the firſt, fine pyed Liveries laid with good Gold 
Lace; there's no loſs in it, they may rip't off and pawn..it 
when they lack Victuals. 

Sog. By'r Lady, that is chargeable Signior, twjillbring a 
Man in Debt. 

Car. Debt? why, that's the more for your Credit, Sir.: 
its an excellent Policy to owe much in theſe Days, it you 
note it. | 


Sog. As how, good Signior ? I would tain be a Poli- 


tician. 

Car. O! look where you are indebted any great Sum, 
your Creditor obſerves you with no leis regard, than it he 
were bound to you for ſome huge Benefit, and will quake 
to give you the leaſt caute of Offence, leaſt he loſe his Mo- 
ney. laſſure you (in theſe times) no Man has his Servant 
more obſequious and pliant, than Gentlemen their Credi- 
tors: To whom (if at any time) you pay but a Moiety, or a 
fourth Part, it comes more acceptably chan. if you gave 
em a New-year's Gift. 

Sog. I perceive you, Sir: I will take up, and bring my 
Klf in Credit ſure. | 

Car. Marry this, always beware your Commerce not 
with Bankrupts, or poor needy Ludgathians: They are im- 
pudent Creatures, turbulent Spirits, they care not what 
violent Tragedies they ſtir, nor how they play faſt and looſe 
with a poor Gentleman's Fortunes, to et their own, 
Marry theſe rich Fellows (that ha' the Wortd, or the better 
Part of it, ſleeping in their Counting-Houſes) they are ten 
times more placable, they; either Fear, Hope, or Modeſty 
reſtrains them from offer ing any Outrages: But this is no- 
thing to your followers, you. ſha | not run a Penny more in 
Arrearage tor them, an you liſt your ſelf. 

Sog. No? how ſhould I keep em then? : 

Car. Kecp'em? let tnem keep themielves, they are ns. 
Sheep, are they? what i you ſhail come in Houſes, where 
Plate, Apparel, Jewels, and divers other pretty Commo- 


Vities lic negligenil ſcattered, and would ha thoſe Mer 


Cutie 


202 Every Min out of his Humour. 
euries follow me (I trow,) ſhould remember they had not 
their Fingers for nothing. | 
Sog. That's not ſo good methinks. | 
Car. Why, after you have kept em a Fortnight, or fo, ! 
and ſhew'd em enough to the World, you m.y turn m 
away, and keep no more but a Boy, it's enough. | 
Sog. Nay,'my Humour is not tor Boys, I'll kcep Men, | 
an 1 keep any; and 1'i| give Coats, that's my Humour: 
But I lack a Cu l. ſen. i ] 
Car. Why, now you ride to the City you may buy one, Mt 
Fll bring you where you ſhall ha* your choice tor Money. 1 
Sog. Can you, Sir? 
Car. O, I: you fhall have one take meaſureof you, and 
er you a Coat of Arms to fit you, of what Faſhion you 
W1L1, 
Sog. By Word of Mouth, I thank you Signior: I' be C 


oncealittle Prouigal ina Humour i' faith, and have a moſt 5 
prodigious Coat. al 
Mac. Torment and Death! Break Head and Brain at P 
| once, | 
To be deliver'd of your fighting iſſue. tr 
Who can indure to ſee blind Fortune dote thus? SK 
te 


To be enamour'd on this duſty Turt? 

This Clod? a Whor ſon puck-fiſt? O God, God, God, I V 
God, Cc. {c 

T could run wild with Grief now, to behold 

The rankneſs of her Bounties, that doth breed 


Such Bull-ruſhes ; theſe Muſhroom Genili men, be 
That ſhoot up in a Night to Place and Worſhip. 
Car. Let him alone, ſome St ay, ſome Stray. m 
Sg. Nay, I will examine h m before I go, ſure, do 
Car. The Lord of the Soil has all Wefts and Strays here, 
has he not? | 


Sog. Yes, Sir. 

Car. Fa th then I pity the poor Fellow, he's fall'n into a | 
Eool's Hands. 

Sog. Sirrah, who gave you a Commiſſion to lye in my 
Lordſhip? * 

Mac. Vour Lordſh'p? 

Sog. How? my Lo:dſhip ? do you know me, Sir ? 

Mac. I do know you, Sir, | 


Eo 


Car, 
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Car. He anſwers him like an Eccho. 


Sog. Why, who am l, Sir? 

Mac. One of thoſe that Fortune favours. 

Car. The Periphraſis of a Fool? 1'Il obſerve this better; 
Sog. That Fortune favours? how mean you that Friend ? 
Mac. I mean imply. That you are one that lives not 


by your Wits? 


Sog. By my Wits? No, Sir, I ſcorn to live by my Wits,. 
I. Ihave better Means I'tell thee, than to take ſuch baſe 
Courſes, as to live by my Wits. What, doſt thou think I 


live by my Wies? 


Mac. Methinks, Jeſter, you ſhould not reliſh this well, 

Car. Ha? does he know me? | 

Mac. Though yours be the worſt Uſe a Man can put his 
Wit to, of thouſands, to proſtitute it at every Tavern and 


Ordinary; yet (methinks) you ſhould have turn'd your 


Broad-ſide at this, and have been ready with an Apology, 
able to fink this bulk of Ignorance, into. the Bottom and 
Depth of his Contempt. 

Car. Oh! *tis Macilente! Signior, you are wellencoun-- 
tred, how is't? O, we muſtnot regard what he ſays Man, 
a Trout, a ſhallow Fool, he has no more Brain than a But- 


| terfly, a meer ſtuft Suit, he looks like a muſty Bottle new 


wicker'd, his Head's the Cork, light, light. Iam glad to 
{ce you ſo well return d, Signior. 18 

Mac. Tou are? Gramercy, good Janus. 

Sog. Is he one of your Acquaintance? I love him the 
better for that. | 

Car. God's precious, come away Man, what do you 
mean? an' you knew him as I do, you'd ſhun him as you'd 
do the Plague. 

Sog. Why Sir? 

Car. O, he's a black Fellow, take heed on him. * 

Sog. Is he a Scholar, or a Soldier? | 

Car. Both, both; a lean: Mungril, he looks as if he 
were chop-fal'n, with barking at other Mens good For- 
tunes: Ware how you-oft:nd him, he carries Oil and Fire 
ia his Pen, will ſcald where it drops: his Spirit's like Pow / 
der, quick, violent: he'l| blow a Man up with a Jeſt ; 
I fear him worſe than a rotten Wall does the Cannon, 

ſhake 


*. 
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_ an Hour after at the Report. Away, come not near ll 
im. x: 
Sog. For God's ſake let's be gone; an' he be a Scholar, MR 
you know I cannot abide him, I had as lieve ſee a Cocka- g 
trice, ſpecially as Cockatrices go now. in 
Car. What, you' l ſtay, signior / this Gentleman Sog- V 
Tiardo, and l, are to viſit the Knight Puntarvolo, and from v 
thence to he City. we ſhall meet there. 82 
Mac. I, when I cannot ſhun you, we will meet. | 
*Tis ſtrange! of all the Creatures I have ſcen, 
] envy not this Buffoon, for indeed 
Neither his Fortunes nor his Parts deſerve it: 
But I do hate him, as I hate the Devil, 
Or that Braſs-viſag'd Monſter Barbariſm. 
O. *tis an open-thi oated, black mouth'd Cur; 
That bites at all, but cars not thoſe that feed him. 
A Slave, that to your Face will (Scrpent like) 
Creep on the Ground, as he wou d eat the Duſt ; 
And to your Back will turn the Tail, and ſting 
More deadly than a Scorpion: Stay, who's this ? 
Now for my Soul another Minion , * 
Of the old Lady Chances: I'll obſerve him. 
Sordido, Macilente, Hind. 
Sord. O rare! good, good, good, good, good! I.thank 
my Stars, I thank my Stars for it. 
Mac. Said I not true? doth not his Paſſion ſpeak 
Out of my Divination ? O my Senſes, 
Why loſe you not your Powers, and become 
Dull if not deaded with this SpeCtacle ? 
E know him, 'tis Sordido, the Farmer, 
A Boar, and Brother to that Swine was here. 
Sord. Excellent, excellent, excellent! as I would wiſh, 
as I would wiſh. h 
Mac. See how the Strumpet Fortune tickles him, 
And makes him ſwoon with Laughter, O, O, O. 
Sord. Ha, ha, ha, I will not ſow my Grounds this Year, 
Eet me ſee what Harveſt ſhall we have? June, Jul), Al- 
uſt ? 
2 — What ist, a Prognoſtication raps him ſo? 
Sard. The xx, xxi, xxii Days, Rain and Wind, O goon 
: $006: 


iff, 


Df 


od, 


od! 
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good | the xiii, and xxiv, Rain and ſome Wind, good! the 


xxv, Rain, good ſtill! xxvi, xxvii, xxviii, Wind and ſome 


Rain; wouldit had been Rain and ſome Wind: well 'tis 


good (when it can be no better,) xxix, inclining to Rain: 
inclining to Rain ; that's not fo now: xxx, and xxxi, 
Wind and no Rain: no Rain? Slid ſtay; this is worſe and 
worſe: what ſays he of Saint Swithins ? turn back, look, 
Saint Swithins: no Rain? 

Mac. O, here's a precious dirty damned Rogue, 

That fats himſelf with Expectation 
Of rotten Weather and unſeaſon d Hours; 


An! he is rich for it, and elder Brother 

Vis Barns are full! hrs Reeks and Mows well trod! 

His Garners crack with ſtore! O, *tis well; ha, ha, ha: 
A Plague conſume thee, and thy Houſe. 


Sord. O, here, St. Swithins, the xv Day, variable Wea⸗ 


ther, for the moſt part Rain, good; for the moſt part 
Rain: why, it ſhould rain forty Days after, now, more 


or leſs, it was a Rule held, afore | was able to hold a Plough, 
and yet here are two Days no Rain; ha? it makes me mule, 


| We'll ſee how the next Month begins, it that be better. 


September, firſt, ſecond, third, and fourth Days, rainy and. 


bluſtering; this is well now : fifth, ſixth, ſeventh, eighth. 
and ninth, rainy, with ſome Thunder; I marry, this is 
excellent; the other was falſe printed ſure: the tenth and 


eleventh, great ſtore of Rain; O, good, good good, good, 
good! the twelfth, thirteenth, and fpurtecnth Days, Rain; 
good ſtill : fifteenth, and ſixteenth, Rain; good ſtill : ſe- 
venteenth and eighteenth, Rain; good till : nineteenth 
and twentieth, good ſtill, good ſtill, good ſtill, good fill, 
good ſtill! one and twentieth, fome Rain; ſome Rain? 
well we muſt be patient, and attend the Heavens Pleaſure, 
would it were more though: the one and twentieth, two 
td twentieth, three and twentieth, great Tempeſts of 
Rain, Thunder and Lightning. : | 

O good again, paſt Expectation good! 

thank my bleſſed Angel; never, never 

Laid I a ponny better out than this, 

To purchaſe this dear Book : not dear for Price, 
Aud yet of me as dearly priz d as Life, 
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Since in it is contain'd the very Life, . 
Blood, Strength, and Sinews of my Happineſs: 7 
Bleſt be the Hour, wherein | bougtt this Book: 1 
His Studies happy that compos'd the Book, F. 
And the Man fortunate that ſold the Book. = © 
Sleep with this Charm, and be as true to me, F 
As Iamjoy'd and confident in thee, \ 
Mac. Ha, ha, ha? I' not this good ? Ist not pleaſing WI ( 
this? The Hind enters with a Paper, 5 
Ha, ha, ba! God pardon me! ha, ha! 11 
Is't poſſible that ſuch a ſpacious Villain 8 
Should live, and not be plagu'd ? or lies he hid 11 
Within the wrinkled Bolom of the World, FT 
Where Heav'n cannot ſee him? why (methinks) OT 
Tis rare, and ſtrange, that he ſhould breathe, and walk, p 
Feed with digeſtion, ſleep, enjoy his He 1th, 4 
And (like a bo:ſt'rous Whale, ſwallowing the poor) 
Still ſwim in Wealth and P.caſure! is't not ſtrange? 1 
Unleſs his Houſe and Skin were Thunder - proof, 
I-wonder at it ! Methinks, now, the Hect ick, 
Gout, Leproſie, or ſome ſuch loath'd D. ſeaſe, 
Might light upon him; or that Fire (from Heaven) LM 
Might fall upon his Barns; or Mice and Ras Pe 
Eat up his Grain; or elſe that it m ght rot C: 
Within the hoary Reeks;e'en as it Hands: | Te 
Methinks this might be well; and after all K. 
The Devil might come and fetch him. I, 'tis true! | To 
Mean time he Parfeits in Proſperity, | Sir 
And thou (in eavy of him) gnaw'it thy ſelf : | Ge 
Peace, Feol, get hence, and tell thy vexed Spirit, ; 
Wealth in this Age will (carcely ook on Merit. 
Sord. Who brought this ſame, Sirrah ? Of 
Hm. Marry, Sir, one of the Juſtices Men, he ſays u Un 
A Precept, and all their Hands be at it. I 
Sord. I, and the prints of them ſtick in my Fleſh, Th: 
Deeper than i' their Letters: They have ſent me Ane 
Pills wrapt in Paper here, that ſhould I take em, Th 
Would poy ſon all the ſweetneſs of my Book, Al. 
And turn my Honey into Hemlock guyce. And 
But I am wiſer than to ſerve their Precepts, | And 


Or follow their Preſcriptions. Here's a Device, 


ys 0 


To fit and clap my Hands, and laugh, and leap, - | 
Knocking my Head againſt my Roof, with joy 
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To charge me bring my Grain unto the Markets: 
1, much, when I have neither Barn nor Garner, 
Nor Earth to hide it io, Til bring it; till then. 
Each Corn I ſend ſhall be as big as Pauls. 

O, but (fay ſome) the poor are like to ſtarve. 

"Why let em ſtarve, what's that to me? are Bees 
Bound to keep life in Drones and idle Moths? no: 
Why ſuch ere theſe (that term themſelves the Poor 
Only becauſe they would be pitied, 

But are indeed a ſort of lazy Beggars) 


Licentious Rogues, and ſturdy Vagabonds, 
= Bred (by the Soth of a fat plenteous Year) 
Like Snakes in heat of Summer, out of Dung; 
And this is all that theſe ch: ap times are good tor: 
* Whereasa wholſome and penurious Dearth 
2 Purges the Soil of ſuch viic.Excrements, 
| And kills the Vipers up. 


Hin. O, but Maſter, 


Take heed they hear you not. 


Sord. Why ſo? 
His, They will exclaim againſt you. 
Cord. I, their Exclaims - - | | 


| Move me as much, as thy Breath moves a Mountain 


Poor Worms, they hiſsat me, whilſt I at home 
Can be contented to applaud my ſelf, 


#3 


To ice how plump my Bags are, and my Barns, 
Sirrah, go, hie you home, and bid your fellows 


| Get all their Flayls ready again' I come, 


Hin. I will. ä 
Sord. II inſtantly ſet all my Hinds to thraſhing 

Of a whole reek of Corn, which I will hide 

Under the Ground; and with the Straw thereof 

IU ſtuff the out- ſides of my other Mows : 

That done, I have em empty all my Garners, 

And ' the friendly Earth bury my ſtore, 

That, when the Searchers come, they may ſuppoſe 

All's ſp:nt, and that my Fortunes were bely'd, 


And to lend more Opinion to my Want, 


And ſtop that many-mouthed vulgar Dog, A 
| (Which 
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(Whichelſe would ſtill be baying at my Door) r 
Each Market-day, I will be {een to buy f 
Part of the pureſt Wheat, as for my Houſholdz [ 
Where when.itcomes, it ſhall increaſe my Heaps, \ 
*Twill yield me treble Gain at this dear time, 

Promis'd in this dear Book : I have caſt all. V 
Till then I will not tell an Ear, I'll hang firſt, 


O, I ſhall make my Prices as I liſt, h 
My Houſe and I can feed on Peas and Barley ; ſe 
What though a world of Wretches ſtarve the while; I 
fe that will thrive muſt think no Courſes vile. {0 

G REX. ö 8 


Cor. Now, Signior, how approve you this? have the 
Humouriſtsexpreſt themſelves truly or no? 

Mit. Yes, (it it be well proſecuted) tis hitherto happy 
enough: but methinks Macilente went hence too ſoon, th 
he might have been made to ſtay, and ſpeak ſomewhat in. 
Teproot of Sordido's wretchedneſs nw at the laſt, ol 

Cor. O, no, that bad been extreamly improper ; beſides, 
he had continued the Scene too long with him, as twas, 
being in no more action. | 

Mit. Vou may enforce the length as a neceſſary Reaſon; 
but for propriety, the Scene would very well have born it 
in my judgment. 

Cor. O, worſt of both; why, you miſtake his Humour 
utterly then. 

Ait. How? do I miſtake it ? is't not Envy? 

Cor. Yes, but you muſt underſtand, Signior, he envies 
him not as he is a Villain, a Wolf i' the Common wealth, 
| but as he is rich and fortunate; for the true Condition of 
| Envy, is, Doloy aliens felicitatis, to have our Eyes con- Ci 
| tinually fixt upon another Man's Profperity, that is, his F. 


chief Happineſs, and to grieve at that. Whereas if we . C 
| make his monſtrous and abhorr'd Actions our Object, the Pin 
| Grief (we take then) comes nearer the Nature of Hate 
| than Envy, as being bred out of a kind of contempt and It C 

loathing in our ſelves, | 

Mit. So you'll infer it had been Hate, not Envy in him, ¶ bund 
toreprehend the Humour of Sordido? l 
Cor, Right, for what a Man truly envies in another, he Peuri- 


could always love and chcriſh in himſelf; but no Man truly 
repre- 


Feol and the Jeſter again methinks. 


hn * 
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reprehends in another, what he loves in himſelf; there- 


tore Reprehenſion is out ot his hate. And this Diſt inction 
hath he him ſelf made in a Speech there (if you markt it) 
where he ſays, IJenvy not this Buffoon, but Jhate him. | 

Mit. Stay, Sir: {envy not this Buffooa, but I hate him; 
why might he not as well have hated Sordido as him? 

Cor. No, Sir, there was Subject for his Envy in Sordido, 
his Wealth: ſo was there not in the other, He ſtood poſ- 
ſeſt of no one eminent Gift, but a moſt odious and Fiend- 
like Diſpoſition, that would turn Charity it ſelf into Hate, 


| much more Enyy, tor the preſent. 


Mit. You have ſatisfied me, Sir. O, here comes the 


Cor. *T were pity they ſhould be parted, Sir. 
Mit. What .bright-ſhining Gallant's that with them? 


| the Knight they Went to? 


Cor. No, Sir, this is one Monſieur Faſtidius Brisk, o- 
therwiſe call'd the freſh Frenchefied Courtier, 

Mit. A Humouriſt too? 

Cor. As humorous as Quick- ſilver, do but obſerve him 


the Scene is the Country ſtill, remember. | 


— — 


r 


Eaſt. Brisk, Cinedo, Carlo Buffone, Sogliardo. 


(Faſt. edo, watch when the Knight comes, and give 
. us Word. 50 a 
Cin. I will, Sir, 

Faſt. How lik'ſt thou my Boy, Carlo? 

Car. O, well, well. He looks like a Colonel of the 
Pigmies Horſe, or one of theſe Motions, ina groat antique 
Clock; he would ſhew well upon a Habberdaſhers Stall, 
ata Corner Shop rarely. 75 

Faſt, What a damn d witty Rogue's this ? how he cone 
tounds with his Similes ? 


Car. Better with ſimiles than ſmiles: and whither were 
Jeu riding now, Signior? 


Faſt, 


£ 
ö 
1 
: 
| 
b 
' 
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Faſt, Who, I? whataſilly Jeſt's that; whither ſhould 
I ride but to the Court? 
Car. O, Pardon me, Sir, twenty Places more; your « 


Hot-houſe, or your Whore-houle_..  - 


. Faſt. By the Virtue of my Soul, this Knight dwells ig 
'Elizium here. | ö 
Car. He's gone now, I thought he would flie out pre- 
ſently. Theſe be our Nimble Spirited Catſo's, that ha“ 
their Evaſions at pleaſure, will run over a Bog like your 
Wild Iri/þ; no ſooner ſtarted, but they'll leap from one 
thing to another, like a Squirrel, hiegh ! dance and do 
tricks i their Diſcourſe, from Fire to Water, from Wa. 
terto Air, from Air to Earth, as if their Tongues did but 
een lick the tour Elements over, and away, | 


- * Sirrah, Carlo, thou never ſaw'ſt my Grey-hobbyÞ? | 
yet, didſt thou? W 1 
Car. No; ha'you ſuch a one? W | 
Faſt. The beſt in Europe (my good Villain) thou'lt. ay, i 
when thou ſeeſt him. 
Car. But when ſhallI ſee him? | 7 
Faſt. There was a Noble Man i' the Court offered mea: 
hundred Pound for him, by this Light; a fine little fiery b 
Lare, he runs like a (oh) excellent, excellent! with the 
very ſound of the Spur. bb 
Car. How ? the found of the Spur? 
Faſt. O, it's your only humour now extant, Sir ; a good 
gingle, a good ging'e. | ca 


Car. You ſhall ſee him turn Morrice-dancer, he has got in 
him Bells, a good Suit, and a Hobby- horſe. 3 | 
Sog. Signior, now you talk of a Hobby-horſe, 1know 
where one is will not be given for a brace of Angels. 

Faſt. How is that, Sir | 
Sog. Marry, Sir, I am telling this Gentleman of . rit: 
Hobby-horſe, it was my Father's indeed, and (though I Sh. 
Hy it vul 


Car. That ſhould not ſay it) on, on. 5 
Sog. He did dance in it, with as good Humour, and 
good Regard as any Man of his Degree whatſoever, being} :C 
no Gentleman: I have danc'd in it my ſelf too. tiv 
Car. Not ſince the Humour of Gentility was upon you avoi 


id you? tko1 
? Fr Sag. 
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Sog. Yes, onee; marry, that was but to ſhew what a 
Gentleman might do in a Humour. 
Car. O, very good. 
| 3 a 

Mit, Why, this Fellow's Diſcourſe were nothing but 
for the Word Humour. 

Cor. O, bear with him, an' he ſhonld lack Matter and 
Words too, twere pititul. 

Sog. Nay, look you, Sir, there's ne'er a Gentleman i' the 
Country has the like Humours, for the Hobby- horſe, as I 
have; I have the Method for the threding of the Needle 
and all, the 

Car. How, the Method ? 

Sog. 1, the Leigerity for that, and the Whighhie, and 
the Daggers in the Noſe, and the Travels of the Egg from 
Finger to Finger, and all the Humours incident to the Qua- 


| 1 lity. The Horſe hangs at home in my Parlor, I'l] keep 


it for a Monument as long as [live, ſure. 
Car, Do ſo; and when you die, 'twill be an excellent 


* Trophee to hang over your Tomb. 


Sog. Maſs, and Ill have a Tomb (now I think on't) tis 


but ſo much Charges. 


Cay, Beſt build it in your Life-time then, your Heirs 


N hip to forget it elſe. 


Sog. Nay, I mean fo, I'll not truſt to them. | 
Car. No, for Heirs and Executors are grown damnable 


| careleſs, ſpecially fince the Ghoſts of Teſtators left walk= 


ing; how like you him, Signior ? 
Faſt, *Fore Heav'ns, his Humour arrides me exceedingly, 
Car, Arrides you ? > 
Faſt. I, pleaſes me (a pox on't) Iam ſo haunted at the 


Court, and at my * with your refin'd choice Spi- 


rits, that it makes me clean of another Garb, another 

Sheaf, I know not how ! I cannot frame me to your harſh 

vulgar Phraſe, tis againſt my Genius. | 
sog. Signior Carlo. 


G R Ex. 

Car. This is right to that of Horace, Dum vitant ſtul- 
ti vitia, in contraria currunt; ſo this Gallant, labouringto 
avoid Popularity, falls into a habit of Affectation, Ten 
thoufand times hatefuller _ the former, 8 

4. 
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Car. Who be? a Gull, a Fool, no ſalt in him i' the 
Earth, Man; he looks like a freſh Salmon kept in a Tub, 
he'll be ſpent ſhortly. His Brain's lighter than his Father 
already, and his Tongue more ſubject to lye, than that's to 
wag he (leeps with a Musk-cat every Night, and walks 
all Day hang'd in Pomander Chains for Penance ; he has 
his Skis tand in Civet, to make his Comp.exion ſtrong, 
and the ſweetneſs of his Youth laſting in the Senſe of his 
ſweet Lady; a good empty puff, he loves you well, Sig- 
nor. 

Sog. There ſhall be no love loſt, Sir, Fll aſſure you. 

Faſt. Nay, Carlo, I am not happy i' thy love, I ſee : pray 
thee ſuffer me to enjoy thy Company alittle({weet Miſ- 
chief) by this Air, I ſhall envy this Gentleman's Place in thy 
Atecdions, if you be thus priyate, i' faith. How now ? 
is the Knight arriy d? 

; Enter Cinedo. 

Cin. No, Sir, but tis gueſt he will arrive preſently, by 

his Fore-runners. 
Faſt. His Hounds! by Minerva an excellent Figure; a 
Car. You ſhould give him a French Crqwn for it; the 
Boy would find two better Figures i that, and a good Fi- 
gure of your Bounty beſide. 

Faſt, Tut, the Boy wants no Crowns. 

Car. No Crown; ſpeak i the ſingular Number, and 
we'll bel eve you. | | 

Faſt. Nay, thou are {.capriciouſly conceited now. 
Sjrrah (damnution) | bave heard this Knight Puntarvolo re- 
ported to be a Gentleman of exceeding good Humour, 
thou know ſt him; pr'y thee, bow is his Diſpoſition? I 
ne'er was {0 tavour'd ot my Stars, as to ſee him yet» Boy, 
do you look to the Hobby? 

Cin. 1, Sis, the Groom has {ct him up. 

Faſt, 'Tis well: | rig out of my way of intent to viſit 
him, ind take knowledge of his Nay, good Widkedneſs, 
his Humour, his Humour. | 

Car. Why, he loves Dogs, and Hawks, and his Wife: 
well; he has a good riding Face, and he can ſu a great Hor ſe; 
he will taint a Staff well at Tilt; when he is mounted he 


looks like the Sign at the George; that's all L know, 2 
ä b | at 
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that inſtead of a Dragon, he will brandiſh againſt a Tree, 
and break his Sword as confidently upon the knotty Bark, 


as the other did upon the Scales of the Beaſt, 


_ Faſt. O, but this is nothing to that's deliver'd of him. 
They 45 he has Dialogues and Diſcourſes between his 
Horſe, himſelf, and his Dog; and that he will court his 
own Lady, as ſhe were a Stranger never eneounter'd be- 
fore. 

Car. I, that he will, and make freſh love to her every 
Morning; this Gentleman has been a Spectator of it, Sig- 
nior Inſulſo. | 

Sig. Lam reſolute to keep a Page: Say you, Sir? 

[ He leaps from whiſpering with the Boy. 

Car. You have ſeen Signior Puntarvolo accoſt his Lady? 

Sog. O, I, Sir. oy 

Faſt. And how is the manner of it pr'y thee, good Sig- 
mior ? 

Log. Faith, Sir, in very good fort, he has his Humours 
for it, Sir; as firſt, (luppo e he were now to come from 
riding or hunting, or ſo) he has his Trumpet to found, 
and then the waiting Gentlewoman, ſhe looks out, and 
then he ſpeaks, and then ſhe ſpeaks, — very pretty i' faith, 
Gentlemen. 

Faſt. Why, but do you remember no Particulars, Sig- 
nor? | | | 
Sig. O, yes, Sir, firſt, the Gentlewoman, ſhe looks out 
at the Window. SIE 
= After the Trumpet has fammon'd a Parle, not be- 
re? , 

Sog. No, Sir, not before; and then ſays he, ha, ha, ha, 
ha, &c. | | 7334 

Car. What fays hie? be not wrapt ſo, 

Sog. Says he, ha, ha, ha, ha, &c. 

Faſt. Nay, ſpeak, ſpeak. 

_ Ha, ha, ha, ſays he; God fave you, faqs he; hay 
. ee 
Car. Was this the ridiculous Motive to all this Paſſion ? 
Sog. Nay, that, that comes after is, ha, ha, ha, ha, &c. 
Car. Doubtleſs he apprehends more than he utters, this 

Fellow ; or clic, [ 4 cry of Hounds within. 
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Sog. Liſt, liſt, they are come from hunting; ſtand by, 
c.ole, under this Tarras, and you ſr all fee it done better 
than I can ſhew it. 

| wy So it had need, *twill ſcarce poize the Obſervati- 
on elſe. 

Sog. Faith, I remember all, but the manner of it is quite 
out ot my Head. 

Faſt. O, withdraw, withdraw, it cannot be but a moſt 
pleaſing Object. 

To the reſt] Puntarvolo, Huntſman, Gentlewoman. 

Punt. Forreſter, give Wind to thy Horn. Enough by 
this the Sound hath touch'd the Ears of the incloſed : De- 
part, leave the Dog, and take with thee what thou haſt 
deſer vd, the Horn, and Thanks. 

Car. I, marry, there's ſome taſte in this. 

Faſt. Ist not good? | 

Sog. Ah, peace, now above, now above! 

| The Gentlewoman appears at the Window: 

Punt. Stay; mine Eye hath (on the Inſtant) through 
the bounty of the Window, receiꝰd the form of a Nymph. 
I will ſtep forward three Paces; of the which, I will 
barely retire one; and (atter ſome litt.e flexure of the 
Knee) withanerected grace ſalute her (one, two, and 
three.)Sweet Lady, God fave you. 

Gent. No, forſooth; I am but the waiting Gentlewo- 
man. 
Car. He knew that before. 

Punt. Pardon me: Humanum eſt errare. 

Car. Helearn'd that ot his Chaplain. 

Punt. To the perfection of Complement (which is the 
Dial of the thought, and o_ by the Sun of your Beau- 
ties) are requir'd theſe three ſpecials; the gnomon, the 
prntilio's, and the ſuperficies; the ſuperficies, is that we call 
Place; the puntilio s, Circumſtance; and the gnoman, Ce- 
mony; in either of which, for a Stranger to err, tis ea- 
e and tacile, and ſu h am J. 

Car. True, not knowing her horizon, he muſt needs 
err; which | fear he knows too well. | 
g Punt. What call you the Loid of the Caſt je, ſweet 
Face? | 


Gents 
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Gent. The Lord of the Caſtle is a Knight, Sir; Signior; 
Puntarvolo. | | 
Punt. Puntarvoio? O. 
Car. Now muſt he ruminate. | , : 
Faſt. Does the Wench know him all this while, then? 
Car. O, do you know me, Man? why, therein lies 
the Syrrup of the Jeſt; it's a project, a deſignment of his 
own, a thing ſtudied and rehearſt as ordinarily at his co- 
ming from Hawking or Huating, as a Jig after a lay. 
Sog. I, een like your Jig, Sir. | 
Punt. Tis a molt ſumptuous and ſtately Edifice! of 
what Years is the Knight, fair Damſel? 
Gent. Faith, much about your Years, Sir, 
Punt. What Complexion or what Statue bears he? 
Gent. Of your Statute, and very near upon your Com- 
plexion. | 
Punt. Mine is Melancholy. 
Car. So is the Dogs, juſt. | 
Punt. And doth argue Conſtancy, chiefly in Love. What 
are his Endowments? ls he courteous? | 
Gent. O, the moſt courteousKnight inChriſtian Land, S r-. 
Punt. Is he magnanimous? 
Gent. As the Skin between your Brows, Sir. 
Punt. ls he bountitul ? 
Car. Slud he takes an Inventory ot his own good Parts. 
Gent, Bountiful ? 1, Sir, I would you ſhould know it, 
the poor are ſerv d at his Gate, early and late, Sir, 
Punt. Is he learned? 
Gent. O, I Sir, he can ſpeak the French and Italian. 
Punt. Then h: has travell'd. 
Gent, I, forſooth, he hath been beyond Seas once or 
twice. 5 
Car. As far as Paris, to fetch over a Faſhion, and come 
back again. 
Punt, Is he religious ? 
Gent. Religious? I know not what you call religious, 
but he goes to Church, I am ſure. 
Faſt. 'Slid, methinks theſe Anſwers ſhould offend him. 
Car. Tut, no; he knows they are excellent, and to her 
Capacity that peaks em. 
Nun. Would | might ſee his Face. 
L 3 Car. 


* 
o 
o 
- 
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Gar. She ſhould let downaGlaſs from the Window at 
tat Word, and requeſt him to look in'r. 

Punt. Doubtleſs the Gentleman is moſt exact, and ab- 
ſolutely qualified ; doth the Caſtle contain him? 

Gent. No, Si, he is from Home, but his Lady is wich- 
in. | 

Punt. His Lady? what, is ſhe fair? ſplendidious? and 
amiable? _ 

Sent. O, Lord, Sir! Mins | 

Punt. Priytl.ce, dear Nymph, intreat her Beauties to 
ff iue on this ſide of the building. 

- Car. That he may erect a new Dial of Complement, 
with his gu mou 's and his puntilio's. 
Gent. leaves the Window. 

Faſt. Nay, thou art ſuch another Cyniquenow, a Man 
had need walk uprightly before thee. 

Car. Heart, can any Man walk more upright than he 
does? Look, look; as if he went in a frame, or had a Suit 
of Waneſcot on: and the Dog watching him, leſt he 
ftould leap out on't. | 

Faſt. O, Vitain: 

Car. Well, and e'er I meet him in the City, I'll ha“ him 
_ il pawa him in Eaſf-cheap, among the Butchers 
elle. 

Fall. Peice, who be theſe, Cirlo? 

| To the reſi] Sordido, Fungoſo, Lady. 

Sord. Yondcr's your God- father; do your Duty to him, 
Son : 

Sog. This, Sir? a poor. elder Brother of mine, Sir, a 
Yeoman, may diſpend ſome {even or eight hundred a 
Year; that s his Son, my Nephew, there. | 

Punt. Tou are not il- come, Neighbour Sordido, though 


L have not yet ſaid, well- come; what, my God - ſon is 


grown a great Proficient by th's? 
Sord. 1 hope he will grow great one day, Sir. 
Faſt. What does he Rudy ? the Law ? 
Sag. I Sir, he is a Gentleman, though his Father be but 
a Yeoman, 
Car. What call you your Nephew, Signior? 
'Sog. Marry, his Name is Faungeſo, | 


Car - 
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Car. Fungeſo? O, he lagk'd formewhat like a Spunge in 
that Pinct ye low Doublet, methought;z well, make much 
of him; I ſee he was never born to ride upon a moyl. 

| Gentlewoman return'd above. 

Gent. My Lady will come preſently, Sir. 

Sog. O, now, now. 

# Punt. Stand hy, retire your ſelves a ſpace; nay, pray 

you, forget not the uſe ot your Hat; the Air is piercing. 
[Sordido and Fungolo withdraw to the other part 

the Stage, while the Lady is come to the Window, 

Faſt. What? will not their Prejenceprevail againſt the 
Current of his Humour? 

e O, no; it's a meer Flood, a Torrent carries all a- 
ore it. 

Punt. What more than Heav'nly Pulchritude is this? 

What magazine, or treaſury of Bliſs ? 
Dazle, you Organs to my optique ſenſe, 
To view a Creature of ſuch eminence « 
O, lam Planet-ſtrus', and in youd ſphere 
A brizhter Star than Venus doth appear | 
| Faſt. How? in Verſe! 
Car. An extaſie, an extaſie, Man. | ; 
Lady” Is your defire to ſpeak with me, Sir Knight? 
Car. He will tell you that anon; neither his Brain, nor 
his Body, are yet moulded for an anſwer. 6 
Punt. Moſt debonair, and luculent Lady, I decline me 
low as the &aſts ot your Altitude. | | 
K 20 G R EX. | tat 
Cor. He makes Congies to his Wife in Geometrical Pro- 
tions. 
Mit. Is't poſſible there ſhould be any ſuch Humoriſt ? 
Cor. Very eaſily poſſible, Sir, you ſee there is. 
Punt. I have ſcarce collected my Spirits, but lately {cate 
ter d in the admiration of your form; to which (it the 
Bounties of your mind be any way reſponſible) doubt 
not, bat my deſires ſhall find a ſmooth and ſecure Paſſage. 
lam a poor Knight Etrrant (Lady) that hu tiug in 
the adjacent Forreſt, was by adventure in the purſuit of a 
Hart, brought to this pace; which Hart (dear Madam) 
eſcaped by Enchantment; the Evening approaching (my 


Aelf, and Servant wearied) my Suit is, to your fair Caſtle, 


and refreſh me. L.4. Lady. 


O90 


he jeſt. 
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Lady. Sir Knight, albeit it be not uſua with me (chief. 


ly in the abſence of a Husband) to admit any entrance to 


Strangers, yet in the true regard of thoſe innated Virtues, 
and fair Parts, which fo ſtrive to expreſs them ſelves, in you; 
I am reſolv d to entertain you to the beſt of my unworthy 


Power; which l acknowledge to be 1 valu'd with | 
what ſo worthy a Perſon may deſerve, Pleaſe you but ſtaW | 


while I deſcend. 
Punt. Moſt admir'd-Lady, you aſteniſh me! 
Car. What? with ſpeaking a Speech of your own pen- 


ning? [ She departs: Puntarvolo falls in w.th þ 


Sord do and his Son. 

Faſt. Nay, look; pr ythee peace. 

Car. Pox ont; Iam impatient of ſuch Foppery. 

Faſt. O, let's hear the reſt. N 

Car. What ? a tedious Chapter of Courtſhip, after Sir 
Lancelot, and Queen Guevener ? away. Imwar'lin what. 
dull cold Nook he found this Lady out? that {being a Wo- 
man) ſhe was bleſt with no more opy of Wit, but to 
ſerve his humour thus, *Slud I think he teeds her with- 
Porridge. I; ſhe could ne'er have ſuch a thick Brain elſe, 

Sog. Why, is Porridge ſo hurtful, Signior * 

Car. O. nothing under Heav'n more prejudicial to thoſe. 
aſcending ſubtile Powers, or doth ſooner abate that which 
we call. acumen ingenii, than your groſs Fare: Why, I'll 
makeyouan Inſtance; your City-Wives, but obſerve em, 
you ha' not more perfect true Fools i' the World bred, 
than they are generally; and yet you ſee (by the fineneſs 
and delicacy of their Diet, diving into the fat Capons, 
drinking your rich Wines, teeding on Larks, Sparrows, 
Potato-pies, and ſuch good unctious Mrats) how their 
Wits are refin'd and — and ſometimes a very Quin- 
teſſence of Conceit flows from em, abk to drown a weak 

prehenſion. b 

Faſt. Peace. hero comes the Lady. 

Lady. Gods me, here's Company; turn-inagah: 
[L 2dy with her Gent. deſcended, ſeeing them, turns-m 
again. Fe 


Faſt. Slight, our Preſence. has cut off the Convoy. of 


Car. 
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Car. All the better, I am glad on't; for the Iſſue was 
very per ſpicuous. Come, let's diſcover, and ſalute the 
Knight. [Carlo and the other two ſtep forth, 
Punt. Stay; who be theſe that, addreſs themſelves to- 
wards us? What, Carlo? Now by the Sincerity of m 
Soul, welcome; welcome 2 And how do 
thou, thou grand Scourge, or fecond Unzruſs of the Time 
Car, Faith, ſpending my Metal in this ree ing World 
(here and there) as the ſway ot my Affeckion earries me, 
and perhaps ſtumble upon a V eoman Feuterer, as I do now 
0 or one of Fortuncs Moils, laden with Treaſure, and an 
empty Cloke- bag following him, gaping when a Bag will 
2 untie. 
Punt. Peace, you Bandog, peace: What brisk Nymfa+ 
doro is that in the whiteVirgin-Boot there? 
Car. Marry, Sir, one that I muſt entrgat you to take 2 
very particular knowledge of, and with more than ordina- 
{ ry reſpect; Monſieur Faſtidius. | 
Punt. Sir, I could wiſh, that for the time of your 
vouchſaft abiding here, and more rea! Entertainment, this: 
my Houſe ſtood on the Muſes Hill, and theſe my Or- 
chards were thoſe of the Heſpe» ides. 
* Faſt. I poſſeſs as much in your Wiſh, Sir, as it 1 were - 
made Lord of the Indies; and I pray you believe it. 
Car. I have a better opinion of his Faith, than to think 
it will be ſo corrupted. - 
Sog. Come, Brother, I'll bring you acquainted witk 
Gentlemen, and good Fellows, ſuch as ſhall do you more 
graee than 
Ford. Brother, 1 hunger not for ſuch Acquaintanee x 
Do you take heed, leſt — 


| Carlo is coming toward them. 
Sog. Huſht: My Brether, Sir, for want of Education, 
Sir, ſomewhat nodding to the Boar, the Clown; but-I 
requeſt you in private. Sr. 
„Fg. By Heav'n, it isa very fine Suit of Clothes 
N GRE X. 

-!C*; Do you obſerve that, Signior? There's another 
Humour bas new crackt the Shell. 

Mit. what? he as enamour'd of the Faſhion, is he + :. 


Cor O, you foreſtal the eſt, 


Fung. 
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Fung. I mar l what it might ſtand him in! 
Sog. Nephew 2. 


* 


Fung. Fore me, it's an excellent Suit, and as neatly be- 


comes him. What {aid you, Uncle? 
Sog. When aw you my Niece ?. 
Boot does very raie too! 

Sog. And what News hear you? 


Fung. The gelt Spur and all! Would | vrere hang'd, but 4 


tis excecding good. Say you, Uncle? 
Sog. Your Mind is carried away with ſomewhat elſe: 
i] ask what.News you hear? 


Fung. Troth, we hear none. In good faith, I was ne- 
ver ſo pleas d with a Faſhion. Days ot my Life. O (an I 
might have but my wiſh) L'd ask no more of good now, 
but ſuch a Suit, ſuch a Hat, ſuch a Band, ſuch a Doublet, 


ſuch a Hole, ſuch a Boot, and ſucha — —— 


Sag. They fay, there's a new Motion of the City of x- 


. 
Fang. Marry, yeſtern ght 1 ſupt there. That kind of 


neveh, with Fona and the Whale, to be ſcen at Fleet- ridge. 


You can tell, Couſin? 


Fung. Here's ſuch a world of Queſtions with him now. ]1]ęł 
Yes, I think there be ſuch a thing, I faw the Picture. 
Would he would once be {atished. Let me fee, the Dou - 
blet, ſay Fifty Shilling: the Doublet, and between three or 
four Pound the Hole; then Boots, Hat, and Band: Some 
ten or eleven Pound will do it all, and Suit me, 'fore th 


Mea vens. 
ance. 


Hark you Uncle. 
Sog. What lays my Nephew ? 


Fung. Faith Uncle, I'd ha' deſu d you to lave made 2 
Motion for me to my Father, in a thing that——— Walk 


aſide, and lil tell you Sir; no more but this: There's. 
parce! of Law- books (ſome Twenty pounds worththat 
lie in a place for little more than half the Money they colt; 
andl. think for ſome twelve Pound, or twenty Mark, Isch 


Seg. I'll ſee all thoſe Devices an I, come to Londa : 
Fung. Gods 'flid, and I could eom paſs it, were rare, ; 


go near to redeem beit there's Plowden, Dyer, Brooks, 


and Fieæ- Herbert, divers ſuch as I muſt have etre long ;and 
| 9 


„ oct 


li 


Truth. 


| 4 (when I am atCourt) they do ſhare mee em ; hap> 
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you know, I were as good fave five: ot fix. Pound; as not 
Uncle. I pray you, move it tor me. 


Sag. That 1 Wal: When would you have me doit? pre- 
TR, I fo i © oy 


Feng, O I, I yray you, god Uncle: Gp ſend me good- 
lack : Lord (an't be thy WII) proiger it: C my Starz, 
now, now, if it take now, I 2m mac e for dre. --. 0 
Faſt. Shall i tell you, Sir? By this Ar, I am- the moſt 
beholden to that Lord, of any Gentleman living ; he do's 
uſe me the moſt honourably, and with the greateſt reſ— 
pe, moxe indeed than can be utter d with any Opinion of 
eee do 1 1 [3100 HO. 
Fut, Then have youthe Count Grat. 

Faſt, As true noble a Gentleman too as any breathes;. - 
Iam exceedingly endear'dto his Love: By this Hand, ( 
proteſt to you, Siguior, I ſpeak it not gloriouſly, nor out 
of affectation, but) there's he, and the Count Frugale.. - 
Signior Iluſtre, Signior Luculento, anda ſort of em, that 
py is he can enjoy me moſt private. I do wiſh. my 
ſometime an Ubiquitary for their Love, in good faith. 
Car. There's ne er a one ot theſe but. might ie a Wer 8 
on the Rack, ere they could bring forth his Name , and 
yet he pours them out as familiarly, as if he had een em 
ſtand by the Fire i the Preſence, or tab en Tobacco with -- 
them over the Stage i the Lords Rom. 
Punt. Then you muſt of neceſſity k now our Court- 


ſttar there, that Planet of wit, Maddona Sa violin? ,, > 


Faſt. O Lord, Sir} my Miſtreſs. I 
Punt. Is ſhe your Miſtreſs! hel n 
Faſt. Faith here be ſome ſlight Favours of bers, Sir, 
that do ſpeak it, ſpe is; as this Scarf, Sir, or this Ribband 
in my Ear, or ſo; this Feather grew in her ſweet Fan 
ſomecimes, though now it be my poor Fortune to wear 
it, as you ſee, Sir; flight, ſlight, a fooliſh Toy. 
Punt. Well, ſne is the Lady of a moſt exalted and ins; - 
genious Spirit. | 1 
Faſt; Did you ever hear any Woman ſpeak like her? or: 


inrich'd with a more plentiful Diſcourſe? 


Car. O villanous! nothing but ound, Sound, a meer 
Eccho; ſhe ſpeaks as ſhe goes tir'd, in Cobweb-Lawn, 
light, thin; good enough ts catch Flies withal, ans · 
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Punt. O, manage your Affections. 


Faſt. Well, if thou | "ſt not Plagu'd for this Blaphemy 


One ——— 


*' Punt. Come, Ta not a Jeſter : It is in thte power | 


of my Purſe to make him ſpeak well or ill of me. 


Fit. Sir, I Affirm it to you (upon my Ctedit and Judg- f 
meftt) ile has che moſt harmonious and muſical Nd of | 


Wit that ever tetnpted a true Ear; and yet to fec, a rude 
Tongue would prophanc Heav'n, if it could. 
Punt: 1 am not ignorant of it, Sir. | 
Fat. Oh, it flows from her like Nectar, and ſhe doth 
ive it that ſweet quick Grace, and Exornation in the 
ompoſure, tbat (by this good Air, as I am an honeſt 
Mag, would might never ſtir, Sir. but) mne do's obſer ve as 
re a Phraſe, and uſtas choice Figures in her ordinary 
Conference, as any be i” the Arcadia. 
Car. Or rather in Green's Works, whence fhe may ſtcal 
with more ſecurity. 
Sord. Well, if Ten pound will tetch/em, you ſhall have 
it; but l' part vejth no more, l 
Fung. LI try what that w ill do, it you pleaſe: 
| Sord: Do ſo; and when you have em, ſtudy hard. 
Fung. Yes, Sir. An'! could dy to get Forty Shillings 
more naw! Well, Iwill pat my ſelf into the Faſhion, 2s 


far as this will go, preſently. 
Serd. I wonder it rains not! The Almanack ſays, we 


ould have ſtore of Rain to Day. 

Punt. Why, Sir, to morrow-T- will affociate' you- to 
Court my felf, and from thence to the City, about a 
Buſineſs, a Project | have; Iwill expoſe it to you, Sir: 
Carlo, lam ſure, has heard of it. 

Car. What's that, Sir? 

Pant: | do intend; this year of Jubile coming on, to 
travel: And (becauie I will not altogether go upon Ex- 
pence) am deter mined to put forth tome Five thouſand 
Pound, to- be pꝛid me Five for One; upon the return ot 
my ſeſt: my Wite; and my Dog, from the Iarł's Court 
in Conſtantinople, It all or either of us miſcarry- in the 

rney, tis gone: If we be ſucceſsful, why, there wil 

Five and T wenty thouſand Pound to entertain Time 
withal, Nay, go not, Neighbour Sordido, ſtay to Night, 
and help to make our Society the fuller, Gentlemen, tro» 


lick: Carlo? what, dull now? 
Gar. 
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Car. I wasthinking on your Project, Sir, an' you call it 
{? Is this he Dog goes with. you.? | — 

Punt. This is the Dog, Sir. . 

Car. He do' not go bare-toot, does he? 

Punt. Away, you. Traitor, away. 4 

Car. Nay, afore God, L ſpeak imply ; he may prick 
his Foot with a Thorn, and be as much as the whole Ven · 
ture is worth. Beſides, for a Dog that never travell'd 
before, it's a huge Journey to Conſtantinopie. I'll tell you 
now (an' he were mine) 1'd have ſome preſent Conference 
with a Phyſician, what Antidote were good to give him 
Preſervatives againſt Poyſon; for (aſſure you) if once, 
your Money be out, there'll be divers Attempts made 
againſt the Life of the poor Animal. * 

Pune. Thou art ſtill dangerous. 

Faſt. Is Signior Deliro's Wite your Kinſwoman? 

Sag. 1, Sir, ſhe is my Niece, my Lrother's Daughter 
here, and my Nephew's Siſter. N 

Sord. Do you know her, Sir ? 

Faſt. O God, Sir, Signior Deliro, her Husband, is my 


Merchant. 


Fung. I, I have ſeen this Gentleman there often. 
Faſt. I cry you mercy, Sir, let me crave your Name, 


| Pray you. 


Fung. Fungoſo, Sir. 
Faſt. Good Signior Fungoſo, I ſhall requeſt to know you 
better, Sir. | 
Fung. I am her brother, Sir. . 
Faſt. In fair time, Sir. 
Punt. Come Gentlemen, I will be your Conduct. 
Faſt. Nay, pray you, Sir; we ſhall meet at Signior 


Deliro's often, 


Sog. Vou mall ha' me at the Herald's Office, Sir, for 


ſome Week or ſoat my firſt coming up. Come, Carlo. 


. 
Mit. Methinks, Cordatus, he dwelt fomewhat too long 


on this ſcene; it hung iꝰ the hand. 


Cor. ] ſce not where he could have infifted. leſs, and t 


have made the Humours perſpicuous enough. 


Mit. True, as his Subject lies; but hꝭ might have altered 


the. Shape of his Argument, and explicated em better in 
ſingle Scenes. 


Cor. 
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Cor. That had been ſingle indeed. Why, be they not, 
the ſame Perſons in this, as they would have been in thoſe? 
And is it not an Object of more State, to beho d the Scene 
full, and reliev'd With variety of Speakers to the end, than 
to ſee a vaſt empty Stage, and the Actots come ic. (one by 
one) as if they were dropt down with à Feathet into the 


Eye of the Spectators? | 
Mit. Nay, you are better traded with theſe things tl an 
I. and therefore Ill ſubſeribe to 13 3 marry, 
you ſhall give me leave to make Objections. * 
Cor. G, what elſe? It's the ſpecial Intent of the Author 
vou ſhould do ſo; for thereby others (that are preſent) may ; 
as well be ſatisfied, Who haply would. object the tame 7 
ou do. otro . | * 
: Mit. So, Sir : But when appears Macilente again? 
Cor. Marry, he ſtays but till our Silence give him 
leave: Here he comes, and with him Stgmor Deliro, 2 
| Merchant, at whoſe Houſe he is come to ſojourn: Make“ 
your own Ob ſervation now, oni transter our Thoughts 
to the City, with the Scene; where; ſuppoſe they ſpeak. 
| | Deliro, Macilente, Fido, Fallace. 1 
1 Deli. I'll tell you by and by, Sir. 
3 Welcome (good Macilente) to my Houſe, 
iſ. To ſojourn at my Houle for ever; if my beſt 
Incates, and every fort of good intreaty 
| May move you ſtay with me. 
1 | | | [ Deliro ceaſeth, His Boy ftrews Flower, 
i 4 | Maci. I thank you, Sir, 
And yet the muffled Fates (had it pleas d them) 
Might have ſupply d me trom th ir own full Store, 
Without this Word (IJ hanſ you) toa Foo. 
ILſee no Reaſon why that Dog (calld Chance) 
Should fawn upon this fellow, more than me? 
J am a man, and I have Limbs, Fleſh, Blood, 
Bones, Sinews, and a Soul, as well as he: 
My Parts are every way as good as his; 
If | aid better, why, 1 did not lie. 
Na-h'leſs, h's Wealth (but nodding on my Wants) 
Muft make me bow, and cry, ( i thank you, Sir.) 
Deli, Dilpatch, take heed your Miſtreſs ſee you * 4 1 
4 | 
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Rado. I warrant you, Sir, I'll ſtealby her ſoftly, 
Deli. Nay, gentle Friend, be merry, raiſe your Looks. 
Out of your Boſom; I proteſt (by Heav'n) 
You are the Man moſt welcome in the World. | 
' Maci. (thank you, Sir.) I know my Cue, I think. 
Fido. Where will you have em burn, Sir ? | 
[ With more Perfumes and Herbs. 
Deli. Here, good Fido. What, ſhe did not ſee thee 4 
Fido. No, Sir. | | 
Deli. That's well. Strew, ſtrew, good Fido, the freſheſt: 
Flowers; ſo. | 
Maci. What means this, Signior Deliro 2 all this cen» 
6 "A 
: Dell. Caſt in more Frankincenſe, yet more; well ſaid. 
O, Macilente, I have ſucha Wife! 
Fo paſſing fair! ſo paſſing fair! unkind? 
But of ſuch worth, and right to be unkind, . 
since no Man can be wortby ot her Kindneſs). 
' Maci, What can there not ? | 
Deli. No, that is ſure as death, 
No Manalive! I do not ſay, is not, 
hut cannot poſſibly be worth her Kindneſs! 
Nay, it is certain, let me do her right. 
How, ſaid 1? do her right? as though I could, 
As though this dull grols Tongue ot mine could utter 
The rare; the true, the pure, the infinite rights, 
That ſit (as high as I can look) within her ! 
* Maci. This is ſuch dotage, as was never heard. 
Deli. Well, this muſt needs be granted. 
Maci. Granted, quoth you? 
* Deli, Nay, Macilente, do not ſo diſcredit 
The goodneſs of your judgment to deny it, 
For l do ſpeak the very leaſt of her? 
And ] would crave, and beg no more of Heav'n, 
For all my Fortunes here, but to be able 
To utter firſt in fit terms, what ſhe is, 
And then the — [ conceive in her. 
Maci. Is't poſſible ſhe ſhould deſerve fo well, as you 
pretend ? 
Deli. I, an] ſhe knows ſo well 
Her own deſerts, that (when | ſtrivet' enjoy them) 


226 Every Man out” of his Humour. 


She weighs the things I do, with what ſhe merits: .. 
And (ſeeing my worth out-weigh'd ſo in her graces) Be 
She is ſo ſolemn, ſo preciſe, ſo froward, | 

That no obſervance | can do toner, o 
Can make her kind to me: If ſhe find fault: 14 
I mend that fault; and then ſhe ſays, 1 faulted, - BY 
That I did mend it. New, good Friend, adviſe me, Al 


How 1 may temper this ſtrange ipken iner. 

Maci. Youare too amorous, too obſequious, 
And make her too affur'd, ſhe may command you. 
When Women doubt moſt of their Husbands Loves, 
They are moſt loving. Husbands muſt take heed 
They give nogluts of Kindneſs to their Wives, . 


But uſe them like their Horſes; whom they feed 1 
Not witha Manger-tull of Meat together, = 
But half a Peck at once; and keep them ſo Ik 
Still with an Appeti e to that they give them. Neo 


He that deſires io have a loving Wife, 1 
Muſt bridle all t he ſhew of that deſire: 1 
Be Kind, not Amorous; nor bewraying Kindneſs, 

As it Love wrought it, but conſiderate Duty. 

« Offer no Love-rites, but let Wives ſtill ſeek them, 

« For when they come un'ought, they ſeldom like them. 
Deli. Believe me, Macilente, this is Goſpel. . 

©, that a man were his own Man ſo much, 

To rule himſelfthus, I will ftrive i' faith, 

To be more ſtrange and careleſs; yet I hope 

I have now taken ſuch a perfect courſe, 

o make her k ind to me, and live contented; 

That | ſhall find my Kindneſs well return'd, 

And have no need to fight with my Aſſections. 

She (ate) hath found much fault with every Room 
Within my Houſe; one was too big (ſhe ſaid) 

Another vuas not furniſh'd ro her mind, 

And ſo through all; all which, now, I bavealter'd. . 
Then here, ſſ e hath a place (on my back- ſide) 

W herein ſhe loves to walk; and that (ſhe ſaid) 

Had ſome ill ſmells about it. Now, this walk 

Have I (before ſhe knows it) thus p: rtum'd 

With Herbs, ard Flowers, and laid in divers places, 

(As 'twere on Altars, conſecrate to het) 

Pertum'd Gloves, and delicate Chains of Amber, T8 


* 


be.” 
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; And found'ſt much fault, that I did not corre& it. 
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To keep the Air, in awe of her ſweet Noſtrils : 

This have I done, and this I think will pleaſe hey, 

Behold ſhe comes. | 
Fal. Here's a ſweet ſtink indeed: 

What, ſhall I ever be thus croſt and plagu'd ? 

And ſick of Husband ? O, my Head doth ake, 

As it would cleave aſunder, with thoſe ſavours. 

All my Room *s alter'd, and but one poor walk 

That I delighted in, and that is made 

So fulſome with Perfumes, that I am fear'd 

(My Brain doth ſweat io) I have caught the Plague. 
Deli. Why, (gentle Wife ) is now thy walk too {weet? 


Thou faid'ſt of late, it bad fow'r Airs about it, 


tal. Why, an' I did not find fault, Sir? 
Deli. Nay, dear Wife; 


I kao, thou haſt ſaid, thou haſt lov'd Perfumes, 
Neo woman better, 


Fal. I, long ſince perhaps, 


© But now that Senſe is alter'd ; you would have me 
(Like to a Puddle, ora ſtanding Pool) 

Jo have no motion, nor no Spirit within me. 

No, I am like a pure and ſprightly River, 


To 


That moves for ever, and yet ſtill the ſame; 
Or Fire, that burns much Wood, yet ſtiil one flame. 


Deli. But yeſterday, 1 ſaw thee at our Garden, 


Smelling on Roſes, and on Purple Flowers, 
An ſince, I hope, the Humour of thy Senſe 


Is nothing chang'd. 

Fal. Why. thole were growing Flowers, 
And theſe wir hin my walk, are cut and ſtrew d. 

Deli, But yet they have one ſcent. 

Fal. I! have they ſo? | 
In your groſs judgment. If you make no difference 
Berwixt the ſcent of growing Flowers, and cut ones, 
You have a Senſetotaſte Lamp-Oil i faiths. | 
And with ſuch judgment have you chang'd the Chambers, 
Leaving no Room, that | can joy to be in, N 
In all your Houſe; and now my walk, and all, 
You ſmoak me trom, as if I werea Fox, 
ad long, belike, to drive me quite away. * 1 

el 
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Well, walk you there, and PH walk where liſt. My 
Deli. What ſhall | do? O, I ſhall never pleaſe her. Th 
Maci. Out on thee, Dotard! what Star rul'd his Lirth? 

That brou aht him ſuch a Star? blind Fortune R Il ( 
Beſtows her Gifts on ſuch as cannot uſe them: | 
How Jong ſhall I live, ere I be ſo happy, 

To have a Wife of this exceeding Form ? ? 

Deli. Away with 'em ; would | had broke a Joint, 1h 
When I devis'd this, that ſhould ſo diſlike her. wor 
Away, bear all away. Figo bears all away, Weg! 


Fal. I, do; for fear | 2 

'Ought that is there ſhould like her. O, this Man, 

How cunningly he can conceal himſelt! 

As though he lov d? nay, honour'd and ador'd ? 
Deli. Why, my ſweet Heart ? 

Fal. Sweet Heart! O] better ſtill! 

And asking, why ? wherefore? and looking ſtrangely, 

As if he were as white as Innocence. 

Alas, you're ſimple, you; you cannot change, 

Look pale at Pleaſure, and then red with wonder: 

No, no, not you! "Tis p' ty o your Naturals. 

Fdid but caſt an amoraus Eye, e en now, 

Upon a pair of Gloves, that ſome what lik'd me, 

And ſtraight be noted it, and gave command 

All ſhould be ta en away. 

Deli. Be they my Bane then. 

What, Sirrah, Fido, bring in thoſe Gloves again, 

You took from hence. | N 
Fal. Sir, but do not, 

Bring in no Gloves, to ſpite me; if youdo 
Deli. Ay me, moſt wretched; how am I miſconſtrud? W Ange 
_ how ſhe tempts my Heart ſtrings with he WM Fa 

ye, 

To knit them to her Beauties, or to break? 

What mov d the Heav'ns; that they could not make 

Me ſuch a Woman ? but a Van, a B aſt, | 

That hath no bliſs like to others. Would to Heav'n 

In wreak of my Misfortunes) I were turn'd 

To tome fair Water-Nymp/, that (ſet upon, 

The deepeſt Whirl- pit ot the rav nous Seas,)]. 
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My adamantive Eyes might head - long hale 
This Iron World to me,anddrown it all. 
G REX. 
Cor. Behold, behold, the tranſlated Gallant, 
Miz. O, he is welcome. 
[To the reſt] Fungoſo. 

Fun. Save you Brother and Siſter, {ave you, Sir; 
1 have Commendations for you out i' the Country: (I 
wonder they takeno knowledge of my Suit :) mine Uncle 
Segliardo is in Town, Siſter, methinks you are melan- 


choly; why are you ſo ſad? I think you took me for Ma- 


ſer Faſtidius Brisk (Siſter) did you not? 
Fal. Why ſhould I take you for him? 
Fung. Nay, nothing I was lately in Maſter Fa- 
filius his Company, and methinks we are very like. | 
Deli. You have a fair Suit, Brother, give you Joy on't. 
Fung. Faith good enough to ride in, Erother; 1 made it 
to ride in. ; 
Fal. O, now I ſee the Cauſe of this idle Demand was 
his new Suit. 
{ Deli. * you, good Brother, try if you can change 
Fung. I warrant you, let me alene. IT put her Gut of 
ber Pumps. Siſter, how like you my Suit? 
Fal. O, you are a Gallant in Print now, Brother. | 
Fung. Faith, how like you the Faſhion? it's the laſt Edi- 
tion, I aſſure you. 
Fal. I cannot but like it, to the D.ſert; : 
Fung. Troth, Siſter, I was fain to borrow theſe Spurs, 
* my Gown in gage for em, pray you lend me an 
ngel. 
Fal. Now, beſhrow my Heart then. 
Fung. Good truth, I' pay you again at my next Exhi- 
biton: I had but bare ten Pound of my Father, and it 
would not reach to put me holy into the Faſhion. 
Fal. I care not. : 
Fung. I had Spurs of mine own before, but they were 

— Ginglers, Monſicur Faſtidius will be here anon, 
er. 

fal. Lou jeſt? 


Eung 
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Fung. Never lend me Penny more (while youlive then) 
and that I'd be loth to ſay, in Truth. 

Fal. When did you ſee him? 

Fung. Yeſterday, I came acquainted with him at Sit 
Puntarvolo's: Nay, ſweet Siſter. 

Mac. I tain would know of Heav'n now, why yond 

3 | 
Should wear a Suit of Sattin ? he? that Rook ? 

That painted Jay, with ſuch a deal of out · ſide? 

W hat is his inſide trowy? ha, ha, ha, ba, ha. 

Good Heav'n, give me Patience, Patience, Patience. 
A Number of theſe Popenjays there are, 

Whom, if a Man conter, and butexamine 

Their inward Merit with ſuch Men as want; 

Lord, Lord, what Things they are! 

Fal. Come, when will you pay me again, now? 

Fung. O good, Siſter! 5 

Mac. Here comes another. 

[To the reſt.] Faftidins Brist. 

Faſt. Save you, Signior Deliro: How doſt thou, ſweet 
I ady? Let me kiſs thee. a 

Fung. How ? anew Suit? Ay me. 

Dels. And how does Maſter Faſtidius Brist? 

Faſt. Faith, live in Court, Signior Detiro ; in Grace, 
I thank God, both of the nobl: Maſculine and Feminine: 
I muſt ſpeak with ycu in private by and by. 

Deli. When youplzaſe, Sr. 

Fal. Why look you ſo pale, Brother? 

Fung. 'Slid, all this Mony is caſt away now. 

Mac. I, there's arewer Edit on come forth. 

Fung. Tis bur my hard Fortune! Well, Ill have my 
Suit chang'd, I'll go fetch my Taylor preſen'ly, but firlt 
I'l deviſe a Letter to my, Father. Ha? you any Pen aud 
Ink, Siſter ? | 

Fal. What would you do withal? 

Fung. | woulduſe it. slight, an' it had come but fou 
Days ſooner, the Faſhion. : 

Faſt. There was a Counteſs gave me her Hard to kiſsto 
Day, i the Preſence : did me more good by that light that 
and Yeſter-night ſent her Om —_ ah 
; my ſweet Mi- 
Lodging, to intreat me accompany her, Y arels 
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ſtreſs, with ſome two or three nameleſs Ladies more: O, 
have been grac'd by em beyond all aim of Affection: this 

„is her Garter my Dagger hangs in: and they do ſo com- 
mend and approve my Apparel, with my judicious wear - 
ing of it, it's above wonder, 

Fal. Indeed, Sir, tis a moſt excellent Suit, and you do 
wear it as extraordinary, | 

Faſt. Why, Til tell you now (in good faith) and 
by this Chair, which (by. the Grace of God) I in- 
tend preſently to fit in, I had three Suits in one Year made 
three great Ladies in Love with me: I had other three, un- 
did three Gentlemen in imitation: and other three gat 
three other Gentlemen Widows of three thouſand Pound 
a Year, 

Del. 1s't poſſible? 

Faſt. O, believe it, Sir; your good Face is the Witch, 
and your Apparel the Spells, that bring all the pleaſure of 
the World into their Circle. 

Fal. Ah, the ſweet Grace of a Courtier !, | 

Mac. Well, would my Father had left me but 2 
Face for my Portion yet; though I had ſhar'd the unfortu- 
reer ¶ nate Wit th t goes with it, I had not card; J might have 

paſt for ſome what i' the World then. 

Faſt. Why, aſſure you, Signior, rich Apparel has ſtrange 
Virtu's: it makes him that hath it witkoutMeang,*ſteemed 
for an excellent Wit: He that enjoys it with Means, 
puts the World in remembrance of his Means: it 
helps the Deformities of Nature, and gives luſtre to her 
Beauties ; makes continual Holy-day where it ſhines; ſets 
the Wits of Ladies at work, that otherwiſe would be idle; 
turniſheth your two Sailling Ordinary; takes poſſeſſion of 
our Stage at your new Play; andenricheth your Oars, as 
ſcorning to go with your Scull. 

Mac. Pray you, Sir, add this; it gives reſpect to your 

Fools, makes many Thieves, as many Strumpets, and no 

lewer Bankrupts. 

Fal. Out, out, unworthy to ſpeak where he breatheth. 

Faſt. What's he, Signior ? 

Del. A Friend of mine, Sir. 

ifs WW Faſt. By H-av'n I wonder at you, Citizens, what kind 

t than of Creatures yon are! 

o m Del. Why, Sir? Faſt, 
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Faſt. That you can comfort your ſelves with ſuch pogy 
Seam rent Fellows. 
Fal. He ſays true. 
Del. Sir, Iwill aſſure you (however you eſteem of him 
he's a Man worthy of regard, _ | 
Faſt. Why? what has he in him of ſuch Vertue to be 
ded ? ha? 
el. Marry» be is a Scholar, Sir. 
Faſt. Nothing elſe ? | 
Del. And he is well travell'd. 

" Faſt. He ſhould get him Clothes; I would cheriſh tho th 
good Parts of Travel in him, and prefer him to ſome nobe <1 
Man of good Place. 0 

Del. Sir, ſuch a Benefit ſnould bind me to you for eva 
{in my Friend'sright) and I doubt not, but his Deſert ſha 
more than anſwer my Praiſe, | 

Faſt. Why, an' he had good Clothes, 1d carry him t 
Court with me to Morrow. | 

Del. He ſhall not want for thoſe, Sir, if Gold and thi | 
whole City will furniſh him. | | 

*Faft. You fay well, Sir: faith, Signior Delirio, I au 77, 
come to have you play the Alchymiſt with me, and chang WW tell 
the Species of my Land into that Metal you talk of. | 

Del. With all my Heart, Sir; what Sum will fer gel 

ou? 
? Faſt. Faith, ſome three or four Hundred. | 

Del. Troth, Sir, I have promis'd to meet a Gentlema 
this Morning in Paul's, but upon my return I'll diſpad 
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Fe. I acompany you thither. 
Det. As you pleaſe, Sir; but I go not thither directly. ¶ the 
Faſt. "Tis no matter, I have no other Deſignment u 

Hand, and theretore as goo! go along. 20 
Del. 1 were as good have a quartan Fever follow me 

now, for I ſhall ne er be rid of him: (bring me a Coole loc 
there, one) ſtill, upon his Grace at Court, I am ſure to be afte 
viſited; I was a Beaſt to give him any hope. Well, woullfj - 

F vere in, that I am out with him once, and ; 

Signior Macilente, | muſt confer with you, as we go 

Nay, dear Wife, I beſeech thee, forſake theſe Moods: lool 

not like W inter thus. Here take my Keys, open my county fu 
nt 


4 
Wu 


ing Houſes, ſpread all my Wealth before thee, chuſe 
Object that delights thee : if thou would eat the Spirit of 
Gold,, and drink difſolv'd Pearl in Wine, tis for thee. | 

Fal. So; Sir. 

Del. Nay, my ſweet Wife. 

Fal. Good Lojd! how you are perfum'd! in your 
Termsand al! pray youlcave us. 

Del. Come, Gentlemen. 

Faſts Adieu, ſweet Lady. 

Fal. I, I! let thy Words ever ſound in mine Ears, and 
tho thy Graces diſperſe Contentment through all my Senſes / 
node Oh, how happy is that Lady aboye other Ladies, that enjoys 

ſa abſo ute a Gentleman to her Servant! A Counteſs gives 
era him her Hand to kils? ab, fooliſh Tounteſs “ he's a Man 
fall worthy (if a Woman may ſpeak of a Man's worth) to kiſs 
the Lips of an Empreſs. | 
im i Fung. What's Maſter Faſtidius gone, Siſter ? 
Return d with his Taylor. 
d ti pal. I, Brother (hc has a Face like Cherubin!) 

Fung. Gods me, what luck's this? I have fetch'd my 
Taylor and all: which way went he, Siſter? can you 
tell? . 

Ty Not I, in good faith (and he has a Body like an Aue 

4 | | 
7 ung. How long is't ſince he went? 

Fal. Why, bute'en now : did you not meet him? (and 
Tongue able to raviſh any Woman i'th' Earth) 

Fung, O, for God's fake (Ill pleaſe you for your Pains:) 
but e en now, ſay you? Come good Sir: 'Slid L had forgot 
it too: Siſter, if any Body ask for mine Uncle Sagliardo, 
they ſhall ha' him at the Herald's Office yonder by Paul's. 

Fal. Well, will not altogether deſpair: Ihave heard of 
a Citizen's Wife has been belov d ot a Courtier; and why 
not  ? heigh, ho; well I will unto my private Chamber, 
lock the Poor to me, and think over all his good Parts, one 
after another. * | 

; 11 BRT. | 

Mit. Well, l doubt, this laſt Scene will endure ſame grie- 
uus Torture. 35 | | 


— 


Cor. Mow? you fear dil he rack d by ſome hard Cons | 
truction! | 
Mit, 


Every Man out of his Humour. 23 prey 1 


234 Every Man out of his Humour. 

Mit. Do not you? 

Cor. No, in good faith: Unleſs mine Eyes could light 
me beyond Senſe. I ſee no reaſon why this ſhould be more 
liable to the rack than the reſt, you'll ſay, perhaps, the 
City will not take it well that the Merchant is made here 
to dote ſo perfectly upon his Wife; and ſhe again to be ſo 
Faſtidiouſiy affected as ſhe is? 

Mit. You have utter d my Thought, Sir, indeed. | 

Cor. Why, (by that Proportion) the Court might as 
welltake Offence at him 'we call the Courtier, and with 
much more pretext, by how much the place tranſcends, 
and goes before in Dignity and Virtue; but can you ima- Þ 
gine that any noble or true Spirit in Court (whoſe Snow- | 
y. and altogether unaffected Graces, very worthily ex- 
preſs him a Courtier) will make any Exception at the 
opening of ſuch an empty Trunk, as this Brisk is? or 
think h's own worth impeach'd, by beholding his motly 
Infide ? 

Mit. No, Sir, I do not. 

Car. No more, aſſure you, will any grave wiſe Citi- 
zen, or modeſt Matron, take the Object of this folly in 
Deliro, and his Wife; but rather apply it as the Foil to Þ 
their own Virtues. For that were to affirm, that a Man 
writing of Nero, ſhould mean all Emperors: Or ſpeak- 
ing of Machiavel, comprehend all States Men ; or in 
our Sordido, all Farmers; and ſo of the reſt: than which 
nothing can be utter d more malicious or abſurd. Indeed, 
there are a ſort of theſe narrow. ey d decypherers, I con · ¶ h 
feſs, that will extort — * and abſtruſe meanings out < 
of any Subject be it never ſo conſpicuous and innocent! 
deliver d. But to ſuch (where - cer they fit conceal'd) N 
let them know, the Author defies them and their Wri- 
ting Tables; and hopes no ſound or ſafe Judgment wil 


infe@ it ſelt with their contagious Comments, who (in- W 
deed) come here only to pervert and poy ſon the Senſe off © 
what they hear, and for nought elſe, 1 
Mir. Stay, what new Mute is this, that walks fo ſuſ· A 
pPiciouſly ? | | 8 


Cor. O, marry this is one, for whoſe better illuſtrati- 
on, we muſt deſire you to preſuppoſe the Stage, the mid- F 
dle Iſle in Pauls; and that, the Weſt end of it. 1 

. h 
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Mit. So, Sir, and what follows ? 


oht Cor. Faith, a whole Volume of Humour, and worthy 
A che unclapſing. 
he Mit. As how? what name de you give him firſt ? 

ere Cor. He hath ſhift of Names, Sir: ſome call him Ap- 


ſo ple John, ſome Signior Whiff, marry, his main ſtanding 
name is Cavalier Shift : the reſt are but as clean Shirts to 


his Natures. 
20 Mit. And what makes he in Pauls now ? | 
ith Cor. Troth, as you ſee, for the advancement of a Si- 


ds, quis, or two; wherein he has {ovaried himſelt, that if a- 
na- ny of em take, he may hull up and down in the humorous 
W- World a little longer. i 
ex- Mit. It ſeems then he bears a very changing fail? 


the Cor. O, as the Wind, Sir: here comes more, 

or 

ti — * — 
ACT III. SCENE I. 

iti- ; 

| . Shift, Orange, Clove. 


Man Thift. HIS israre, IL have ſotup my Bills without 
cake diſcovery. | 
ien Oran. What Signier Ii hifft what Fortune has brought 
e ou into theſe Weſt Parts ? 
__ Shift. Troth, Signior, nothing but your Rheum; I have 
been taking an Ounce of Tobacco hard by here, with a 
: Gentleman, and I am come ſpit private in Pauls. Save 
AP Vu. Sir. 
Oran. Adieu good Signior Whiff. 
Clev. Maſter Apple Fohn you are well met: when ſhall 
uf woe ſup together, and laugh, and be fat with thoſe good 
Wenches ha? 
Shift, Faith, Sir, I muſt now leave you, upon a few 
humours and occaſions ;but whenyou pleaſe, Sir. 
Clove. Farewel ſweet Apple John: I wonder there are 
no more ſtore ot Gallants here! 5 
& REX. 
Mit. What be theſe two, Signior? 
e N Cor: 


— — 
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Cor. Marry a couple, Sir, that are meer Strangers to the 
whole ſcope of our Play; only come to walk a turn or two 
i this Scene of Pauls by chance. 
Orange. Save you, good Maſter Clove. 
Clove. Sweet Maſter Orange, 
G REX. 

Mit. How ? Clove and Orange? 

Cor. I, and they are well met, for tis as dry an Orange 
as ever grew; nothing but Salutation; and, O God, Sir; 
and, it pleaſes you to ſay ſo, Sir; one that can laugh at a jeſt 
for Company with a moſt plauſible and extemporal grace; 
and ſome Hour aſter, in private, ask you what it was; the 
other, Monſieur Clove, is a more ſpic d Youth; he will 
fir you a whole Afternoon ſometimes in a Book-lſeller's 
Shop, reading the Greek, Italian, and Spaniſh; wen he 
underſtands nota word of either; if he had the Tongues 
to his Sutes, he were an excellent Linguiſt. 

Clove. Do you hear this reported for certainty ? 

Orange. O God, Sir. 

| Puntarvolo, Carlo. 

Punt. Sirrah, take my Cloak; and you Sir Knave, fol. 

low me cloſer. It thou loſeſt my Dog, thou fhalt dye aÞ? ) 
's death; I will hang thee. « 

Car. Tut, fear him not, he's a lean Slave, he loves 0 
a Dog well, I warrant him; I ſee by his Looks, I: Ma ( 
he's ſome what like him. Slud poyſon him, make him © 
away with a crooked Pin, or ſomewhat, Man; thou maiſt © W 
have more ſecurity of thy Lite? and ſo Sir, what? yoy 
ha' not put out your whole Venture yet? ha' you? 
Punt. No, 1 do want yet ſome fifteen or fixteen hun- 


dred Pounds; but my Lady (my Wife) is out of her hu ſhe 
mour ; ſhe does not now go. ist 
Car. No? how then? | 
Punt. Marry, I am now enforc'd to give it out, up Jo. 


the return of my ſelf, my Dog, and my Cat. 
Car, Your Cat! whe:c is ſhe? 
Punt. My Squire has her there, in the Bag: Sirrah, lock nie 
to her: How lik'ſt thou my change, Carlo? I 
Car. Oh, tor the better, Sir; your Cat has nine Lives 
and your Wife ha' but one. a 
Punt, — ' 
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Punt. Beſides, ſhe will never be Sea-fick, which will 
fave me ſo much in Conſerves? when ſaw you Sigvior So- 


gliardo? | 

on came from him but now, he is at the Herald: 
Office yonder ; he requeſted me to go afore, and take up 
a Man or two for him in Pauli, againſt his Cogniſance was 


ready. 
ow: What, has he purchaſt Arms, then? 
Car. I, and rare ones too; of as many Colours as cer 
you {aw any Fool's Coat in your Life. Vl! go look a- 
mong yond Bills, an' I can fit him with Legs to his Arms--- 
Punt. Wich Legs to his Arms! Good: I will go with 


oats [They goo look upon the Bil 
1 They goto look upon the Bills. 
Faſtidius, Deliro, —— hi ka 
Faſt. Come, let's walk in Mediterraneo: J aſſure you, 
Sir, 1 am not the leaſt reſpected among Ladies; but ler 
that paſs ; do you know how to go into the Prelence, 
Sir ? | 

Maci. Why, on my Feet, Sir. 

Faſt. No, en. your Head, Sir; for tis that muſt bear 
you out, i aſſure you; as thus, Sir. You muſt firſt have 
an eſpecial Care ſo to wear your Hat, that it oppreſs not 
coufuſedly this your predominant, or fore top; becauſe 
(when you come at the preſence Door) you may with 
once or twice ſtroaking up your Fore-head thus, enter 
with your predominant perfect; that is ſtandirg up iff, 

Maci. As if one were frighted ? 

Faſt. 1, Sir. | 

Maci. Which, indeed, a true fear of your Miſtreſs 
ſhould do, rather than Gum water, or Whites of Eggs; 
ist not ſo, Sir? 

Faſt. An ingenious obſervation; give me leave to crave 
your Name, Sir? | 

Deli. His Name is Macilente, Sir, 

Faſt. Good Signior Macilente, if this Gentleman, Sig- 
nior Deliro, furniſh you (as he ſays he will) with Clothes, 
I will bring you to Morrow by this time, into the preſence 
ot the moſt divine and acute Lady in Court; you ſhall 
ſee ſweet ſilent Rhetorique, and dumb Eloquence ſpeaking 
in her Zye j but when ſhe _ her (elf, (ach an * 

2 m 
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my of Wit, finewiz'd and arteriz d, that tis the goodlieft 
Model of Pleaſure that ever was to behold, Oh! ſhe ſtrikes 
the World into admiratien of her; (O, O, O) I cannet 
expreis em, believe me. ne 

Maci. O, your only Admiration, is your Silence, Sir. 

Punt. Fore God, Carlo, this is good; let's rcad em a. 


Ain. . 
85 | ThefirſtB I L I. 

I there be any Lady or Gentlewoman of good carri- 
« ape that is deſirous to deſirous to entertain (to her pri- 
vate uſes) a young, ſtraight, and upright Gentleman, of | 
the Age of fiveor {ix and twenty at the moſt; who can 
ſerve in the Nature of a Gentleman - Uſner, and hath lit- 
<-tle 5 of purpoſe, and a black Satten Sute of his own, | 
to go before her in; which Sute (for the more ſweet- 
ning) now lies in Lavender; and can hide his Face with 
her Fan, if need require; or fit in the cold at the Stair- 
foot for her, as well as another Gentleman: Let her ſub- 
« {cribe her Name and Place, and diligent reſpect ſhall be 
given.“ | | 
| * This is above meaſure excellent! ha? 

Car. No, this, this? here's a fine Slave. 
I be ſecond B I L L. 

If this City, or the Suburbs of the ſame, do afford a- 

* ny young Gentleman, of the firſt, ſecond, or third Head, 
more or leſs, whoſe Friends are but lately deceaſed, and 
Vhoſe Lands are but new come into his Hands, that (to be 
as exactly qualified as the beſt of our ordinary Gallants 
© are ) is affected to entertain the moſt Gentleman- like uſe 
of Tobacco; as firſt, to give it the moſt exquiſite Per- 
*fume; then to know all the delieate{weet forms for the 

aſſumption of it; as alſo the rare Corollary and Practice 

of the Cuban Ebolition, E uripus and Whiff; which he 
© ſhall receive, or take in here at London, and evaporate at 
Lx ridge, ot farther, if it pleaſe him. If there be any 

ſuch generous Spirit, that is truly enamour d of theſe 
good Faculties: May it pleaſe him, but (by a note ot his 
y Hang) to ſpecifie the Place or Ordinary where he uſes to 
eat and lie; and moſt ſweet attendance with Tobacco and 
Pipes ot the beſt ſort, ſhall be miniſtred: Stat Qu 
Candide Lecter. 


* 


* 
b 
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Punt. Why this is without parallel, this! 
Car. Well, I'll mark this Fellow for Sogliardo's uſe pre- 

ntl * ; f 8 
N Or rather, Sogliardo for his uſe. 

Car. Faith either of em will ſerve, they are both good 
properties: I'll deſign the other a place too, that we may 
ſee him. + | 

Punt. No better place than the Mitre, that we may bo 
Spectators with you, Carlo. Soft, behold who enters here: 
Signior Sogliardo : ſave you. ; 

o [ To them | Soligardo. 
Sog. Save you, good Sir Puntarvolo; your Dog's in 


| health, Sir, I ſee; how now, Carlo? 


Car. We have ta en imple pains, to chuſe you out follow- 
ers here. | | 

Punt. Come hither, Signior. 

Clove. Monſieur Orange, yond' Gzllants-obſerve us; 
thee let's talk fuſtian a little, and gull em; make em 
ieve we are great Scholars. 
. They ſnew him the Bills, 

Orange. Q Lord, Sir. REES 

Clove. Nay pr'y thee, let's, believe me, you have an ex - 
eellent habit in diſcourſe. | 

Orange. It pleaſes you to ſay fo, Sir. 

Clove. By this Church, you ha' la; nay come, begin: 
Ariſtotie in his Dzmonologia, approves Scaliger tor the 
beſt Navigator in his time; and in his Hypercritiques, he 
reports him to be Heautontimorumenos: you underſtand 
the Greek, Sir, | | 

Orange. O God; Sir. 

Maci. For Societies ſake he does. O, here be a couple 
of fine tame Parrots. | 
. Clove. Now, Sir, whereas the Ingenuity of the time, 
and the Souls Syndereſis are but Enzbrions in Nature, added 
to the Paunch of Efquilize, end the Inter-vallum of the Zol- 
diack,. beſides the Eclipticł line being optick and not mental, 
but by the contemplative and theoricł part thereot, doth de- 
monſtrate to us the vegetable cicumference, and the vento- 


» and ſty ot the Tropicks, and whereas our intellectual, or in- 


UPL 


40h 


eing capreal (according to the Mezaphyſicks) as you may 
M3 rcad 
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read in Plato's Hiſtoriomaſtix . You con ceive me 
Orange. O Lord, Sir. | ig 
Clove. Then coming ta the pretty Animal, 2s Reaſon 
long ſince is fled to Animals, you know, or indeed for the 
more modelizing, or enamelling or rather diamondizing of 
your ſubject, you ſhall perceive the Hypotheſis, or Galaxia, | 
(whereof the Mezeors long ſince had their initial inceprions | 

and not ions) to be merely Pythagorical, Mathematical, and 
Ariſtocratical For look you, Sir, there is ever a 
kind of, concinit and ſpecies Let us turn to our for- 
mer diſcourſe, for they mark us not. | 3 = 
Faſt. Maſs, yonder's the Knight Punt aruolo. | 
Deli. And my Couſin Sogliard, methinks. E 
Maci. I, and his Familiar that haunts him, the Devil 
with the ſhining Face. 
Deli. Let em alone, obſerve em not. | 
[Sogliardo, Puntarvolo, Carlo, walk. | 
Sog. Nay, I will have him, I am reſolute for that. By FF 
this Parchment Gentlemen, I have been ſo toild among the |? 
Harrots yonder, you will not believe, they do ſpeak i the 
ſtrangeſt Language, and give a Man the hardeſt Terms for 
his Money, tat ever you knew. 
Car. But ha! you Arms. ha' you Arms? | 
Sog. Y*taith, I thank them, I can write my ſelf Gen- 
de man now, here's my Patent, it coſt me thirty Pound. 
by this Breath. f 
Punt. A ver y, fair Coat, well charg'd and full of Armo- 


Ty. | 
Sag. Nay, it has as much variety of Colours in it, as you 

have ſcen a Coat have; how like you the Creſt, Sir ? 

Punt. I underſtand it not well, what is't ? 
Sog. Marry, Sir, it is your Bore without a Head Ram te 
pant. A Bore without a Hcad, that's very rare! 

Car. I, and Rampant too; troth, I commend the He- 
ralds wit, he has decyphered him well: A Swine with- 
out a Head, without Brain, Wit, any thing indeed, ramp- 
ing to Gentility, Youcan blazon the reſt, Signior ? can 
you not? 

Sog. O, I. I have it in writing here of purpoſe, it coſt 
me two Shillings the tricking, 8 


Car. 


e 
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Car. Let's hear, let's hear. 
Punt. It is the moſt vile, fooliſh, abſurd, palpable, and 

ridiculous Eſcutcheon that ever this Eye ſurvis'd, Save 

you, good Monſieur Faftidius. | 
[ They ſalute as they meet in the Wall. 

Car. Silence, good Knight ; on, on. 

Sog. Gyron y, of eight pieces; Axe and Gules, be- 
tween three Plates; à Chev'ron, engrailed Checkey, Or, 
Vert, and Ermins; on xCheef Argent between two Ann - 
lets, fables; a Boar's Head, Proper. 

Car. How's that, on a cheef Argent. 

Sog. On a cheef Argent, a Boar's Head Proper, between 
two Ann lets ſabl es. 

Car. Slud. it'sa Hogs - cheek, and Puddings ina Pewy- 


ter Ficld this. 


Here they ſhift. Faſtidius mixes with Puntarvolo, 
Carlo and Sogliardo, Deliro and Macilente, 
Clove and Orange, four Couple. 
Sog. How like you em, Signior ? 
Punt. Let the Word be, Not without Muſtard; your 
Creſt is very rare, Sir, 
Car. A-Frying-pan,to the Creſt, had had no fellow. 
Faſt Intreat your poor Friend to walk off a little, Signi- 
or, I will ſalute the Knight. 
Ear, Come, lap't up, lap't up. 6 
Faſt. You are right well encountred, Sir; how does 
your tair Dog ? 
Punt. In reaſonable ſtate, Sir; what Citizen is that you 


| Wereconſorted with? a Merchant of any worth? 


Faſt. 'Tis Sipnior Deliro, Sir. | a 
Punt. Is it he ? Save you, Sir, [ Salute, 
Deli. Good Sir Puntarvolo. 

M aci. O, whatCopy of Fool would this place miniſter, 
to one endued with patience to obſerve it ? 

Car. Nay, look you, Sir, now you are a Gentleman, 
you muſt carry a more exalted Preſence, change ycurMood 
and Habit to a more auſtere Form, be exceeding proud, 
ſtand upon your Gentility, and ſcorn every Man. Speak 
nothing humbly, never diſcourſe under a Noble- man, 
though you ne'cr ſaw him but riding to the Srar-Chamber, 
it'sallone, Love no Man. Truſt no Man, Speak ill of 

4 no 
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no Man to-his Face; nor well of any Man behind his Back: 
Salute fairly on the Front, and wiſh em hang'd upon the 
turn. Spread your {elf upon his Boſom publickly, whoſe 
Heart you- would eat in private. Theſe be Principles, 
think on them, ll come to you again preſently. BE 

Punt. Sirrah, keep cloſe ; yet not ſo cloſe; thy Breath 
willdraw my Ruff. 

Sog. O, good Coulin, Tam alittle buſie, how does my 
Niece? Iam to walk witha Knight, here. 

[Tothew.] Fungoſo, Iaylcr. 


Fung. O he is here, look you, Sir, that'sthe Gentleman. [1 


Tay. What, he i' the Bluſh-coloured Sattin ? 


Fung. I, he Sir; though his Suit bluſh, he bluſkes not, 1 


look you, that's the Suit, Sir: I would have mine ſucha 
Suit without difference, ſuch Stuff, ſuoh a Wing, ſuch a 
Sleeve, ſuch a Skirt, Belly and all; therefore, pray you 
obſerve it. Have youa Pair of Tablcs? 

Faſt. Why do you fee, Sir? they ſay I am phantaſti- 
cal; why, true, I know it, and I purſue my Humour 
Kill, in contempt of this cenſorious Age. 'Slight, an''s 
Man ſhould do nothing but what a fort of ftale Judgments 


about this Town will approve in him, he were a ſweet Aſs: © 


I'd beg him i' faith. I ne er knew any more find more fault 
with a Faſhion,than they that knew not how to put them- 
ſelves into't. For mine own part, ſo I pleaſe mine own 
R I am careleſs what the tuſty World ſpeaks of me. 
uh. 

Fung. Do you mark, how it hangs at the Knee there? 
Tay. I warrant you, Sir. 


Sir? 
Tay. Fear nothing, it ſhall not differ in a Stich, Sir. 
Fung. Pray Heav'n it do not, you'll make theſe Linings 

ſerve? and help me to a Chapman for the Outſide, will 

ou? 

; Tay. I'll do my beſt, Sir; you'!) put it off preſeat!y ? 
Fung. I, go with me to my Chamber you ſhall have it 

but make haſte of it, for the love of a Cuſtomer, far 

Vll fit i' my old Suit, or elſe lye a Bed, and read the Arca- 

dia till you have done, | 


Car. 


Fung. For Gods ſake do, note all; do you ſee the Coller, 
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Car. O, it ever you were ſtruck with a Jeſt, Gallanrs, 
now, now, I do uſher the moſt ſtrange Piece of Military 
f Profeſſion that ever was diſcover'd in'Z/2/ula Paulina. 
Feat. Where? where? | | | 
h Punt. What is he for a Creature? her: 
Car. A Pimp, a Pimp, that I have obſerv'd-yonder, the 
rareſt ſuperficies ot a Humour ; he comes every Morning 
to empty his Lungs in Pam's here; and offers up ſome five 
or fix Hecatombs of Faces and Sighs and away again. Here 
he comes; nay, walk, walk, be not ſcen to note him, 
and we ſhall have excellent ſport. | 
IT them] Shift. 
Punt. Slid, he vented a Sigh e en now, I thought he 
would have btown up the Church. 
Car. O, you ſhall have him give a number of theſe 


o falſe Fires ere he depart. 
. Faſt. See, now he is expoſtulating with his Rapier! 
ur look, look. 
Car. Did you ever in your Days obſerve better Paſſion 
ats over a Hit? E | 
© Punt. Except it were in the Perſon of 'a Cutler's Boy, 
le or that the fellow were nothing but Vapour, I ſhouldti.ink 
m- it impoſſible. 
„n Car. See again, he claps his Sword o' the Head, as who 
ne, © ſhould ſay, well, go to. 
Fa. O violence! I wonder the Blade can contain it ſelf, 
* being fo provołk d. 
Car. With that, the moody Squire thumpt his Brenſt, 
ler, Aud rear'd his Eye to Heav'n for revenge, 
Sog. Troth, an' you be good Gentlemen, let's make 
: = 2 end take up the matter between his Rapier 
and him. 
10 Car. Nay, H you intend that, you muſt lay down the 
matter; for this Rapier (it ſeems) is in the nature of aHang- 
7 _ and the good Gentleman would happily be rid of 
'» Aim. 
- Faſt. By my faith, and*tisto be ſuſpected, IH ask him. 
oF Maci. O, here's rich Stuff, for Lite's ſake, let us go. 
A Man would with himſelf a ſenſeicts Pillar, 
A, ther than view theſe monſtrous Prodigies;» 


M 5 us 
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Nil habet infalix paupertas durius in ſe, 
Quam quod ridiculos homines facit. 
Faſt. Signior. | 
Shift. At your Service. 
Faſt. Will you ſell your Rapier? © 3 
Car. He is turn'd wild upon the Queſtion, he looks as he 
had ſeen a Serjeant. 5 
Shift. Sell my Rapier ? nov fate bleſs me. 
Punt. Amen. | 
Shift, You ask'd me, if*I would ſell my Rapier, Sir? 
Faſt. I did indeed. | | 
Shift. Now, Lord have Mercy upon me. 
Punt. Amen, | ſay ſtill, | b 
Shift. Slid, Sir, what ſhould you. behold in my Face, 
Sir, that ſhould move you. (as they ſay, Sir) to ask me, 
Sir, if I would ſell my Rapier ? | 
Faſt. Nay (let me pray you, Sir) be not mov'd: I pro- 
teſt, | would rather have been ſilent, than any way offen- 
| five; had I known your nature. oat hs 1 
Shift, Sell my-Rapier 2 *ods lid! Nay, Sir (for mine 
own part) as Iam a Man that bas ſerv'd in Cauſes, or fo, Þ: 
ſo l am not apt to injure any Gentleman in the degree of 
fal ing toul, but (ſel my Rapier?) I will tell you, Sir, I N 
hays ſerv'd with this fooliſh Rapier, where ſome of us © 
dare not appear in haſte; | name no Man; but let that paſs. 
(Sell my Rapi=x ?) death to my Lungs. This Rapier, Sir, 
h#s travell'd by my. fade, Sir, the beſt part of France and the 
Low Country: L hays ſeen Vliſhing, Brill, and the Hague, 
with this Rapier, Sir, in my Lord of Leyſters time: And 
(by Gods will) he that ſhould offer to diirapier me now, IF 
would Look you, Sir, you preſume to dea Gentleman 
of ſort, and ſo likewiſe your Friends here, if you hare 
any Diſpoſition to travel, for the fight of ſervice, or {ot © 
one, two, or all of you, I can lend you Letters to divers A 
Officers and Commanders in the Low Countries, that ſpal 2! 
for my cauſe do you all the good Offices, that ſhall pertam| bee 
or be ong to Gentiemen of your Pleaſe you to ſhew the 
bounty of your Mind, Sir, to impart ſame ten Groats, ot 
half a Crown to our ule, till our ability be of growth to 
return it, aud we ſhall think our ſelf. What, ſell my 
- Rapcer? 


4 


er 


Top 
*% # 
* 


» 
< 


Every Man out of his Humour. 247 
Sog. 1 pray you, what ſaid he, Signior ? he's a proper 
— 


Faſt. Marry, he tells me, it | pleaſe to ſhew- the boun- 
ty ot my Mind, to impart ſome ten Groats to his ule, or 


3 
Punt. Break his Head and give it him. 
Car. Ithought he had been pay ing o the Fews Trump. 


Shift. My Rapier? no Sir; my Rapier is my Guard, my 
Deterce, my Revenue, wy Honour; (if you cannot im- 
part, be ſecret, I beſeech you) and I will maintain it, 
where there is a Grain of Duſt, ora Drop of Water (Hard 
is the choice when the valiant muſt eat their Arms, or 


7 clem:) Sell my Rapier? no, my dear, I will not be di- 
= vorc'd from thee, yet; I have ever found thee true as 


e, . Steel — and (you cannot impart Sir?) Save you, Gentle- 


þ 


men; (nevertheleſs if you have a fancy to it, Sir) 


Faſt. Pr'ythee away; is Signior Deliro departed? 

Car. Ha' you ſeen a Pimp out- face his own wants bet⸗ 
ter ? | 

Seg. I commend him, that can diſſemble em fo well. 

Punt. True, and baving no better a cloke for it, than 


” hehasneither. 


Faſt. Gods precious, what miſchieveus luck is this: a 


= dicu, Gentlemen. 


Punt. Whither in ſuch haſte, Monſieur Faſtidins ? 
Faſt, After my Merchant, Signior Deliro, Sir. 
Car. O hinder him not, he may hap loſe his tide, a good 


Flounder i' taith. 


A SES og Farah 
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Orange. Hark you, Signior Whiffe, a word with you 
[ Orar ge and Clove call Shift aſide. 

Car, How? Signior hiſfe ? 

Orange. Wrat was the difference between that Gallant 


that's gone, and you, Sir ? 


Shift. No difference ; he would ha' given me Five Pound 


| for my Rapier, and I refus'd it; that's all. 


Clove. O, was't no otherwiſe? we thought you had 


been upon ſome Terms. 


Shift. No other than you ſaw, Sir. 
Clove. Adieu, good Maſter app le-John, ; 
ar, 


* 
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Car. How? Whiffe, and 4pple-Fohn too? Heart, what 


you ſay if this be the Appendix, or Label, to both yond' Þ 


Iodentures? 
Punt. It may be. 
Car. Reſolve us of it Janus, thou that look'ſt eve- 
fy way; or. thou Hercules, that haſt travel d all Countries. 


Punt. Nay, Carlo, ſpend not time in Invocations now, 


tis late. | 
Sir. 
1 ſufficiently in this walk, Sir. 
take it. 


Shit. True, Sir, it pleaſes the World (as I am her ex- | 


CareSignior, here's a Gentleman deſirous of your Name, ? 
Shift; Sir, my Name is Cavalier Shift: I am known 


Car. Shift? 1 heard yaur Name varied een now, as l 


cellent Tobacconiſt) to give me the Stile of Signior Hife; 
as I ama poor Eſquir e about the Town here, they call me 


Maſter Apgle- John. Variety of good Names does well, 
_ 
Car. I, and good parts, to make thoſe good Names; Þ 


out of which I imagine yond' Bills to be yours. 


Shift. Sir, it 1 ſhould deny the Manuſcripts, I were 


. worthy to be baniſnt the middle Iſle for ever. 
Car. I take your Word. Sir; this Gentleman has ſub- 
ferib'd to em, and is moſt deſirous to become your Pupil. 


Marry you muſt uſe Expedition. Signior Inſalſo Sogliardo, 


this is the Proteſlar. 


Sog. In good time, Sir; nay, good Sir, houſe your 


Head; do you profeſs theſe Sſights in Tobacco? 


Shift. do more than proteis, Sir, and (if you pleaſe to 
be a Practitioner) I will undertake in one fortnight to bring 
you, that you ſhak take it piauſibly in any Ordinary, Thea- 
tie, or the Tilt-yard, if necd be, i' the moſt popular A 


{cmbly that is. 


Punt. But you cannot bring him · to the Hhiffe, ſo ſoon? N 
Stu t. Yes, as ſoon, Sir. he ſhall receive the firſt, ſe- 
cond, and hd Hife, if it pl aſe him, and (upon the re-? 


ccipt) take his Horſe, drink his thiee Cups of Canary, and 
expoſe one at Hounſlow, a ſecond at Stanes, and a third at 
&ag ſhot... 
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Car. Baw-waw !: 

Sog. You will not ſerve me, Sir, will you? IH give yon 
more than Countenance. 

Shift, Pardon me, Sir, I do ſcorn toſ-rve any Man. 

Car. Wha ?- he ſerve? he! he keeps high Men, and 
low Men, he! he has a fair Living at Fullam. | 

Shift. But in the nature of a Fellow, I'll be your Fol- 
lower, if you pleaſe. | | 

Sog. Sir, you ſhall ſtay, and dine with me, and if we can 
agree, we'll not part in haſte: 1am very bountiful to Men 
of Quality. Where ſhall we go, Signior? 

Punt. Your Mitre is your beſt Houſe. 

Shift. Ican make this Dog take as many Whiffsas T liſt, 


and he ſhallretain, oreffumethem, at my pleaſure. 


Punt. By your patience, follow me, Fellows. 
Sog. Sir, Puntarvolo! 
Punt. Pardon me, my Dog ſhall not eat in his Compa- 


1 ny for a Million. 


Car. Nay, be not you amazed, Signior Whiffe, what 
der that Stiff. neckt Gentleman ſays. 
sog. No, for your do not know the Humour of the 


Dog, as we do; where ſhall we dine, Carlo? 1 would fain 


to one of theſe Ordinar ies, now I am a Gentleman, 
Car. So you may; were you never at any yet? 
Sog. No taithꝭbut they ſay there reſorts your moſt choice 
Gallants. 
Car. True, and the Faſbion is, when any Stranger 


comes in amongſt em, they all ſtand up and ſtare at him, 
2 as he were ſome unknown- Beaſt, brought out of Africks 
but that 'I be help'd with a good adventurous Face, You 
= muſt be impudent enough, fit down, «nd uſe no reſpect; 
uv ben any thing's propounded above your Capacity, ſmile 
uit, make two or three Faces, and tis excellent, they'll 


think you have travelld: though you argue, a whole Day, 
in ſilence thus, and diſcourſe in nothing but laughter, twill 
paſs. Only (now and then) give fire, diſcharge a good 
full Oath, and offer 1 't will be admirable, 
Sog. I warrant you, I am reſolute; come, good Signior, 
there's a poor French Crown tor your Ordinary. 

| Shifr. It comes well, for I had not ſo much as the leaſt 
Dortcullice of Coin before. 


G REX. 
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GRE X. 

Mit. I travel with another Objection, Signior, which 
I tear will be enforc'd againſt the Author, e cr I can be de- 
liver'd of it. 

Cor. What's that, Sir? 

Mit. That the argument of his Comedy might have 
been of ſome other nature, as of a Duke to be in love with a 
Counteſs, and that Counteſs to be in love with the Duke's 
Son, and the Son to love the Lady's Waiting-maid ; ſome 
ſuch croſs wooing, with a Clown to their Servingman, 
better than to be thus near, and famiiiarly allied to the time. 

Cor, You ſay well, but 1 would. tain. hear one of theſe 
autumn Judgments define once, Quid ſit Comedia? if he Þ 
eannot, let him content himſelf with Cicero's Definition 
(till he have Strength to propoſe to himſelf a better) who | « 
would have a Comedy to be Imitatio vita, Speculum conſues | 
tudinis, Imago veritatis; a thing throughout pleaſant, and 6 
Tidiculous, and accommodated to the Correction of Man- p 
ners; if the Maker have fail'd inany Particle of this, they 4 
may worthily tax him; but if not, why—— be you (that 
are for them) filent, as l will be for him; and give way to 
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the Actors. 
Sordido, with a Halter about his Neck; Hind. 


Sord. Nay, Gods-pretious, if the Wea her and Seaſon 
be ſo reſpectleſs, that Beggars ſhali live as well as their Bet. 
ters; and that my. Hunger and Thirſt for Riches, ' ſhall 
not make them hunger and thirſt with Poverty; that 
my Sleep ſhall be broken. and. their Hearts not broken; 
that my Coffers ſhall be full, and yet care; their's empty, 
and yet merry! Tis time, that a Croſs ſhould bear Fleſh 
and Blood, ſince Fleſh and Blood cannot bear this Croſs, 

GRE X. 

Mit. What, will he hang himſelt?- 

Cor. Faith I, it ſeems his Prognoſtication has not kept 
touch with him, and that makes him deſpair, 

Mit. Bcfhrow me, he will be out of his Humour then, 
indeed. 

Sord. Tut, theſe Star-monger Knaves, who would 
truſt em? one ſays dark and Rainy, when *tis as clear as 
Chryſtal; another ſys, tempeſtuous Blaſts and Storms, 


and 'twas as calm as a Muk-bowl; here be {wcet * 
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fora Man to credit his whole Fortunes with :: You Sky+ 
ſtaring Coxcombs you, you Fat-brains,-out upon you; 
you are good for nothing but to ſweat Night- caps, and 
make Rug-gowns dear! Lou learned Men, and have not 
a legion of Devils, a voſtre ſervice! a voſtre ſervice! by 
Heav'n, I think I ſhall dye a better Scholar than they ! but 
ſakt, how now, Sirrah ? 

Hind, Here's a Letter come from your Son, Sir. 

* Sord. From my Son, Sir? what would my Son, Sir? 

* ſome good News no doubt. 

1e | The LE T T ER. 

he O 'Weet and dear Father (deſiring you firſt to ſend me 

on 1 O your Bleſſing, which is more worth to me than 

10 Gold or Silver) I deſire you likewiſe to be advertiſed, that 

e> © this Shrove-tide (contrary to cuſtom) we uſe always to 

nd have Revels; which is indeed dancing and makes an ex- 

n- I « cellept ſhew in truth; eſpecially it we Gentlemen be 

ey well attir'd, which our Seniors note, and think the bet- 

at ter of our Fathers, the better we are maintain d, and that 

to © they ſhall know if they come up, and have any thing to 
do in the Law; therefore, good Father, theſe are (tor 
pour own fake as well as mine) to re- deſire you, that 


n you let me not want that which is fit” for the ſetting up 
t. * of our Name, in the honourable Volume of Ger tility, 
that! may ſay to our Calumniators, with Tully, Ego ſum 
t ortus domus mee, tu occaſus tua. And thus (not doubt- 


ing ot your Fatherly benevolence) I humbly ask your 
„ © Bleſſing, and pray God to bleſs you. 
| | Tours, if his own, 
' How's this! Yours, if his own? is he not my Son, ex- 
cept he be his own Son? Belike this is ſome new kind of 
ſubſc ription the Ga:lants uſe, Well! wherefore doſt thou 
D ſtay Knaye? Away: go. Here's a Letter indeed! Reyels ?- 
and Benevolence? is this a weather to {end Benevolence? 
or is this a ſeaſon to revel in? Slid the Devil and all takes 
part to vex me, I think! this Letter would never have 
come now elie, now, now, when the Sun ſhines, and 
the Air thus clear, Soul, if this hold, we ſhall ſhortly have 
an excellent crop of Corn ſpring out of the high Ways: 
The Streets and Houſes of the Town will be hid with the 
rankneſs of the Fruits, that grow: there in ſpight of good; 
| Hus» 
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Husbandry. Go to, I'll prevent the ſight of it, come 
as quickly as it can, l will prevent the fight of it. 1 have 
this remedy; Heav'n. Stay; III; try the pain thus a little, 


O, nothing, nothing. Well now! ſhall my Son gain a | 
Benevolence by my Death? or any Body be the better for 
my Gold, or ſo forth? No; alice I kept it from em, and | 


(dead) my Ghoſt ſhall walk — it, and preſet ve it; my 
Son and Daughter ſhall ſtarve e're they touch it, I have hid 
It as deep as Hell * the fight of Heav'n, and to it 1 go 
now. [ Falls off 
[6 him] Ruſtici, 
— Risſt. Ay me, what pitiful ſight is this! help, helpy 
P. 
2 Ruft, How now? what's the matter? 
Rg. O, here's a Maa has hang'd himſelf, help to get 
him again. 
2 Ruſt. Hang'd himſc't ? Sl id carry him atore a juſtice; 
tis chance-medly, o my word. 
3 Ruſt. How now, what's here to do? 
4 Ruſt. How comes this ? 
2 Ruſt, One bas executed himſelf, contrary to order of 
Ev, and by my conſent he-ſhall an{wer'r: . 
5 Ruſt. Would be were in eaſe to anſwer it. 
1 Ru. Stand by, he recovers, give him Breath. 
Ford. Oh! 
5 Ruſt. Maſs, twas well you went the Foot- way, Neigh - 
ur. 
1 Rut. I, an' I had not cut the Halter. 
Sord. How! cut the Halter? Ay me, Iam undone, 1 
am undone. 


2 Ruſt. Marry, if you had not been undone, you bad 


been hang'd I can tell you. 


Sord. You thread bare horſe - bread- eating Raſcals, if 


you wou d needs have een medcling, could you not have 
untied it, but you mult cut it? and in the midſt too! Ay 
me. 

1 Ruſt, Out on me, tis the Catterpillar Sordido! how 
curſed are the Poor, that the Viper was bleſt with this 
good Fortune? 

2 Puſt. Nay, how accurſt art thou, that art cauſe to the 
eurſe of the Poor? 


3 Ruſt. 


| That they ſhould thus deteſt, and loath my Life! 
Out cn my wretched humour, it is that 

Makes me thus monſtrousin true human Eyes. 

Pardon me (gentle Friends) Vll make tair mends 

For my foul Errors paſt, and twenty fold 

| Reſtore to all Men, what with wrong | robb'd them: 
My Barns and Garners ſhall ſtand open ſtill 

To all the Poor that come, and my beſt Grain 

Be made Alms. bread, to feed halt-famiſh'd Mouths. 
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3 Ruſt. I. and to ſave ſo wretcheda Caytiff? 
4 Ruſt. Curſt be thy Fingers that loos d him. 
2 Ruſt. Some deiperate: Fury poſſeſs thee, that thou 
maiſt hang thy ſelf too. | | 
5 Ruſt. Never maiſt thoube ſav'd, that ſav d ſo damn d 
a Monſter. 
Sora. 4 Curſes breathe theſe Men! how have my 
Deeds 
Made my looks differ from another Man's, 


Though hitherto amongſt you l have liv'd, 


Like an unſavoury Muck-hill to my ſelf, 

vet now my gather'd heaps being ſpread abroad, 
Shall turn to better and more truitful uſes. * 
| Bleſs then this Man, curſe him no more for ſaving: 
| My Life and Soultogether. O, how deeply 


The bitter Curſes of the Poor do pierce ! 
Lam by wonder chang'd ; come in with me 
And witneſs my Repentance; now [I prove, 
No Life is bleſt, that is not grac'd with Love. 

2 Ruſt. O Miracle ſee when a Man bas grace! 

3.Ruſt. Had't not been pity, ſo good a Man ſhould have 
been caſt away ? 

2 Ruft, Well, I'll get our Clerk put his Converſion in. 
the As and Monuments. | 

4 Ruſt. Do, for I warrant him he's a. Mar tyy. 

2 Ruſt, O God, how he wept, if you mark'd it! did 
you ſee how the Tears trilbd 

5 Ruſt, Yes, believe me, like Maſter Vicar's Bowles u- 
on the Green forall the World. ; 

309 4. O Neighbour, God's Bleſſing o' your Heart, 
Neighbour, *uwas a good gratefuldeed, : 
G REX. 


LY 


272 Every Man out of his Humour. 
GRE X. 
Cor. How now, Mitis? what's that you conſider ſo 
ſeriouſly? 

Mie. Troth, that which doth eſſentially pleaſe me, the 
warping condition of this green and foggy Mulcitude ;. 
but in good faith, Signior, your Auth-.r hath largely out- 
ſtript my Expectation in this Scene, Iwill liberally conteſs 
it. For when I ſaw Sordido ſo deſperately intended, I 
thought I bad had a hand ot him, then. a 

Cor. What? you ſuppos d he ſhould have hung himſelt 
indeed? 

Ait. I did, and had fram'd my Object ion to it ready, 
which may yet be very fitly urg'a, and with ſome neceſſi- 


ty; for though his purpos d violence loſt rh' effect, and ex · 


tended not to death, yet the intent and horror ot the Ob- 
ject, was more than the nature of a Comedy will in any 


ſort admit. 
Cor. I ? what think you of Plautus, in his Comedy, 


called Cifte/laria, there? where he brings in Alceſimarchus 
with a drawn Sword ready to kill himiclf, and as he is een 
fixing his Breaſt upon it, to be reſtrain'd from his reſolv'd 
outrage, by Silenium and the Bawd is not his Authority: 
of power to give our Scene approbation ? 

mire. Sir, I have this only Evaſion left me, to ſay, I think 
it be ſo indeed, your memory is happier than mine: But I won-- 
der, what Engine he will uſc to bring the reſt out of 
their humour 

Cor. That will appear anon, never pre -· occupy your ima« 
gination wit hal. Let your mind keep company with the. 
Scene ſtill, which now removes it ſelf from the: Country 
to the Court. Here comes Macilente and Signior Brick, 
freſhly ſuited, loſe not your ſelf, for now the Epitaſis, ot 
buſie part of our Subject is in act. 5 

Macnente, Brisk, Cinedo, Saviolina. 

Faſt. Well, now, Signior Maci/ente, you are not on 
welcome to the Court, but alſo to my Miftreſs's with- 
drawing Chamber: But, get me ſome Tobacco, I'll hut 
2 and ſhew l am here, and come to you preſently, 


Alaci. What's that he fad? by Heav'n, I mark d him 
not: . 
My 


My Thoughts and I were of another World, 

| was admiring mine own Out-fide here, 

To think whatPriviledge and Pam it bears 

Here, in the Court! Be a Man ne'er ſo vile 

In Wit, in judgment, Manners, or what elſe; 

f hecan purchaſe but a Silken Cover, 

He ſnall not only paſs, but paſs regarded: 

Whereas, let him be poor, and meanly clad, 

Though ne er ſo richly parted, you ſhall have 

A Fellow (that knows nothing but his Beef, 

Or bow to rince his clammy Guts in Beer) 

Will take him by the Shoulders, or the Throat, 

And kick him down the Stairs. Such is the tate 

Ot Virtue in bad Clothes! ha, ha, ha, ha, 

That Raiment ſhould be in ſuch high requeſt! 

How long ſhould I be, e're 1 ſhould put off : 
To the Lord Chancellor's Tomb, or the Sheriffs Poſtsꝰ 
By Heav'n (I think) athouſand, thouſand Year, 

His Gravity, his Wiſdom, and his Faith, 

To my dread Soveraign (graces that ſurvive him) 

Theſe I could well indure to reverence, 

But not his Tomb; no more than I'd commend 

The Chappel Organ, for the Gilt without, 

Or this Baſe-Viol, for the varniſh'd Face. © 

Faſt. I fear I have made you ſtay ſomewhat long, Sin 
but is my Tobacco ready, Boy. 

Cine, I, Sir, 

Faſt. Give me, my Miſtreſs is upon coming, you ſhall 
ſe her preſently, Sir, (Tb.) you'll ſay you never accoſted 
amore piercing Wit. This Tobacco is net dried Boy, or 
elſe the Pipe is defectiye. Oh, your Wits of Italy arc no- 
thing comparable to her! her Brain's a veryQuiver of jeſts! 
and ſhe does dart them abroad with that ſweet, looſe, and 
Judicial aim, that you would. here ſhe comes, Sir. 

[ She is (een, and goes in again. 

Maci. Twas time, his Invention had been bog d elſe. 

Savi. Give me my Fan there. 5 

Maci. How now, Monſieur Brisk? 

Faſt. A kind of affectionate Reverence ſtrikes me with-. 
«cold ſhivering ( methinke.) 

| Mace: 
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Maci, I like ſuch Tempers well, as ſtand before theit 
Miſtreſſes with fear and trembling ; and before their Maker, 
like impudent Mountains. IVE 

Faſt. By this Hand, I'd ſpend twenty Pound my Vault- 
— ſtood here now, ſhe might ſee me do but one 
Trick. 

Maci. Why, does ſhe love activity? | 

Cine. Or it you had but your long Stockings on, to be 
dancing a Galliard, as ſhe comes by. 

Faſt. I, either. O, theſe ſtirring humours make Li. # "' 
dies mad with deſire ; ſhe comes. My good Genius em- 
bolden me: Boy, the Pipe quickly. | 

Maci, What? will he give her Muſick ? 

Faſt. A ſecond good Morrow to my fair Miſtreſs. 

Savi, Fair Servant, Fi|thank you a Day hence, when 
the Date of your Salutation comes forth. ö 

Faſt. How like you that anſwer? ist not admirable ? 

Maci. I wete a {imple Courtier, if I could not admire 
erifles, Sir. 

Faſt. Troth, ſweet Ladv, I fhall (Tob.) be prepar d to 
give you thanks for thoſe thanks, and (Tbb. ) ſtudy more 
officious, and obſcquious regards (To#.). to your fair Beau- 
ties. (Tob.). Mend the Pipe, Boy. hy 

[He talks, and takes Tebacco between 

Maci. I ne er knew Tobacco taken as a-Porent.eſi; be- dic 
fore. | 

Faſt. 'Fore God (ſweet Lady) believe it, I do honour 
the meaneſt Ruſh in this Chamber for your love. he! 

Savi. I. you need not tell me that, Sir, I do think you 
do prizea Ruſh before my Love. 

Maci. Is this the wonder ot Nations? im 

Faſt. O, by this Air, pardon me, | ſaid for your Love, 4 
by this Light; but it is the accuſtamed ſharpneſs of yout 
Ingenuity, ſweet Miſtreſs, to Maſs your Viol's new {vw 
ſtrung, mettinks. . 
ws He takes down the Viol, and plays between. bri 

Maci. Ingenuity ! I fee his Ignorance will not ſuffer 1. 
him te ſlander her, which he had done moſt notab!y, |! 1 
he had faid Wit for Ingenuity, as he meant it. 1 

Faſt. By the Soul of Muſick, Lady (hum, hum.) 8 
Saui. Would we might hear it once. 
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Faſt, Ido more adore and admire your (hum, hum, ) 
predominant perfections, that (bum, hum, ever] ſhall 
have power and taculty to expreis (hum.) : 

Savi. Upon the Viol de Gambo, you mean? 

Fiaſt. It's N out of Tune, by this Hand. 

Savi. Nay, rather by the Fingers. . 

Maci. It makes good Harmony with her Wit, 

Faſt. Sweet Lady, tune it. Boy, ſome Tobacco. 

Maci. Tobacco again? he does court his Miſtreſs with 
very exceeding good changes. 

Faſt. Signior Macilente, you take none, Sir? (Tob.) 

Maci. No, unleſs J had a Miſtreſs, Signior, it were a 
great indecorum tor me to take Tobacco. * 

Faſt, How like you her Wit? (Tob.) 

Maci. Her Ingenuity is excellent, Sir. 

Faſt. You ſee the ſubject of her {weec Fingers there? 
(Tob.) Oh, ſhe tickles it ſo, that ( Tob.) ſne makes it laugh 
moſt divinely (Tb.) I'll tell you a good jeſt now, and your 
{elf ſhall ſay it's a good one: I have wiſht my {elf to be 
that pom think) a thouſand times, and not fe 
tew, by Heav'n Tab.) | 

Macs. Not unlike, Sir; but how? to be cas'd up, and 
hung by on the Wall? 

Faſt. O, no, Sir, to be in uſe Iafſureyou; as your jus 
dicious Eyes may teſtifie. (Tos.) 

Savi. Here, Servant, if you will play, come. 

Faſt. Inſtantly, ſweet Lady. (Job.) In good faith; 
here's moſt divine Tobacco! 

Savi. Nay, I cannot ſtay to dance after your Pipe. 

- Faſt. Good ! nay, dear Lady, ſtay; by this ſweet 

ſmoke, I think your Wit be all fire. ( Tos.) 

Macs. And he's the Salamander belongs to it. 

Savi. Is your Tobacco pertum'd, Servant, that you 
{wear by the ſweet fmoke ? 

Faſt. Still more excellent! (before Heav'n, and theſe 
hacks aan; I think (Iob.) you are made of Ingenuity 
J. (7o6.) f 

Maci. True, as your diſoourſe is: O abominable! 

Faſt. Will your Lady ſhip take any ? 

Savi, O, peace I pray you; I love not the breath ol 
V oodcock's Head, 

Faſt, 
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Faſt. Meaning my Head, Lady? 
Savi. Not altogether ſo, Sir; but (as it were fatal te 
their Follies that think to grace themſelves with taking 
Tobacco, when they want better entertainment) you ſee m 
your Pipe bears the true form of a Wood-cock's Head. he 


- Faſt. O admirable ſmile! tr 
Savi. *Tis beſt leaving of you in admiration, Sir. It 


Maci. Are theſe the admired Lady-wits, that hav ing ſo oi 
ou plain Song, can run no better diviſion upon it? A G. 

r jeſts are of the ſtamp, (March was fitteen Years ago Kt 
Is this the Comet, Monſieur Faſtidius, that your Gallant 
wonder at fo ? 

_ Faſt. Heart of a Gentleman, to neglect me;afore Preſent: 
thus! Sweet Sir, I beſeech you be ſilent in my Diſgrace, 
By the Muſes, I was never in ſo vile a humour in my Life 

and her Wit was at the Flood too. Report it not for a Mil. 


ion, good Sir; let me be ſo far endear d to your Love. | 

| G REX. we 
Mit. What follows next, Signior Cordatus > this Gal He 
ant's humour is almoſt ſpent, methinks it ebbs apace ! 
with this contrary breathof his Miſtreſs. | 


Cor. O, but it will flow again for all this, till ther gei 
come a general drought of humour among all our Actor F 
and then l fear not but his will fall as low as any. See who art 


preſents himſelf here mar 

Mit. What, i' the old Caſe? able 

Cor. I' faith, which makes it the more pitiful; yo the 

underſtand where the Scene is? com 

8 go 

e 

re. ee. 4 

ow 

Fallace, Fungoſo. © - 

Fal. H are you ſo melancholy, Brother? Cou 
W Fung. lam not melancholy, I thank you 

Siſter. D 


Fal. Why are you not merry then? there are but two you 
of us in all the World, and if we ſhould not be Comforuf men 


one to the another, God help us. a falſ 
| | Fung] N 


Every Man out of his Humour. 2559 


Fung. Faith, I cannot tell, Siſter, but if a Man had ny 
true Melancholy in him, it would make him Melancholy 
to ſee his yeomanly Father cut hisNeighbour's Throats,to 
make his Son a Gentleman, and yet when he has cut em, 
he will ſee his Son's Throat cut too, e're he make him a 
true Gentleman indeed, before Death cut his own Throat. 
I muſt be the firſt Head of our Houſe, and yet he will not 
go give me the Head till I be made ſo. Is any Man term'da 
Gentleman that is not always i“ the Faſhion ? I would 
know but that. 

Fal. it you be melancholy for that, Brother, I think I 
have as much Cauſe to be melancholy, as any one: for I'll 
be ſworn, Llive as little in the faſhion, as any Woman in 
London. By the Faith of a Gentle woman, (Beaſt that I am 
to ſay it) I ha' not one Friend i the World beſides my Hus- 
band. When ſaw you Maſter Faſtidius Brisk, Brother? 
Fung. But a while ſince, Siſter, I think I know nat 
well in truth, By this Hand, I could fight with all my 
Heart, methinks. 

Fal. Nay good Brother, be not reſojutes 

Fung. I ſent him a Letter, and he writes me no Anſwer 
neither. 

Fal. Oh, ſweet Faſtidius Brisk O fine Courtier! thou 
art he mak ſt me ſigh, and ſay, How bleſſed is that Wo- 
man that hath a Courtier to her Husband! and how miſer- 
able a Dame ſhe is, that hath neither Husband, nor Friend i 
you the Court! O, ſweet Faſtidius O fine Courtier! How 
comely he bows him in his Court'ſie! how full he hits a 

Woman between the Lips when he kiſſes how upright 

he ſits at the Table! how daintily he carves! how {weet- 
ly he talks, and tells News of this Lord, and of that Lady! 
how cleanly he wipes his Spoon, at every ſpoonful of any 
| White-meat he eats! and what a neat Caſe of Pick-tooths 
he carries about him ſtill! O, ſweet, Faſtidius! O, fine 
Courtier ! 
you Deliro, Muſicians, Macilente, Fungoſo. 

Deli. See, yonder ſhe is, Gentlemen. Now, (as ever 
two you'll bear the Name of Muſicians) touch your Inſtru- 
foruf ments ſweetly, ſhe has a delicate Ear, I tell you: play not 

a falſe Note, | beſcech you. 
ung. Maſs, Fear not, Signior Deliro, 


Deli: 


9 * 2 8 
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Deli. O, begin, begin, ſome ſprightly thing: Lord 

how my Imagination labours with the Succeſs of it ! Well 
faid, i taith! Heav'n grant it pleaſe her. I'll not be 
ſeen, for then ſhe'll be ſure to diſlike it. 
Fal. Hey da! this is excellent! Til lay my Life 
this is my Husband's dotage. I thought ſo; nay, never 
play bo-peep with me, I know you do nothing but ſtudy 
how to anger me, Sir. 

Deli. Anger thee, ſweet Wife? why, didſt thou not 
ſend for Muſicians at Supper laſt Night thy ſelf? 

Fal. To Supper, Sir? now come up to Supper, I be. 
ſeech you: as though there were no difference between 
Supper- time, when Folks ſhould be merry, and this time 
when they ſhould be melancholy? I would never take up- 
2 me to take a Wife, if I had no more Judgment to pleaſe 

er. 
Deli. Be pleas d, ſwett Wife, and they ſhall ha' done, 
nl would to Fate my Lite were done, ifI can never pleaſe 
TREE, 
Maci. Save you, Lady, where is Maſter Deliro ? 

Deli. Here, Maſter Macilente, you are welcome from 
Court, Sir; no doubt you have been grac'd exceeding|y 
of Maſter Brisk's Miſtreſs, and the reſt of the Ladies tor 
his ſake, | 

Maci. Alas, the poor e he's ſcarce known 
Toany Lady there; and thoſe that know him, 

Know him the ſimpleſt Man ot all they know: 
Deride, and play upon his amorous Humours, 
Though he but apiſhly doth imitate 
The gallant'ſt Courtiers kiſſing Ladies Pumps, 
Holding the Cloth for them, praiſing their Wits, 
And ſervilely obſerving every one, | 
May do them Pleaſure teartul to be ſeen 
Withany Man(though he be ne er ſo worthy) 
That's not in Grace with ſome that are the greateſt, 
Thus Courtiers do, and theſe he counterteits, 


But ſets not ſuch aightly Carriage 

* Upon their Vanities, as they themſelves; 
And therefore they deſpiſe him : fos indeed 
He's like the Zani to a Tumbler, 


That tries Tricks after him, to make Men laugh, 


Fa 
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Fal. Here's an unthankful ſpiteful Wretch! the good 
Gentleman vouchſaft to make him his Companion 
(becauſe my Husband put him into a few Rags) and now 
ſee how the unrude Raſcal back-bites him 

Deli. Is he no more grac'd amongſt em then, {ay 

ou? 

Maci. Faith, like a Pawn at Cheſs: fills up a Roòm, 
that's all. 

Fal. O Monſter of Men / can the Earth bear ſuch an 
envious Caytiff? 

Del. Well, I repent me I &er credited him ſo muchs 


but (now l ſee whathe is, and that his masking Vizor is 


off) I'll torbear him no longer. All his Lands are mortgag'd 
to me, and forfeited: beſides, I have Bonds of his in my 

Hand, for the Receipt of now fifty Pound, now a hund- 

red, now two hundred: ſtill as he has had a Fan but waggd 
at him, he would be ina new Suit. Well, I'll ſalute him 

by a Serjeant, the next time I ſee him i? faith, I'll Suit 

him, | 

Maci. Why, you may ſoon ſee him, Sir, for he is to 
meet Signior Puntarvoloat a Notaries by the Exchange, pre- 
ſently ; where he means to take up, upon return 

Fal. Now, out upon thee, Judas; canſt thou not be 
content to backbite thy Friend, but thou muſt betray him? 
wilt thou ſeek the undoing of any Man? and of ſuch a 
Man too? and will you, Sir, get your living by the Coun- 
id of Traytors ? 

Deli. Dear Wife have Patience, 

Fal. The Houſe will fall, the Ground will open and 
ſwallow us: I'll not bide here, for all the Gold and Silver 
in Heav'n. 

Deli. O, good Macelente, let's follow and appeaſe her, 
or the Peace of my Life is at an end. 

Maci. Now Peaſe, and not Peace, feed that Life whoſe 
Head hangs ſo heavily over a Woman's Manger. 

Fal. Help me, Brother: Ods body, an' you come here 
do my ſelt a Miſchief, | 


[ Deliro follows his Wife, 
Del. Nay, hear me, ſweet Wife, unleſs thou wilt have 
me go, I will not go. | 
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Fal. Tut, you ſhall ne'er ha“ that Vantage of me, to 
fay, you are undone by me: I'll not bid you ſtay, I. Bro- 
ther, ſweet Brother, here's four Angels I'll give you to- 
wards your Suit: for the love of Gentry, and as ever you 
came of Chriſtian Creature, make haſte to the Water-ſide 
(you know where Maſter Faſtidizs uſes to Land) and give 
him warning of my Husband's malicious Intcnt; lod, tell 
him of thatlean Raſcals Treachery : O Heav'ns! how 
my Fleſh riſesat him! Nay, ſweet Brother, make haſte; 
You may ſay, I would have writ to him, but that the ne- 
ceſſity of the time would not permit, He cannot chuſe 
but take it extraordinarily from me : and commend me to 
him, good Brother; ſay, I ſent you. _ 244 

Fung. Let me ſee theſe four Angels, and then forty Shil- 
lings more I can borrow on my Gown in Fetter- Lane. Well, 
I will go preſently ſay on my Suit, pay as much Money as 
I have, and ſwear my {elf into Credit with my Taylor for 
the reſt. | 

Del. O, on my Soul you wrong her, Macilente. 
Though ſhe be froward, yer I know ſhe is Honeſt, 

| Deliro and Macilente paſs over the Stage; 

Maci. Well, then have I no Judgment. Would any 
Woman (but one that were wild in her Affections) have 
broke out into that immodeſt and violent Paſſion againſt her 
Husband? or is t poſſible 8 

Del. If you love me, forbear; all the Arguments i' the 
World ſhall never wreſt my Heart to believe it. | 

5 7% Þ + 4 

Cor. How like you the decyphering of his Dotage ? 

Mit. O, ftrangely ! and of the otner's Envy too, 
that labours ſo ſeriouſly to ſet Debate hetwixt a Man and 
bis Wife. Stay, here comes the Knight Adventurer, 

Cor. I, and Lis Scrivener with him. 

Puntarvolo, Notary, Carlo, Servants. 

_ Pun. 1 wonder Monſieur Faſtidius comes not! But No- 
zary, if thou pleaſe to dra the Indentures the while, I 
will give thee thy Inſtructions. 7 

Not. With all my Heart, Sir; and I'll fall in Hand with 
em preſently,” ] web, | $93: 

Pn. Well then, firſt the Sum is to be underſtood, * 

_ 
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Not. Good, Sir. | 

Pun. Next, our ſeveral Appellations, and Character of 
my Dog and Cat, muſt be known, Shew him the Cat, 
Sirrah. 

Not. So, Sir. 

Pan. Then, that the intended Bound is the Turł's Court 
in Conſtantinople; the Time limited for our Return, a Year 
and that if either of us miſcarry, the whole Venture is loſt, 
wo are general, conceiv'ſt thou; or if either of us tura 
Turk, 

Not. I, Sir. 5 . | 

Pun. Now for Particulars: That T may make my Travels 
by Sea or Land, to my beſt liking; and that (hiring a Coach 
for my ſelt) it ſhall be lawful for my Dog, or Cat, or both, 
to ride with me in the ſaid Coach. „ 

Not. Very good, Sir. 

Pun. That I may chuſe to give my Dog, or Cat, Fiſh; 
for fear of Bones; or any other Nutriment that (by tke 
Judgment of the moſt authentical Phyficiags where I tra- 
vel) ſhall be thought dangerous, 

Not. Well, Sir. 

Pun. That (after the Receipt of his Money) he ſhall neĩ- 
ther in hisownPerſon, nor any other, either by direct or indi- 
rect Means, as Magick, Witcheraft, or otherſuch exotick Arts, 
attempt, practite, or complot any thing to the Prejudice 
ot me, my Dog, or my Cat: Neither thall I uſe the help 
of any ſuch Soceries or Inchantments, as Unctions to make 
our Skins impenetrable, or to travel inviſible by Virtue of 
a Powder,or a Ring,or to hang any three forked Charm a- 
bout my Dog's Neck, ſecretly convey'd into his Collar, 
(underſtand you?) but that all be performed ſincerely, with- 
out Fraud or Impoſture. 

Not. So, Sir. 

Pun. That (for teſtimony ot the Performance) my ſelf 
am to bring thence a Twrk's Muſtachio, my Dog a Gre- 
cian Hare's Lip, and my Cat the Train or Tail of a Thra- 
cian Rat. | 

Not. Tis done, Sir. . 

Pun. Tis ſaid, Sir; not done, Sir: But forward; that 
upon my return, and landing on the Tower-wharf, with 

ä the 
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the aforeſaid Teſtimony, I am to receive Five for One, ac- 
cording to the pi oportion of the Sums put forth. 
Not. Well, Sir. 


Pun. Provided, that if before our departure, or ſetting 


forth, either my ſelf or theſe be viſited with Sickneſs, or 

any other caſual Event, ſo that the whole Courſe of the 
Adventure be hindred thereby, that then he is to return, 
and [ am to receive the prenominated Proportion upon fair 
and equal Tei ms. 

Not. Very good, Sir; is this all? 

Pun. It is all, Sir; and diſpatch them, good Notary. 

Not. As faſt as is poſſible, Sir. | 

Pun, O Carlo! welcome: Saw you Monſieur Brisk ? 

Car. Not : Did he appoint you to meet here? 
Pun. I. and I muſe he ſhould be ſo tardy; he is to take an 
hundred Pounds ot me in Venture, it he maintain his 
Promiſe. 

Car. Is his Hour paſt? 

Pan Not yet, but it comes on apace. 

Car, Tut, be not jealous ot him; he will ſooner break 
all the Commandments, than his Hour; upon my Life, in 
ſuch a Caſe truſt him. 

Fun. Methinks, Carlo, you look very ſmooth ! ha? 

Car, Why, | came but now from a Hot-houſe, I muſt 
needs look ſmooth. 

Pun. From a Hot-bouſe! | 

Car. I, doyou makea Wonder on't? Why its your 
only Phyſick. Let a Man ſweat once a Week in a Hot- 
Houle, and be well rubb'd, and froted, with a good plump 
Juicy Wench, and ſweet Linnen, he ſhall ne er ha the Pox. 

Pun. What, the French Pox ? 

Car. The FrenchPox! Our Pox. We bave 'em in as 
good Form as they, Man: what? 

Pun. Let me periſh but thou art a Salt one! was your 
new-created Gallant there with you? Sagliardo: 

Car. O Porpuſe! hang him, no: he's a Lieger at Horns 
Ordinary — 2 his villainous Ganymede and he ha? 
_ droning a Tobacco-pipe there ever fin' Yeſterday 

on. 

Pun, Who Signior Tripartite, that would give my 
Dog the Whiff? 

Care 
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Car, I, he. They have hir'd a Chamber and all, pri- 
vate to practiſe in, for he making of the Faroun, the Re- 
ceit reciprocal, ard a Number of other Myſteries, not yet 
extant. I brought tome dozen or twenty Gallants this 
Morning to view 'em (as you'd do a Piece of Perſpective) 
in at a Key hole; and there we might ſee Sogliardo lit in a 
Chair, holding his Snowr up like a Saw under an Apple- 
tree, While the other open'd his Noſtrils with a Poking- 
ſtick, togive the Smoke a more tree Delivery. They had 
ſpit ſome three or fourſcote Ouncesbetween'em, afore We 
came away, 

Pun. How ſpit three or fourſcore Ounces ? | 

Car. I, and preſcrv'd it in Poi rengers, as a Barber Co's 
his Blood when he opons a Vein. | 

Pun. Out, Pagan; how doſt thou open the Vein of thy 
Friend? 

Car, Friend? is mere any ſuch fooliſh thing i the World? 
ha ? Slid, I acer reliſſid it yet. | 

Pun, Thy Humour 's the more dangerous. 

Car. No, nota Whit, Signior, Tut a Man muſt keep 
time in all; I can oil my Tongue when 1 mect him next. 
and look with a good flick Forchead; t will take away all 
ſoil of Suſpicion, and that's enough: what Lynceus can 
ſee my Heart? Piſh, the Title of a Friend, it's a vain idle 
Thing, only venerable among Fools; you ſhall not have 
one that has any op nion of Wit affect it. 

[ To them, ] Deliro, Marilerte, 

Deli. Save you, good Sir Puntarvolo. 

Pu u. Signiar Deliro welcome. 

Deli, Pray you, Sir did you ſee Maſter Faſtidius Brisk ? 

I heard he was to meet your Worſhip here. 
Pun. You heard no Figment, Sir; I do expect him at 
every Pulſe of my Watch. 

Deli. In good time, Sir. 

Car. There's a Fellow now looks like one of the Patri- 
cians of Spar ta; marry, his Wit's after Ten i' the Hundred. 
a good Elood- hound, a cloſe · mouth d Dog, he follows the 
Scent well; marry, he's at a Fault now methinks. 

Pun. I ſhould wonder at that Creature is free from the 
danger of thy Tongue. 

Gar, O, I cannot abide thoſe Limbs of Sattin, or rather 

N 3 Satan 


1 = 


you would 
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Satan indeed, that'll walk like the Children of Darkneſs) all 
Day in a melancholy Shop, with their Pockets full of 
Blanks, ready to ſwallow up as many poor Unthrifts as 
come within the Verge. 

Pun. So! and what haſt thou for him that is with him, 
now ! 

Car. O, (Dam me) Immortality! IIl not meddle with 
him, the pure Element ot Fire, all Spirit, extraction, C 

Punt. How Carlo? ha? what is he, Man? | P 

Car, A Scholar, Macilente, do you not know him? 23 ö 
rank raw-bon'd Anatomy, he walks up and down like a 
charg'd Musket, no Man dares encounter him: that's his 
reſt there. . t 

Punt. His reſt? why has he a forked Head? | 

Car, Pardon me, that's to be ſuſpended, you are too 
quick, too apprehenſive. 

Deli. Troth (now I think cn't) I'll dEfer it till ſome other 
time. : | T 
Maci. Not by any Means, Signior, you ſhall not loſe 
9 he will be here preſently now. 

Deli. Ves faith, Macilente, tis beſt, For, look you, 
Sir, 1 ſhall ſoo exccedingly offend my Wife in't, that 

Maci. Your Wite? now for ſhame loſe theſe Thoughts, “ 
and become the Maſter of your own Spirits. Should I (if * 
Thad a Wife) ſuffer my af to be thus paſſionately carried 
(to and fro) with the Stream of her Humour? and neglect 
my deepeſt Affairs, to ſerve her Affections? Slight, I would 
geld my ſelt firſt. 

Deli. O but, Signior, had you ſuch a Wife as mine is, 


22 


Maci. Such a Wife? Now hate me, Sir, if ever I diſ-· 
cern d any wonder in your Wife yet, with all the ſpecula- 
tion I have: I have ſeen ſome that ha' been thought fairer 
than ſhe, in my time; and | have ſeen thoſe, ha not been 
akogether ſo tall, eſteem d properer Women; and I have 
ſeen leſs Roſes grow upon ſweeter Faces, that have done 
very well too, in my Judgment : but in good faith, Signior, 
for all this, the Gentlewomaa is a good pretty proud hard- 
favour'd thing, marry not ſo peerleſsly to be doted upon, I 
muſt confeſs; nay, be not angry. 


32225 


a — 


Deli 


Every Man out of his Humour. 26 

Deli. Well. Sir, (however you pleaſe to forget your 
ſelt) I have not deſerv'd to be thus plaid upon; but hence- 
forth, pray you forbear my Houſe, for I can but faintly en- 
dure the favour of his Breathat my Table, that ſhall thus 
Jade me for my Courteſtes, | 

Maci, Nay, then, Signior, let metell you, your Wife 
is no proper Woman, and by my Life, I ſuſpect her honeſty, 


that's more, which you may likewiſe ſuſpect (if you 
pleaſe: ) do you ſce? Vil urge you to nothing, againſt your 
Appetite, but if you pleaſe, you may ſuſpeel it. | 


Deli. Good, Sir. 
Maci. Good Sir? Now Horn upon Horn purſue thee, 


thou blind egregious Dotard. 


Car. O, you ſhall here him ſpeak like Envy. Signior 


| Macilente, you ſaw Monſieur Brisk lately? 1 heard you 
| were with him at Court. 


Maci. I, Buffoon, I was with him, 
Car. And how is he reſpected there? (I know you'll 


deal ingenuouſly with us) is he made of amongſtthe ſweet- 
er fort of Gallants'? : N. 


Maci. Faith 1. his Civet and his Caſting-glaſs, have 


| helpt him to a place amongſt the reſt : And there, his Seni- 


ors give him good light looks, After their Garb, ſmile; 
and ſalute in French with ſome new Complement, 
Car. What, isthis all? - | 
Maci. Why ſay, that they ſhould ſhew the frothy Foo 


| Such grace as they pretend comes from the Heart, 


He had a mighty Wind-fall out of doubt, 
Why, all their Graces are not to do grace 


To Virtue. or Deſert: but to ride both 2 N 
Wich their ry quite breathleſs, from themſelves. . 
Nis now eſteem'd Preciſianiſin in Wit, ah aff bo 


And a Diſeaſe in Nature, to be kind 

Toward Deſert, to love, or ſeek good Names, 
Who feeds with a good Name? whothrjves with loving ? 
Who can provide Feaſt tor his own Deſires, | 
With ſerving others? ha, ha, ha 

'Tis folly, by our wiſeſt worldings prov'd, 

If not to gain by love) to be belov'd. | 

| * How like you him ? ĩs t not a good ſpiteful ſlaye? 


N 4 ä Punt; | 
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Pan, Shrewd, ſhrewd. 

Car, Dam me, I could cat his Fleſh now , divine ſweet t 
Villain! tk 

Maci. Nay, prithee leave: what's he there ? 

Car. Who? this i' the ſtarch'd Beard? it's the dull ſtiff 8 
Knight Puntarvolo, Man; he's to travel now preſently : 
he has a good knotty Wit, marry he carries little on't out 
of the Land withhim. 

Maci4 How then? 

Car. He puts it forth in venture, as he does his Money 
upon the return of a Dog, and Cat. 

Maci. Is this he? 

Car. I, this is he; a good tough Gentleman: he looks like 
a Shield of Brawvn at Shrovetide, out of Date, and ready to 
take his leave; or a dry Poul ot Ling upon Eafter-eve, that 
has furniſh'd the Table all Lent, as ke has done the City 
this laſt vacation. 

Maci. Come, you'll never leave your ſtabbing ſimile's : 
I ſhall ha you aiming at me with em by and by, but 

Car. O, renounce me then: pure, honeſt, good Devil, 
I love thee above the love ot Women: Icould een melt in 
admixation of thee, now | Gods ſo, look here, Man; #: 
Sir Dagonet, and his Squire! 1 

[ To them, ] Sogliardo, Shift. | be 

Sog. Save you, my dear Gallanto's «4 nay, come ap- Fe 
proech, good Cavalier: prethee (ſweet Knight) know I ſp 
this Gentleman, he's one that it pleaſes me to uſe as my he 

Friend and Companion; and therefore do him good I let 
Offices: I beſeech you, Gentiles, know him, know him 


— 


P — 


all over. 
Punt. Sir (tor, Signior Sogliardo's. lake) let it ſuffice, F I ha 
R you. ou 


Sog. Why (as Jama Gentleman) I thank you, Knight, 

and it ſhal! ſuffice, Hark you, Sir Puntarvolo, you d 
little think it; he's as xeſolute a piece of Fleſh as any i' the Þ 
Vorld. Af 
Punt. Indeed, Sir? 1 
Sog. Upon my Gentilty, Sir: Carlo, a word with you F fat 
Do you ſee that ſame fellow, there? | | 
Car. What? Cavalier Shift ? qui 
Sog. O, you n him; cry you Mercy : before me 's 
in 8 
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think him the talleſt Man living within the Walls of 
Europe. 

—4 The Walls of Europe! take heed what you ſay, 
Signior, Europe's a huge thing within the Walls. 

Fog. Tut, lan twere as huge again) I'd juſtifie what 


I ſpeak. *Slid, he ſwagger'd een now in a place Where 
we were: I never ſaw a Man do it more reſolute. 


Car. Nay, indeed ſwaggering is a good Argument of 


| Reſolution. Do you hear this, Signior 2 - 


Maci. I, to my grief. O, that ſuch muddy Flags, 


For every drunken Flouriſn, ſhouid atchieve 

Fhe Name of Manhood; whilſt true perfect Valour 
| (Hating to ſhew it ſelf) goes by deſpis'd! 
Heart, I do know now (in a fair juſt Cauſe) 

| dare do more than he, a thouſand times: 

| Why ſhould not they take Knowledge of this? ha? 
And give my worth Allowance before his? 

| Becauſe | cannot ſwagger! Now the Pox 

Light on your Pickt-hatch prowels. 


Sog. Why, 1 tell you, Sir, he has been the only Bid- 


| ſtand that ever kept New-market, Salisbury- plain, Hockley 
i' the hole, Gad hill; and all the high Places ot any requeſt: 
be has had his Mares and his Geldings, he, ha been worth 
Forty, Threeſcore, a hundred Pound a Horſe, would ha- 
| ſprung you over Hedge and Ditch like your Grey-hound; 


he has done Five hundred Robberies in his time, more or 


leſs, I aſſure you; 


Punt. What? and ſcap'd? 
Sog. Scapt! i' faith I: he has broken the Jayl when he 


bas been in Irons and Irons; and been out, and in again; and 
| out, and in; Forty times, and not ſo few, he. 


Maci. A fit Trumpet, to proclaim ſucha Perſon; 

Car. But canthis be poſſible? 

Shift. Why, tis nothing, Sir, when a Man gives lis 
Affections to it. 

Sog Good Pilades, diſcourſe a Robbery or two, to 


| | atisfietheſe Gentlemen of th y worth, 


Shift. Pardon me, my dear Oreſtes: Cauſes have their 
quiddits, and tis ill jeſting with Bell-ropess 

Car. How? Pilades and Oreſtes ? 

Sog. 1, he is my Pilades, and I am his Orefes: hows 


NA like 


2 


270 E very Man out of his Humour. 


like you the Conceit ? 

Car. O, it's an old ſtale enterlude Device: No, I'll give 
you Names my ſelf, look you, he ſhall be zour Judas, 

and you ſhall be his Elder-Tree to hang on. 

Maci. Nay, rather, let him be Captain Pod, and this his 
Motion; tor he does nothing but ſt.ew him. 

Car. Excellent: or thus, you ſhall be Holden, and he 
your Camel. 

Shift. You do not mean to ride, Gentlemen? 

Punt. Faith, let me end it for you, Gallants : you ſhal 
be his Countenance, and he your Reſalution 

Sog. Troth, that's pretty: how ſay you, Cavalier, 
Hall't be ſo ? 

Car. I, I, moſt Voices. 
2 Faith, Iam eaſily yielding to any good Impreſ. 

ons. 

Sog. Then give hands, good Reſolution. | 

Car. Maſs, he cannot ſay, good Countenance, now 
(properly) to him again. 7 

Punt. Ves, by an Irony. 

Maci. O, Sir, the Countenance of Reſolution ſnould, u 
he is, be altogether grim and unpleaſant. , 

[To them, ] Faſtidius Brisk. 

Faſt. Good Hours, make Muſick with your Mirth, F 

. Gentlemen, and keep time to your Humours : How noy, 


Carlo? a 
Punt. Monſieur Brit! many a long Look have I exten- h 
ded for you. Sir, f 


Faſt. Good faith I muſt crave Pardon: I was invited * 
this Morning c're I was out of my Bed, by a Bevy of I p, 
diee, toa Banquet: whence it was almoſt one of Herculu (i 
labours for me to come away, but that the reſpect ot mi r 
Promiſe did ſo prevail with me. 1 know they'll take it 
very ill, eſpecially one, that gave me this Bracelet of het 
Hair but over Night, and this Pearl another gave me from 
her Forehead, marry, ſne what? are the Writ 
ings ready ? | 

Punt. I willſend my Man to know. Sirrah, go you te 
the Notaries, and lcarn if he be ready: leave the Doy 


Sir. 
Faſi 


as, 


his 


ier, 


rections for the Action. 
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| Faſt. And how does my rare qualified Friend, Sogliardo? 
Oh, Signior Macilente! by theſe Eyes, I ſaw you not, 1 
had ſaluted you ſooner elſe, o my troth: I hope, Sir, I 


may pteſume upon you, that you will not divulge my late 


Check or Diſgrace (indeed) Sir. 
Macs, You may, Sir. | 
Car. He knows ſome notorious Jeſt by this Gull, that 

he hath him ſo obſequious. 

Sog. Monſieur Faſtidius, do you ſee this Fellow there? 
does he not look like a Clown? would you think there 


were any thing in him? 


Faſt. Any thing in him? beſhrew me, I: the Fellow 
hath a good ingenious Face. 

Sog. By this Element he is as ingeniousa tall Manas ever 
ſwragger d about London: he, and I, call Countenance ard 
Reſolution, but his Name is Cavalier Shift, - 

Punt. Cavalier, you knew Signior Clog, that was hang d 
for the Robbery, at Harrow o the Hill? * 

Sog. Knew him, Sir! why, twas he gave all the Di- 
Punt. How, was it your Project, Sir? 

Shift. Pardon me, Countenance, you do me ſome wrong 
to make Occaſions publick, which I imparted to you in 
private. 

Sog. Gods will! here are none but Friends, Reſolution. 

Shift. That's all one; Things of Conſequence muſt have 
their Reſpects: where, how, and to whom. Yes, Sir, 
he ſhewed himſelt a true Clog in the coherence of that Al- 
fair, Sit: for if he had manag'd Mattersþs they were cor» 
roborated to him, it had been better for him by a Forty or 
Fifty core of Pounds, Sir, and he himſelf might ha liv'd 


(in deſpight of Fates to have fed on Woodcocks, with the 


reſt: but it was his heavy Fortune to ſink, poor Clog, and 


therefore talk no more of him: 
Punt. Why, 


he more Aiders then? | 


Sog. O God, Sir! I, there were ſome preſent there, that 


were the nineHorthies to him, i' faith, 


Shift. 1, Sir, I can ſatisfie you at more convenient Con- 
ference: but (for mine own part) I have now reconcil'd 
my ſelf to other Courſes, and profeſs a living out of my 
other Qualities, | | 


- 4 


f 
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Sog. Nay, he has left all now (I aſſure you) and isablef 


to live like a Gentleman by.hisQualities.. By this Dog, he 
has the moſt rare Gift in Tobacco that ever you knew. 
Car, He keeps more ado with this Monſter, than ever 
Bankes-did with his Horſe, or the Fellow with the Ele- 
hant. | | | 
b Maci. He will hang out his Picture ſhortly, in a Cloth, 
you ſhall (T. | 


Sog. Oh, he does manage a Quarrel the beſt that ever you 


 faw, tor Terms and Circumſtances, 


Faſt. Good faith, Signior, (now you ſpeak of a Quar- | 


rel). I'll acquaint you with a Difference, that happened 


between a Gallant, and my ſelf; Sir Puntarvolo, you know 


him if I ſhould name him, Signior Lusulento. 


Punt. Luculento! what in-auſpicious Chance interpog'd 


— 


it ſelf to your two Loves? 509 
Faſt. Faith, Sir, the ſame that ſundred Agamemnon and 


great Ihetis Son; but letthe Caufeeſcape, Sir: He ſent me 


a Challenge (mixt with lomefewBraves) which | reſtor'd 
and in fine we met. Now indeed, Sir, (I muſt tell you) 
he did offer at firſt very geg rea without Judgment: 
For, look you, Sir; I caſt my ſelt into this Figure; now 
he comes violently on, and withal advancing his Rapier to 
ſtrike, I thought to have took his Arm (for he had left his 
whole Body to my Election, and I was ſure he could not re. 
cover his Guard.) Sir, I miſt my Purpoſe in his Arm, 
raſh'd his Doublet Sleeve, ran him cloſe by theleft Cheek, 
and througtrhis Hair, He again lights. me here, (I bad on 
2 Gold Cable Hat · band, then new come up, which I wore 
about a Murrey French Hat I had)cuts my Hatband, (and 
et it was maſſe Goldſmiths Wark) cuts my Brims, which 
by good Fortune (being thick embroidered with Gold 
Twiſt and Spangles) diiappointed the force of the Blow: 
' Nevertheleſs it graz'd on my Shoulder, takes me away ſix 
Purls of an Italian Cut-work Band 1 wore (caſt me three 
Pound in the Exchange but three Days before.) 
Punt. This was aftrange Encounter, N 
Faſt. Nay, you ſhall hear; Sir: With this we both fel 
out, andbreath'd; Now (upon thie ſecond Sign of his A. 
fault) I betook me to the former manner of my Defence; 


e (on the other fade) abandon d his Body to the fame Date 


K e 
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er as before, and follows me ſtill with Blows : But 1 (be- 


ing loth to take the deadly Advantage that lay before me 


of his left Side) made a kind ot Stramaxoun, ran him up 


to the Hilts through the Doublet, through the Shirt, and 


yet miſs d the Skin. He (making a reverſe Blow) falls upon 
my emboſs'd Girdle, I had threwn off the Hangers a linle 
before) ſtrikes off a Skirt of a thick-lac'd Sattin Doublet l 
had (lin'd with four Taffataes) cuts off two Panes embroi- 


dered with Pearl, rends through the Drawings-out of. Niſ- 


ſue, enters the Linings, and skips the Fleſh, 


Car. I wonder he {peaks out of his wrought Shirt. 
Faſt. Here (in the Opinion of mutual Damage) we paus d; 


but e re (I proceed) i muſt tell you Signior, that (in this laſt 
| Encounter) not having leiſure to put off my Silver Spurs, 
one of the Rowels catch'd hold of the Ruffle ot my 
Boot, and (being Spaniſh Leather, and ſubject to tear) over- 
| throws me, rends me two pair of Silk Stockings, (that I 
put on, being ſomewhat a raw Morning, a Peach- colour 


and another) and ſtrikes me ſome half- inch deep into e 
ſide of the Calt: He (ſeeing the Blood come) preſently 
takes Horſe, and away: I (having baund up my Wound: 
with apiece of my wrought Shirt) 

Gar. O! Comes it in there? 

Faſt. Rid after him, and (lighting at the Court- gate both 
together) embrac'd, and march d Hand in Hand up into the 
P.eſence, Was not this Buſineſs well carried ? 

Maci. Well? yes, and by this we can gueſs what Ap- 
parel the Gentleman wore, 

Punt. Fore Valour, it was a Deſignment begun- with: 
much Reſolution, maintain'd with as much Prowels; and 
ended with more Humanity. How now, what ſays the 
Notary ? 

Serv. He ſays, he is ready, Sir; he ſtays but your War- 
ſhip's Pleaſure, | 

Punt. Come, we will go to him, Monſieur. Gentle- 
men, ſhall we entreat you to be Witneſſes ? : 

- Sogs You ſhall entreat me, Sir Come, Reſolution, 

Shift. J fallow you, good Connterante.. 

Car. Come; Signior, come, come. 

Maci. O that there ſhould be Fortune 
Tacloath theſe Men ſo naked in Deſert !. 


274 Every Man ont of his Humour. 


And that the juſt Storm of a wretched Life 
Beats em not ragged, for their wretched Souls, 
And fiace as fruitleſs, even as black as Coals / 
"i . 
Mit. Why, but Signior, how comes it that Fungoſo ap. 
pear d not with his Siſter's Intelligence toBrisk ? 
Cor, Marry, long of the evil Angels that ſhe gave him, 


who have indeed tempted the good ſimple Youth to follow 


the Tail of the Faſhion, and, neglect the Impolition ot his 


Friends. Rehold, here he comes, very wor fhiptully at 


tended, and with good Variety. 
Fungoſo, Taylor, Shoe-maker Haberdaſher. 


Fung. Gramercy, good Shoe-maker, I'll put Strings to 
my {1}. Now, Sir, let me fee, what muſt you have to; 


this Hat 7 
Habe. Here's the Bill, Sir. 
Fung. How does it become me? well? 
Tay. Excellent, Sir, as ever you had any Hat in you! 
Life. | . | | 
Eun. Nay, vou'll ſay fo all. | 
Habe. In faith, Sir, the Hat's as good as any Man i' thi 
Town can terve you, and will maintain Faſhion as long; 
ne er truſt me fora Groat elſe, 
Fung. Do's it apply well:o my Sure ? 
Tay. Exceed ng wel, Sir. 
Fung. How lik'ſt thou my Sute, Haberdaſher ? 
Habe. By my troth, Sir, *tis very rarely well made; 
ne ver law a Sun fat better, I can tell on. 
Tay. Nay, we have no Art to pleaſe our Frienbs, we. 
Fung. Here, Haberdaſher, tell his fame. 
Hab. Good faith, Sir, it makes you have an excellent 


— — Nay (believe me) I think I have as good a Body 
in Clothes as another. 

. Tay. Voulack Points te bring your Apparel together, 
Sir. 1 $FAL F | * 
Fung. I'll have Points anon: How now? ist right? 

Habs. Faith, Sir, tis too little; but upon farther hopes 
h=———— Good Morrow to you, Sir. B 

Fung. Fare wel. good Haberdaſner. Well, now Mw 
fter Snip, let me ſee your Bill. gi 


* 
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Mit. Methinks he diſcharges his Followers too thick. 
Cor. O, therein he ſaucily imitates ſome Great Man, I 
warrant you, though he turns off them, he keeps this 
Taylor, in place of a Page, to follow him till, 
Fung. This Bill is very reaſonable, in faith. (Hark you 


Maſter Sip) Troth, Sir, 1am not altogether ſo well fur« 
| piſh'd at this preſent, as I could wiſh 1 were; but If 


you'll do me the Favour to take part in Hand, you ſhall have 
all I have, by this Hand 
Tay. Sir 
Fung. And but give me Credit for the reſt, till the be- 
ginning of the next Term. 
Tay. O Lord, Sir 
Fung. Fore God, and by this Light, I'll pay you to the 
utmoſt, and acknowledge my ſelf very deeply ingag'd to 


| you by the Courteſie. 


Tay. Why, bow much bave you there, Sir? 

Fung. Marry, I have here four Angels, and fifteen Shil- 
lings of white Money; it's all I have, as I hope to be bleſt. 

74 You will not fail me at the next Term with the 
reſt? | 
Fung. No, an' I do, pray Heaven | be hang'd. Let me 
never breath again upon this mortal Stage, as the Philoſo- 
pher calls it. By this Air, (and as I am a Gentleman) I'll 
hold. a 

G REX. 

Cord. He were an Iron-hearted Fellow, in my judgment 
that would not credit upon his Volley of Oaths. 

Tay. Well, Sir, Fll not ſtick with any Gentleman for a 
Trifle : you know what is remains? | 

Fung. I, Sir, and I give you thanks in good faith. O 
Fate! how happy am I wade in this good Fortune! Well, 
noxw I'll go ſeek out Monſieur Brist. Ods 1o, | have for- 
got Ribband for my Shoes, and Points. Slid, what luck's: 
this! how ſhallI do? Maſter Snip, pray let me reduct 
ſome two or three Shillings for Points and Ribbands; as: 
I am an honeſt Man, J have utterly disfurniſh'd my 
ſelf, in the default of Memory, pray le' me be be- 
ho ding to you, it ſhall come home i' the Bi l, believe 


Ne. 
Li. 
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Tay. Faith, Sir, I can hardly depart with ready Money 
bur Ill take up, and fend you fomg by my Boy, preſently, 
What colour'd Ricband-wou'd you have: 

Fung. What you ſhall think meet i' your Judgment, Sir, 
tomy Suit. | 

Tay. Well, I'll ſend you ſome preſently, 

Fung. And Points too, Sir. 

Tay. And Poiuts too, Sir. | 

Fung, Good Lordi How ſhall I tudy to deſerve this 
Kindneſs of you, Sir? Pray let your Youth- make haſte 
for I ſhould have done a'Bulineſs an Hour fince, that I doubt. 
T ſhall come too late. Now, in good faith, Iam cxceecing 


roud of my Suit, 
E GRE XxX. 


Cor. Do you obſerve the 3 that this poor Gallant 
is putto (Signior) to purchaſe the Faſhion ? 4 2 

Mit. I, and to be ſtill a Faſhion beh nd with the World 

that's the Sport: 1 

Cor, Stay: O here they come from ſealdand deliver d. 

Puntarxolo, Faſtidins Brick, Servants, Carlo, Sogliarda, 
Macilente, Shift, Fungoſo. | 
Punt. Weil, now my whole venture is forth, I will re. 
folve to depart ſhortly, 

Faſt. Faith, Sir Puntarvolo, go tothe Court, and take 
leave of the Ladies firſt. 

Punt. I care not, if it be this Afternoon's Labour. Where 

is Carlo? 
Fuſt. Here he comes. 

Car. Faith, Gallants, I am pe ſwading this Gentleman 
to turn Courtier. He is a Man of fair Revenue, and his 
Eſtate will bear the charge well. Beſides, for his other Gifts 
of the Mind, or ſo, why, they are as Nature lent him em, 
pure, fimple, without any artificial Drug or Mixture of 
theſe two thredbare beggarly Qualities, Learning, and 
Knowledge, and therefore the more accommodate and ge- 
nuine. Now, tor the Life itſelt. 

Faſt: O, the moſt Celeſtial, and full of wonder and de- 
light, that can be imagin'd, Signior, beyond Thought and 
Apprehenſion of Pleaſure! A Man lives there, in that di- 
vine Rapture that he will think himſelt i the Ninth Heaw'n 
for the time, and loſe all ſenſe of Mortality n 

é when 


1ey 
Uly, 


taught you in Toracco, (the Whiffe, and tho 
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when he ſhall behold ſuch Glorious (and almoſt Immortal) 
Beauties, hear ſuch Angelical and Harmonious Voices, Dif- 
courſe with ſuch flowing and Ambrofian Spirits, whoſe 
Wits are as ſudden as Lightning, and humourous as Nectar 
Ob, it makes a Man all quinzeſſevce and flame, andlifts him up 


(in a Moment) to the very Chryftal Crown of the Sky, 
| whcre(hovering in the ſtrength ot his[magination) he ſhall 
behold all the delights of the Heſperides,the infiilaFortunate, 
Adoni Gardens, Tempe or what elſe(confin'd within the am- 
pleſtverge of Poeſze )to be meer Imbræ and impertect Figures 
conferr d with the moſt eſſential Felicity of your Court. 


Maci. Well, this Encomion was not extemporal, it came 


| too perfectly off. 


Car. Beſides, Sir, you ſhall never need to go to a hot- 
houſe, you ſhall ſweat There with courting your Miſtreſs, 
or loſing your Money at primero, as well as in all the Stowes 


in Sweden. Marry this, Sir, you muſt ever be ſure to ear- 
| ry a good ftrong Perfume about you, that your Miſtreſſcs 
Dog may ſmell you out amongſt the reſt; and (in making 


love to her) never fear to be out: For you may have a Pige 
of Tobacco, or a Baſe Viol ſhall hang o the Wall, of purpoſe, 
will put you in preſently. The tricks your * 1 * has 

e Sleights) 
will ſtand you in very good Ornament there. 

Faſt. I, to ſome perhaps; but, an' he ſnould come to 
my Miſtreſs with Tobacco (this Gentleman knows) ſhe'd 
reply upon him, i' faith. O, (by this bright Sun) ſhe has 
the moſt acute, ready, and facetious Wit, that 
tut there's no Spirit able to ſtand her. You can report it, 


Signior, you have ſeen her. 


Punt. Then can he report no leſs, out of his Judgment, 
I aflure him. 

Maci. Troth, Ilike her well enough, but ſhe's too ſelf- 
eonceited, methinks, 

Faſt.” I indeed, ſhe's a little too Self-conceited,an' *twere 
not for that Humour, ſhe were the Moſt- to- be- admit'd 
Lady in the World. 

Punt. Indeed, it is a Humour that takes from her other 
xcellencies. | 

Maci. Why, it may eaſily be made to forſake her, in 
my thought. | 

Faſt. Ealily,Sir ?then are all impoſſibilities eaſie. Maci. 


* 
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Maci. You conclude too quick upon me, Signior ; | 
What will you day, it I make it ſo perſpicuoully appear N yy, 
now, that your {elf ſhall confeſs nothing more pollible ? 

Faſt. Marry, I will ay, I will both applaud and admire Ca 

ou for it. 
Punt. And Iwill ſecond him in the Admiration. 

Aaci. Why, I'll ſhew you, Gentlemen. Carlo, come 
hither, | [They whiſper, W 1 

Sog. Good faith I have a great humour to the Couit; ¶ jet 
what thinks my Reſolution ? ſhall I adventure ? mr 
Shift. Troth, Countenance, as you pleaſe; the Place iss; 
place of good Reputation and Capacity. | | 

Sog. O, my tricks iu Tobacco (as Carlo ſays) wilſhew| gn 
excellent there. 9 

Shift. Why, you may go with theſe Gentlemen now, 
ha Faſhions; and aiter, as) ou ſhall ſee CorreiponW ,5$ 

ence. 

Sog. You-ay true, You will go with me, Reſoluts 
on: 

Shift. I will meet you, Comutenanct, about three a | 
faur a Clock; but, toſay to go with you, I cannot, fa, 
(as lam Apple Fohn) I am to go before the ockarrice yot 
fGaw this Morning, and thereiore pray, preſent me en 
eus d, good Countenance. | 

Sog. Farewel, good Reſolution, but fail not to meet. 
Shift. As live. his 

Pant. Admirably excellent! | | 

Maci. If you can but perſwade Sogliardo to Court, there 11 
all now. | 

Car. O let me alone, that's my Task. 

Faſt. Now, by Wit, Macilente, it's above Meaſure ex- 
cellent! twill be the only Court- exploit that ever provid 
Courtier ingenious. 

Punt, Upon my Soul, it puts the Lady quite out of he 
Humour, and we ſhall laugh with Judgment. 

Car. Come, the Gentleman was of himſclfrefoly'dti 
go with you, afore I mov d it. | 

Maci. Why then, Gallants, you two, and Carlo, go: 
fore to prepare a jeſt: Sogliar do and 1 will come 10m: 
while after you. 5 

Car. Pardon me. I am not for the Court. 


Pi 
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Punt. That's true; Carlo comes not at Court, indeed. 
Well, you ſhall leave it to the faculty of Monſieur Brisk, 
and my ſelf; upon our Lives we will manage it happily. 
Carlo ſhall beſpeak Supper at the Mitre, againſt we come 


back; where we will meet, and dimple our Cheeks with 
laughter at the Succeſs. 


Car. I, but will you all promiſe to come? ; 
Punt. My ſelf ſhall undertake for them; he that fails, 


GM let his Reputation lie under the laſh ot thy Tongue, 


Car. Gods ſo, look who comes here! 
Sog. What, Nephew ! 
Fung. Uncle, God fave you; did youſee a Gentleman, 


one Monſieur Brisk, a Courtier ? he goes in ſuch a Suit as 


I do, 

bo x Here is the Gentleman, Nephew, but not in ſuch 
a Suit. | 

Fung. Another Suit! He ſwoons. 

Sog. How now, Nephew ? 

Faft. Would you ſpeak with me, Sir ? 

Car. I. when he has recover'& himſelf, poor Poll; 

Punt. Some Roſa-/olis. 

Maci. How now, Signior? 

Fung. I am not well, Sir. : . 

Maci. Why, this it is, to dodge the Faſhion, 7 

Car. Nay, come Gentlemen, 1emember your Affairs j 
his Diſeaſe is nothing but the flu of Apparel. 

Punt. Sirs, return to the Lodging, keep the Cat ſafe: 
I'll be the Dogs Guardian my felt. 

Sog. Nephew, wiil you go to Court with us? thefe 
— and I are for the Court: nay, be not ſo melan- 
cholly. | 

al By Gods lid I think, no Man in Chriſtendom has 
that Raſcally Fortune that I have. 

Maci. Faith, your Suit is well enough, Signior, | 

Fung. Nay, not for that, I proteſt, but 1 had an Er- 
rand to Mon ſieur raſtidius, and I have forgot ĩt. 

Maci. Why, go along to Court with us, and remem- 
ber it; come Gentlemen, you three take one Boat, and 
* and I will take another: we ſhall be there inſtant- 


1. 
Fat. Content: good Sir, vouchſafe us your pleaſance. 


Punt, 
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Punt. Farewel, Carlo; remember. : 

Car. | warrant you: would J had one of Kemp's ſhooey 
to throw after at you. 

Punt. Good Fortune will cloſe the Eyes of our Jeſt, 
fear not and we {hall frolick. 

e 5 

Mit. This Macilente, Signior, begins tobe more ſo- 
Ciable on a ſudden, methinks, than he was before: there's 
ſome portent in't, I believe. 

Cor. O, he's a Fellow of a ſtrange Nature. Now does 
be (in this calm ot his humour) Plot, and Store up a Word 
of malicious Thoughts in his Brain, till he is ſo full with 
em, that you ſha l ſee the very Torrent of his En y breat 
forth like a Land- flood: And, againſt the Courie of al 
their Affections oppolc it ſelt 10 violently, that you wil 
al moſt have wonder to think, how tis poſſible the Cut. 
rent of their Diſpoſitions ſha!l receive ſo quick and ſtrong 
an Alteration. | 

Mit. I marry, Sir, this is that, on which my expet:- 
tion has dwelt all this while: For I muſt tell you, Signior 
(though was loth to interrupt the Scene) yet | made it 
Queſtion in mine own private diſcourſe, how he ſhould 

operly call it, Every Man out of his Humour, when | 
aw all his Actors fo ſtrongly purſue, and continue their 
Humours > 

Cor. Why, therein his Art appears moſt full of Luſtie, 
and approacheth neareſt the Lite : Eſpecially when in the 
Flame and Height of their Humours, they are laid flat, it 
fills the Eye better, and with more Contentment. How 
tedious a ſight were it to behold a proud exalted Tree lopt, 
and cut down by degrees, when it might be feld in a Mo- 
ment? and to ſet the Ax to it before it came to that pride 
and fulneſs, were, as not to have it grow. 

Mit. Well, I ſhall long till I ſee this Fall, you talk of. 
Cor. To help your longing, Signior, tet your Imagina- 
tion be ſwifter than a pair of Oars: and by this, ſuppoſe 
Puntarvolo, Brisk, Fungoſo, and the Dog arriv'd at the 
Court-Gate, and going up to the great Chamber. Nadi 


kente, and Sogliardo, we'll leave them on the Water, = 
por” 
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poſſibility and natural means may land em. Here come 
he Gallants, now prepare your Expectation. | 


— 


Jelt AUT Ys 


fo. NPantarvolo, Faſtidius Brisk, Fungoſo, Groom, Macilente, 
| Sogliarde. 


os unt. CO Ome, gentile Signior, youare ſufficiently in- 
ſtructed, 

Faſt. Who, I, Sir? . 

Punt, No, this Gentleman. But ſtay, I take thought 
ow to beftow my Dog, he is no competent attendant 
orthe Preſcnce. | 

Faſt. Mais, that's true indeed, Knight, you muſt not 
arry him into the Preſence. 

Punt. I know it, and 1 (like a dull Beaſt) torgot to bring 
ne of my Cormorants to attend me. 

Foſt, Why, you're beſt leave him at the Porters Lodge. 
wa. Punt, Not ſo; his worth is too well known amongſt 
1 hem, to be forth coming. 
| Faſt. 'Slight how'll you do then? 

. Punt, I muſt leave bim with one, that is ignorant of 

'T Wis Quality, if I will have him to be ſafe, And ſee? Here 
omes one that will carry Coals, ergo, will hold my Dog. 

h honeſt Friend, may I commit the tuition ot this Dog 

© Wothy prudent care ? 

't WW Groom. You may, if you pleaſe, Sir. 

bunt. Pray theeletme find thee here at my return; it 

„ Pall not be long, till | will cale thee of thy Employment, 

a pleale thee. Forth, Gentiles. 

© Fag. Why, but will you [cave him with ſo light com- 

mand, and infuſe no more chargeupon the Fellow ? 

Punt. Charge? no; there were no Policy in that; that 
vere to let him know the value of the Gem he holds, and 
” [Foto tempt trail Naturetagainſt her Diſpoſition. No, pray 
e let thy honeſty be ſweet, as it ſhall be ſhort, 

Groom, Yes, Sir, 


Funt, 
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Punt. But hark you Gallants, and chiefly Monſiey 
Brisk, when we come in Eye-ſhot, or preſence of thi; 
Lady, let not other matters carry us from our Project ;byt 
(it we can) ſingle her forth to ſome place — 

Faſt. i warrant you. | 

Punt. And be not too ſudden, but let the device indugs 
it ſelf with good Circumſtance, On. 

Fung. Is this the way? good truth, here be fine Hang. 
In gs. | 

13 * Honeſty ſweet, and ſhort ? marry it ſhall, Sr, g 
doubt you not; for even at this Inſtant if one would gie N 4 
me Twenty Pounds, I would not deliver him; there: n 
for the ſweet; but now, if any Man come offer me but tu N 
Pence, he ſhall have him; there's for theShort now. SH c 
what a mad humorous Gentleman is this to leave his Dog 
with me ? 1 could run away with him now, an' he wer: 
worth any thing. co 

Maci. Come on, Signior, now prepare to court thi 
All-witted Lady, molt naturally, and like your ſelf. 

Sog. Faith, an you ſay the Word, I'll begin to her i 
Tobacco. | | 

Maci. O, fieon't; no; you ſhall begin with, How dun 
my ſweet Lady, or, Why are you ſo melancholy, Madan! 7 
though ſhe be very merry, it's all one; be ſure to kiſs your 
Hand often enough; pray for her Healzh, and tell he, | 
how, more than moſt Fair ſhe is. Screw your Faceat' one g0 
Side thus, and proteſt; let her fleer, and look a- ſcew, and 
hide her Teeth with her Fan, when ſhe laughs a Fit, % tie. 
bring her into more matter, that's nothing; you mu j N 
talk forward (though it be without ſenſe, ſo it be with: 0 
without bluſhing) tis moſt Court like, and well, we 

Sog. But ſhall I not uſe Tobacco at all ? 

Masi. O, by no means, twill but make your Breati « 
ſulpected, and that you uſe it only to confound the ran hin 


neſs of that. ; 7 
Sog. Nay, I'Il be advisd, Sir, by my Friends. has 
aci. God's my Life, ſee where Sir Puuntar's Dog is. 'l Gu 
Groom. I would the Gentleman would return for hi 8 
follower here, I'll leave him to his Fortunes elſe. you 
Macs. Twere the only true 7 in the World to poyſa * 
bim now ; ha? by this Hand I'll do it, if 1 could but gt 


of the Fellow. Signior Sogliardo, walk aſide, and think 
upon ſome device to cntertain the Lady with. Sog. 
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Sog. So I do, Sir. 
Maci. How now, mine honeſt Friend? whoſe Dogs 


keeper art thou? 


* Groom. Dog-keeper, Sir? I hope I ſcorn that i faith. 
Maci. Why? doſt thou not keep a Dog? | 
Groom. Sir, now I do, and now I do not: I think this 

be ſweet and ſhort, Make me his Dog-keeper ! 
| 5 [ He throws off the Dog. 
Mali. This is excellent, above expectation | nay, ſtay, 
Sir, you'd be Iu, but 1'll give you a Dram ſhall 
ſhorten your Voyage, here. So Sir, I'll be bold to take 
my leave of you. Now to the Turks Court in the Devil's 
Name, for you ſhal never go o' God's name, Sogliardog 
come. 
Sog. I ha' 't i faith now, willſting it. 
Naci. Take heed how you leeſe it not, Signior, e're you 
come there; preſerve it. 
| G R EX. ä 
Cor. How like you this firſt Exploit of his? Fo 
Mit. O, apicce of true envy; but I expect the iſſue of 
the other device. | 
Cor. Here they come, will make it appear. 


{Tothem)] Saviolina, Puntarvolo, Faſtidius Brist, Fun 


oſo, Macilente, Sogliardo. 

Savi. Why, I thought, Sir Puntarvolo, you had been 
gone your Voyage? 

Punt. Dear, and moſt amiable Lady, your divine Beau- 
ties do bind me to thoic Offices, that I cannot depart when 
I would. 

Savi. Tis moſt Court-like ſpoken, Sir; but how might 
we do to have a fight of your Dog and Cat: 

Faſt. His Dog is in the Court, Lady. 

Savi. And not your Cat? how dare you truſt her be- 
hind you, Sir ? | 

Punt. Troth, Madam, ſhe hath ſore Eyes, and ſhe doth 
keep her Chamber; roarry I have left her under ſufficient 
Guard, there are two of my followers to attend her. 
Savi. Vil give you ſome Water for her Eyes; when do 
Jou go, Sir? | ay | | 

Punt. Certes, ſweet Lady, I know not. 


Faft. 


| 
| 
| 
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Faſt. Hedoth ſtay the rather, Madam, to preſent you 


acute judgment with ſo courtly and well-parred a Gentle. 


man as yet your Ladyſhip hath never feen, 

Savi. What's he, gentle Monſrenr Brisk? not that Gen- 
tleman ? ; 
Faſt. No Lady, this is a Kinſman to Juſtice Silence. 

Punt. Pray, Sir, give leave to report him; he's a Gen- 
tleman (Lady) of that rare and admirable Faculty, as ( 
oteſt) I know not his like in — he is exceeding 
aliant, an excellent Scholar, and ſo exactly travell'd,that 
he is able, in diſcourg, to deliver you a Model of any 


Prince's Court in the World; ſpeaks the Languages with 
that purity of Phraſe, and facility of Accent, that it breeds 
Aſtoniſnment; his Wit, the moſt exuberant, and (above © 
wonder) pleaſant, of all that ever entred the concave of 


this Ear. 

Faſt. Tis moſt true, Lady; marry he is no ſuchexcel- 
lent proper Man. 

Punt. His Travels have chang'd his Complexion, Ma- 


Savi. O. Sir Puntarvolo, you muſt think every Man 
was not born to have my Servant Bris*'s Feature. 
Punt. But that which tranſcends all, Lady; he doth ſo 


ö peerleſly imitate any manner of Perſon for Geſture, Action, 


Paſſion, or whatever 

Faſt. I, eſpecially a Ruſtick, ora Clown, Madam, that 
it is not poſſible for the ſharpeſt-ſighted Wit (in the World) 
to diſcern any {parks of the —— in him, when he 
does it. 

Savi. O, Monſieur Brisk, be not ſo tyrannous to con- 
fine all Wits within the compaſs of your own ; not find 
the Sparks of a Gentleman in him; it he be a Gentleman? 

Fung. No in truth ({weet Lady) I believe you cannot. 

Savi. Doiyou believeſo? why, I can find ſparks of a 
Gentleman in you, Sir. 

Punt. I, he is a Gentleman, Madam, and a Reveller. 

Fung. Indeed, I think I have ſeen your Ladyſhip at our 
Revels. 

gavi. Like ＋ Sir; but would J might ſee this 
wonder you talk of; may one have a ſight of him, for 
any reaſonable Sum ? 


Punt, 


7 
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Punt. Yes, Madam, he will arrive preſently. 

Savi. What, and ſhall we ſee him Clown it? 

Faſr. I faith (ſweet Lady) that you ſhall; ſee, here he 
comes. | 

Punt. This is he! pray obſer ve him, Lady. 

Savi. Beſhrew me, he Clowns it properly indeed, 

Punt. Nay, mark his Courtſhip. 

Sog. How does my ſweet Lady? hotandmoiſt? beau- 


| tiful and luſty ? ha? 


Savi. Beautiful, an' it pleaſe you, Sir, but not luſty. 
Sog. O ho, Lady; it pleaſes you to ſay fo in truth; and 


| how does my ſweet Lady? in Health? Bona roba, quæſb, 
| que novelles? que novelles? ſweet Creature! 


Savi. O excellent! why Gallants, is this he that cannot 


| be decipher'd ? they were very blear-witted, i' faith, that 


could not diſcern the Gentleman in him. 
Punt. But you do, in earneſt, Lady? 
Savi. Dol, Sir? why, if you had any true Court-judg- 


| ment in the carriage of his Eye, and that inward power 
| that forms his Countenance, you might perceive his coun- 
| terfeiting as clear as the Noon-day; Alas —- Nay, if you 
| would have tried my Wit, indeed, you ſhould never have 
| told me he wasa Gentleman, but preſented him for a true 


Clown indeed; and then have {een if I could have deci- 
pher'd him. 
Faſt. Fore God, her Ladyſhip ſays true (Knight) but 
does he not affect the Clown moſt naturally, Miſtreſs ? 
Punt, O, ſhe cannot but affirm that, out of the bounty 
of her judgment, | | 
Savi, Nay, out of doubt he does well, for a Gentleman 
to ĩimitate; but I warrant you, he becomes his natural car- 
rage of the Gentleman, much better than his Clownery. 
aſe. Tis ſtrange, in truth, her Ladyſhip ſhould ſee ſo 
far into him 
Punt, I, Istnot? © | 
Savi. Faith, as cafily as may be; not decipher him, 
quoth you? * Nb £163 | 
Fung. Good ſadneſs, I wonder at it! 
Maci. Why, has ſhe decipher'd him, Gentlemen? 
Punt. O, moſt miraculouſly, and beyond admiration ? 
Maci. lat poſſihle: | Ks 
| 0 Faſt, 
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Faſe. She hath gather'd moſt infallible ſigns of the Gen. 
tleman in him, that's certain. 1 
avi. Why, Gallants, let me laugh at you a. little; was? 
( 
| 


this your device, to try my Judgment in a Gentleman 
Maci. Nay, Lady, do not ſcorn us, though you have 
this gift of Perſpicacy above others : What it he ſhould be 
no Gentleman now, but a Clown indeed, Lady: 
Punt. How think you of that? would not your Lady. Þ | 
ſhip be out of your Humour? F 
Faſt. O, but ſhe knows it is not ſo, = 
Savi. What if he were not a Man, ye may as well fay> 
nay, if your Worſhips could gull me ſo, indeed, you wen 
wiſer than youare taken for, | | ; 
Macs. In taith, Lady, he is a very per fect Clown, Þ 
both by F — Mother 3 Pl — N 
Saui. O, Sir, you are very pleaſurable. Ho 
Maci. Nay, do but look on his Hand, and that ſhall re. 
ſolve you; lock you, Lady, what a Palm here is. | 


Sog. Tut, that was ryan; the Plough. - 

Maci. The Plough! did you diſcern any ſuch thing in 

Faſt. Faith no, ſhe ſaw the Gentleman as bright as 2 
Noon-day, ſhe ; ſhe decipher'd him at firſt. 7 


Maci. Troth, I am ſorry your Ladyſhip's fight ſhoul 
be ſo tuddenly ſtruck. 

Savi. O, you're goodly Beagles / n 

Faſt. What, is ſhe gone ? N 125 

Sog. Nay, ſtay, ſweet Lady, que novelles? qua novelle iſ b 

Savi, Out, you Fool, you. | 


Fung. She's out ot her humour i? faith. 7 
Faſt. Nay, let's follow it while tis hot, Gentlemen, 
Punt. Come, on mine honour we ſhall make her bluſi 
in the preſence; my *pleen is great with laughter. 
M aci. Your laughter will be a Child of a feeble Life, , 


believe, Sir. Come Signior, your looks are too dejected, 
methinks; why mix you not mirth with the reſt? 
Fung. By God's Will, this Suit frets me at the Soul. I! 0 

have it alter d to mortow, ſu re. 
Shift,” Faſtidius, Puntarvolo, agliardo, Fungoſo, Macilenn ] * 
* Shift, Iam come to the Court, to meet with my Cour- : 
tenance Sogliardo; poor Men mult be glad of ſuch Sw h 
f tenancy, > 
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tenance, when they can get no better. Well, Need may 
inſult upon a Man, but it ſhall never make him deſpair ot 
conſequence, The World will ſay, 'tis baſe; tuſh, baſe! 
tis baſe to live under the Earth, not bale to live above it, 
by any means. | 

Faſt. The poor Lady is moſt miſerably out of her hu- 
mour, 1' faith. 

Punt, There was never ſo witty a jeſt broken, at the 
Tilt of all the Court-wits Chriſten d. 

Maci. O, this applauſe taints it foully. | 

Sog. I think I did my part in courting. O! Reſolution! 

Punt. Ay me, my Dog, 

Maci. Where is he? 

Faſt. God's precious, go ſeek for the Fellow, good Sig- 


| or. {He ſends away Fungoſo. 


Punt. Here, here I left him. 

Maci. Why, none was here when we came in now, but 
Cavalier Shift; enquire of him. 

Faſt. Did you ſee Sir Puntarvolo's Dog here, Cavalier, 
fince you came ? 

Shift. His Dog, Sir? he may look his Dog, Sir. I ſaw 
none of his Dog, Sir. 

Maci. Upon my Life, he has ſtol'n your Dog, Sir, and 
been hir'd to it by ſomethat have ventur'd with you; you 
may gueſs by his peremptory anſwers. 

Punt. Not unlike; for he hath been a notorious Thief 
by his own confeſſion. Sirrah, where is my Dog? 

_ Charge me with your Dog, Sir? I ha' none of 
your Dog, Sir. 

Punt. Villain, thou lyeſt. 

Shift. Lye, Sir ? y' are but a Man, Sir. 

Punt. Rogue, and Thief, reſtore him. 

Sog. Take heed, Sir Puntarvolo, what you do; he'll 
bear no Coals, I can tell you (o' my word.) 

Maci. This is rare. 

Sog. It's mar le he ſtabs you not; by this Light, he bath 
ftab'd forty, for forty times leis matter, I can tell you, of 
my agg yer. | | 

Punt. I will make thee ſtoop, thou Abject. 


Seg. Make him ſtoop, Sir! Gentlemen, pacific him or 
hell be kill d. | 


O 2 Maci. 
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Maci. Is he ſo talla Man? 

Sog. Tall'a Man? if you love his Life, ſtand betwixt 
ern; make him ſtoop ! 

Punt. My Dog, Villain, or I will hang thee; thou haſt 
eonfeſt Robberies, and other fellonious acts, to this Gen- 
tleman thy Countenance 

Sog. I'il bear no witneſs,  _ 

_ And, without my Dog, I will hang thee, for 

em. 4 
Sog. What? kneel to thine Enemies? [ Shife kneels, 
Shift, Pardon me, good Sir; God is my witnels, I ne- 


ver did Robbery in all my Life.  {[Fungolo return d. 
Fuxg. O, Sir Puntar volo, your Dog lies giving up the 
Ghoſt in the dn aha 
Maci. Heart! is he not dead yet? 


Punt. O, my Dog, born to diſaſtrous Fortune! pray 
you conduct me, Sir. | 

Sog. How ? did you never do any Robbery in your Life? 

Maci. O, this is good; fo he ſwore, Sir. 

Sog. I, IL heard him. And did you {wear true, Sir? 

Shift. I, (as J hope to be forgiven, Sir) I ne'er robb'd 
any Man, I never ſtood by the high-way fide, Sir, but on- 
l y faid fo, becauſe I would get my ſelf a Name, and be 
counted a tall Man, | 

Sog. Now out, baſe viliaco; thou my Reſolution? I thy 
Comntenance? By this Light, Gentlemen, he hath confeſt 
to me the moſt inexorable company of Robberies, and 
damn'd himſelf that he did em; you never heard the 
like: Out Scoundrel, out; follow me no more, I com- 
mand thee; out ot my. fight, go, hence, ſpeak not; 1 
will not hear thee; away Camauccio. | 
.» Maci. O, how I do feed upon this now, and fat m 
elf! here were a couple unexpectedly diſhumour'd; well, 
by this time, I hope, Sir Pumarvolo and” his Dog ate both 
out of humour to travel. Nay, Gentlemen, 'whydo you 
not ſeck out the Knight, and comfort him ? our Suppet at 
the Mitre mult of neceſſity hold to Night, if you love your 
—— 1 - io wa 
.. Faſt, Fore God, I am ſo melancholy for his Dog t diſ- 
aſter, but I'l'go, | 8 3 
op; 
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Sog. Faith, and I may go too, but I know I ſhall beſo 


t melancholy. : 

h Maci. Tuſh, melancholy ? you muſt forget that now, 

t and remember you lie at the mercy of a Fury : Carlo will 

F rack your Sinzws aſunder, and rail you to duſt, if you 
come not. 


GRE X. 
Mit. O, then their fear of Carlo, belike, makes them 
hold their meeting. 

* Cor. I, here he comes; cone: ive him but to be enter'd 
the Mitre, and 'tis enough. 
1 Carlo, Drawer, George. 
© Car. Holla; where be theſe Shot-ſharks? 
Draw. By and by; you're welcome, good Maſter Buf- 
one. 
7 1 Car. Where's George? call me George hither, quickly. 

| Draw. What Wine pleaſe you have, Sir; I'll draw yeu 
» | that'sneat, Maſter Buffone, 

Car. Away Neophite, do as I bid thee, bring my dear 

Georgeto me: Maſs, here he comes. 


1 © George. Welcome, Maſter Carlo. 

- | Car. What! is Supper ready, George? 

2 George. I Sir, almoſt; will you have the Cloth laid, Ma- 
| fter Carlo? | 


7 Car. O, what elſe? are none of the Gallants come yet? 
: George. None yet, Sir. | 
3 1 Car. Stay, take me with you, George; let me have a 
» KF good fat Loin of Pork laid to th: Fire, preſently, 
- George. It ſhall, Sir. | 
I Car. And withal, hear you? draw me the biggeſt Shaft 
you have, out of the Butt you wot of; away, you know 
my meaning, George, quick. 
George. Done, Sir. | 
11 Car. I never hungred ſo much for any thing in my 
, Life, as I do to know our Gallants ſucceſs at Court; now 
t is that lean baid-rib Macilente, that ſalt Villain, plotting 
g ſome miſchievous Device, and lies a Soaking in their fro- 
thy Humours like a dry Cruſt, till he has drunk em all up; 
could the Pummiſe but hold up his Eyes at other Mens 
Happineſs, in any reaſonable proportion, ſlid, the Slave 
| were to be loy'd next Heav'n, above Honour, Wealth, rich 
Q 3 Fare, 


-— tO Te —— — 
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Fare, Apparel, Wenches, all the Delights of the Belly and 


the Groin, whatever. 

George, Here, Maſter Carlo. 

Car. Is't right, Boy? 

George. I, Sir, I aflure you'tis right. 

Car. Well ſaid, my dear George, depart : Come, my 
{mall Gimblet, you inthe falſe Scabberd, away, ſo Now 
to you, Sir Burgomaſter, let's taſte of your Bounty. 

[He puts forth the Drawers, and ſhuts the Door, 
GRE X. 


Mit. What, will he de: | upon ſuch quantities of Wine, 


alone ? 

Cor, You will perceive that, Sir. 

Car. I marry, Sir, here's purity; O George, I could 
bite off his Noſe for this, now : Sweet Rogue he has 
drawn Nectar, the very Soul of the Grape ! i'll waſh my 
Temples with fome on't preſently, and drink ſome balt 
a ſcore draughts; 'twill heat the Bain, K nole my Imagins- 


t on, I ſhall talk nothing bur Crackers and Fire-works to 


Night. So, Sir! pleaſe you to be here, Sir, and J here: 
So. [ He ſets the twoCups ſunder, and firſt drinks 
withthe one, and pledges with the other. 

K 

Cor. This is worth the obſer vation, Signior. 

Car. 1 Cup. Now, Sir; here's to you; and J preſent 
you with ſo much of my Love. 

2 Cup. I take it kindiy from you, Sir, and will return 
you the like Proportion ; but withal, Sir, remembring 
the merry Night we had at the Counteſſes, you know 
where, Sir. | 

1. By Heav'n, you put mein mind now cf a very ne- 
oeſſary Office, which I will propoſe in your pledge, Sir; 
the Health of that honourable Counteſs, and the ſweet 
Lady that fat by her, Sir. 

2. Ido vail to it with reverence. And now, Signior, 
with theſe Ladies, I'll be bold to mix the Health of your 
divine Miſtreſs. 
1. Do you know her, Sir? 

2. O Lord, Sir, I; and in the reſpectful Memory and 
mention of her, I could wiſh this Wine were the molt 
precious Drug in the World. 

o 1. 


** Da 
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and 1. Good faith, Sir, you do honour me in't excee ling. 
ly. | | 


en | 3 
Mit. Whom ſhould he per ſonate in this, Signior 
Cor. Faith, I know not, Sir; obſerve, oblerve him. 
my 2. If it were the baſeſt filth, or mud that runs in the 
ow | Channel, Iam bound to pledge it, reſpectively, Sir, And 
now, Sir, here is a repleniſnd Bowl, which I will reci- 
or, © procally turn upon you, to the Healthof the Count Fru- 
© gale, 
ne, . 1. The Count Frugale's Health, Sir? I'll pledge it on 
my Knees, by this Light. 
4. Will you, Sir? II drink it on my Knees then, by 
uld the Light. 
| A 
my Mit. Why this is ſtrange ! 
alt Cor. Ha' you heard a better drunken Dialogue? 
na- 2. Nay, do me right, Sir. 


10 1, So I do. in good faith. 

re: 2. Good faith you do not; mine was fuller, 
15 1. Why, believe me, it was not. 
er. 2. Believe me it was; and you do lye. 

1. Lye, Sir? 

«1. "Sir, 
nt 1. 'Swounds! 8 

* 2, O, come, ſtab if you have a mind to it. 

rn 1. Stab? doſt thou think I dare not? 
ng Car. Nay, I beſeech you Gent emen, what means this? 


w nay, look, for [hame reſpect your Reputations. 
[ Speaks in his own Ferſon, and over- turns Vine, 


le- | Pot, Cups and all. 
ir; Macilente, Carlo, George. 
et Mai. Why, how now Carlo / what Humour's this? 


Car. O, my good Miſchief! art thou come? where 
or, © arcthereſt? Where are the reſt ? 
ar | Maci. Faith, three ot our Ordinance are burſt. 
Car. Burſt ? how comes that? 
* Maci. Faith, over-charg'd, over-charg'd, 
d Car. But did not the Train hold? 
it KF O — Maci. 
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Macs. O, yes, and the poor Lady is irrecoverably blown 
up. 
8 Why, but which of the Munition is miſcarried! 
ha 


Mack. Imprimis, Sir Puntarvolo; next, the Counterance, 


and Reſolution. | 
Car. How ? how, for the Love of Wit? 


Maci. Troth,the Reſolution is prov'd recreant ; the Coun- 
tenance hath chang'd his Copy; and the paſſionate Knight 


is ſhedding funeral Tears over his departed Dog. 
Car. What's his Dog dead ? 
Maci. Poylon'd, tis thought; marry, how, or by 


whom, that's lett for ſome cunning Woman here o' the ; 


bankſideto reſolve For my part, know nothing, more than 
that weare like to have an exceeding melancholy Sup per 
of it. 

Car. Slife, and I had purpos'd to be extraordinarily 
merry, 1 had drunk off a good preparative of old Sack 
here; but will they come, will they come? 

Maci. They will aſſuredly come; marry, Carlo, (as 
thouloy'ſt me) run over em all freely to Night, and eſ- 
pecially the Knight; ſpare no ſulphurous Jeſt that ma 
come out of that ſweaty Forge of thine; but ply em with 
all manner of Shot, Minion, Saker, Culverine, or any 
thing what thou wilt. | 

Car. | warrant thee, my dear Caſe of Petrione's, fo l 
ſtand not in dread of thee, but that thou'lt ſecond me. 
Maci. Why, my good German Tapfter, I will, 

Car. What, George, Lomtero, Lomtero, Cc. 

He danceih. 

George. Did you call, Maſter Carlo? 

Car. More Nectar, George: Lomtero, c. 

Georg. Your Meat's ready, Sir, an* your Company were 
come. 

Car, Is the Loin of Pork enough? 

George. I, Sir, it is enough. 

Maci. Pork? heart, what doſt thou with ſuch a greaſieDiſh ? 
I think thou doſt varniſh thy Face with the Fat on't,it looks 
ſo like a Gl w- Pot. | | 
Car. True, my Raw-bon'd-Rogue,and it thou would'ſt 
farcethy lean Ribs with it too, they would not (like rag. 
gc 
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Laths) rub out ſo many Doublets as they do; but thou 
know'ſtnot a good Diſh, thou. O, it's the only nou- 
riſhing Meat in the World. No marvel though that ſau- 
cy, ſtubbern Generation, the Fews, were forbidden it; 
for what would they ha' done, well pamper'd with fat Pork 
that durſt murmur at their Maker out ot Garlick and Oni- - 
ons. 'Sliglit, fed with it, the Whorſon ſtrummel,patch'd, - 
goggle ey d Grumbledories, would ha- Gigantomachix 4. 


Well ſaid, my ſweet George, fill, fill. 


GRE X. 


Mit. This favours too much of prophanation: 

Cor. O ſervetur ad imum, qualis ab incepto pro ceſſerit, 
& /ibi conſtet. The neceſſity of his vein compels a Tole- 
ration, for bar this, and daſh him out of humour before 


his time. 


Car. Tis an Axiome in natural Philoſophy, What comes 
neareſt the nature of that it feeds, converts quicker to nou- 
riſhment, and doth ſooner eſſentiate. Now nothing in Fleſh 
and Entrails, aſſimilates or 1eſcmbles Man more, than a 


Hog or Swine 


Maci. True; and he (to requite their Courteſie) of- 
ten times d'offeth his own Nature, and puts on theirs; as 
when he becomes as churliſhas a Hog, or as drunk asaSow ; - 
but to your concluſion. 

Car. Marry, I ay, nothing reſembling Man more than 4 
Swine, it follows, nothing can te more nouriſhing , for 
indeed (but that it abhors from our nice Nature) if we 
fed one upon another, we ſhould ſhoot up a great deal faſ- 
ter, and thrive much better; I refer me to your uſurous 
Cannibals, or ſuch like; but ſince it is ſo contrary, Pork, 
Pork, is your only Feed. 

Maci. I take it, 
would neter ha defir'd to been incorporated into Swine 
elle. O, here comes the melancholy Meſs; upon em Car- 


lo, charge 


, Charge. 


your Devil be of the ſame Diet; he 


Car. Fore God, Sir Pantarvolo, I am ſorry for your 
Heavineſs; Body o me, a ſhrewd Miſchance! Why, had 
r no Unicorns Horn, nor Bezoars Stone about you - 

7 


Ox. 


Puntar- 
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Puntarvolo, Carlo, Macilente, Faſt. Brisk, Sogliardo, Fun- 
oſo. 
Punt. Sir, I would requeſt you be ſilent. 

Maci. Nay, to him again. 

Car. Take comfort, good Knight, if your Cat ha' re- 
covered her Catatrh, fear nothing; your Dog's miſchance 
may be holpen. 

Faſf. Say how (ſweet Carlo) ſor ſo God mend me, the 
poor Knight's Moans draw me into fellowſhip of bis Mis- 
tortunes. But be notdiſcourag'd, good Sir Puntarvolo, I 
am content your Adventure ſha.l be perfarm'd upon your 
Cat. 

Maci. believe you, Musk-Cod, I believe you; for ra- 
ther than thou would'ſt 'inake preſent repayment, thou 
would'ſt take it upon his own bare return from Calais. 
Car. Nay, ds life, he'd be content. (ſo he were well 
rid out of his Company) to pay him five for one, at his 
next meeting him in Pauli. But for your Dog, Sir Pun- 
tar. if he be not out- right dead, there is a Friend of mine, 
a Quac k- ſalver, ſhall put Life in him again, that's cer- 
rain.. 

Fung. O, no, that comes too late. 

Maci. Gods precious, Knight, will you ſuffer this? 

Punt. Drawer, get me a Candle and hard Wax preſent- 


Sog. I, and bring up Supper; for I am ſo melancho- 


Car. O, Signior, where's your Reſolution? 

Sog. Reſolution! hang him Raſcal: O, Carlo, if you love 
me, do not mention him. 

Car. Wiy, how, how ſo? | 
Sog. O, the arrant'ſt Crocodile that everChriſtian was. 
ac quainted with. By my Gentry, I ſhall think the worſe 
of Tobacco wie live, tor his Sake: 1 did think him to 

be as tall a Man 


Man. Nay, Buffoze, the Knight, the Knight. 

Car. Slud, he looks like an Image carv'd out of Box, 
full of knors; his Face is (tor all th: World) like a Dutch 
Purſe, with the Mouth downward, his Beard the Taſſcls; 
and he walks (let me ſce) as melancholy as one o' the 
Maſters ſide inthe Counter, Do you hear Sir Puntar ? 

.: Punt. 


as 
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Punt. Sir, I do entreat you no more, but enjoyn you 
to ſilence, as youaffect your Peace. 

Car Nay, but dear Knight, underſtand (here are none 
but Friends, and ſuch as with you well) 1 would ha“ you 
do this now ; flea me your Dog preſently (but in any caſe 
keep the Head) and ſtuff his Skin well with Straw,as you 
ſee thele dead Monſters at Bartholomew Fair. 

Punt. I ſhall be ſudden, I tell you, 

Car. Or it you like not that, Sir, get me ſomewhat + 
leſs Dog, and clap into the Skin; here's a Slave abqut the 
Town here, a Few, one Yohan; or a Fellow that makes 
Perrukes, will-glew it on artificially, it ſhall ne'er be diſ- 
cern d; beſides, *rwill be ſo much the warmer for the 
Hound to travel in, you know. ; 

M aci. Sir Puntarvolo, death, can you be ſo patient? 

Car. Or thus, Sir; you may have (as you come through 
Germany) a Familiar tor little or nothing, ſhall turn itſelt 
into the Shape of your Dog, or any thing (what you will] 
for certain Hours: The Knight beats him.] 'Ods. 
wy Lite, Knight what do you mean? you'll offer no Vi- 
olence, will you? hold, hold. 

Punt. *Sdeath, .you Slave, you Ban-dog, you. 

Car. As you love Wit, ſtay the enraged Knight, Gen- 
tlemen: 

Punt, By my Knight-hood, he that ſtirs in his reſcue, 
dies. Drawer, be gone: | 

Car. Murder, Murder, Murder. 

Punt. I, are you howling. you Wolt-? Gentlemen, as 
you tender your Lives, ſuffer no Man to enter, till my 
Revenge be perfect. Sirrah, Buffone, lie down; make. 
no Exclamations, but down; down, you Cur, or I will. 
make thy Blood flow'on my Rapter Hilts. 

Car. Sweet Knight hold in thy Fury, and fore Heav'n- 
I'll honour thee mot e than the Turkdoes Mahomer, | 


Punt. Down (Iſay.) Who's there? 
[Main. 


Conſ. Here's the Conſtable, open the Doors. 


Car. Good Macilente 
Punt. Open no Door, if the Ada antado of Spain were 


here be ſhould not enter: One help me with the Light, 
Gentlemen; you knock in yain, Sir Othcer, . 


Car 
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Car. Et tu Brute. 
Punt. Sirrah, cloſe your Lips, or I will drop it in thine 
Eyes by Heav'n. i ee 
0 Car . O, O. 
| He feals up his Lips. 
Conf. Open the Door, or 1 will bred — F 
Maci.. Nay, good Conſtable, havepatience a little, you 
ſhall come in preſently, we have almoſt done. 
Punt. So; now, are you eut of Humour, Sir? Shift, 


Gentlemen, 

They all draw and diſperſe. 

[To them] Conſtable, — Drawers. oy 
Conf. Lay hold upon this Gallant, and purſue the reſt. 
Faft. Lay hold on me, Sir! for what? | 
Conf. Marry, for your Riot here, Sir, with the reſt of 
r Companions. ; 

Faſt. My Riot! Maſter Conſtable, take heed what you 
do. Carlo, did I offer any violence? 

Conf. O, Sir, you ſee he is not in Caſe to anſwer you, 
and that makes you ſo peremptory. 

Faſt. Peremptory? S'life | appeal to the Drawers, if 1 
did him any bard meaſure. 

George. They are all gone, there's none of them will 
be laid any hold on. 

Conſ. Well, Sir, you are like to anſwer till the reſt can 
be found out. | 

Faſt. *Slid, I appeal to George, here. 

Conſ. Tut, George was not here; away with him to 
the Counter, Sirs. Come, Sir, you were beſt get your 
{'f dreſt ſomewhere. 

Georye. Good Lord, that Maſter Carlo could not take 
heed, and knowing what a Gentleman the Knight is, if 
he be angry. ol 

Draw. A Pox on em, they have left all the Meat on 
our Hands, would they were choak'd with it for me. 

Maci. what, are they gone, Sirs? 

| {Macilente comes back. 

George. O. here's Maſt r Macilente. 

Maci. Sirrah, George, do you ſee that concealment 
there? that Napkin under the Table: 


George, 
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George. Gods ſo, Signior Fungoſo! | 

Maci. He's Pawn for the Reckoning ; be ſure 
yoa keep him here, and let him not go away till I come 
again, though he offer to diſcharge all: Il return preſently, 

George, Sirrah, we havea Pawn tor the Reckoning, 

Draw. What? of Macilente? 

George. No, look under the Table. 

Fung. I bope all be quiet now; it I can get but forth of 


| this ſtreet, I care not? Maſters, 1 pray you tell me, is the 


Conſtable gone ? 
He looks out under the Table, 
George. What; Maſter Fungoſo ? 
Fung. Was't not a good device this fame of me, Sirs ? 
George. Yes faith? ha' you been here all this while? 
Fung. O God, I; good Sir, look an' the Coaſt be clear, 


| I'd fain be going. 


George. All's clear, Sir, but the Reckoning; and that 
you mult clear, and pay before you go, I affure you. 

Fung. I pay? 'Slight, I eat not a bit ſince I came into 
the Houle, yet. 

Draw, Why, you may when you pleaſe, tis all ready 
below that was beſpoken. 

Fung. Beſpoken? not by me, I hope? 

George, By you, Sir? I know not that; but 'twas for 
you and your Company, Iam ſure. 
Fung. My Company? *Slid, I was an invited Gueſt, ſo 

Was. . 
Draw. Faith we have nothing to do with that. Sir. 


They're all gone but you, and we muſt be an{wer'd ; that's 


the ſhort and the long on'r, | 
Fung. Nay, it you will grow to extremities, my Maſt- 

ers, then would this Pot, Cup, and all were in ny Belly, 

if I have a Croſs about me. 1 
George. What, and have ſuch Apparel? do not fay ſo, 


| Signior, that mightily diſcredits your Cloaths 


Fung. As laman boneſt Man, my Taylor had all my 
Money this Morning, and yet I mutt be fain to alter my 
Suit too; good Sirs, let me go, tis Friday Night, and in 
good truth | have no Stomach in the world to eat any 
ng. 

Draw. That's no matter, ſo you pay, Sir, 

Fung, 


As N 
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Fung. Gods light, with what Conſcience can you ask 
me to pay that | never drank for : | 

George. Ves, Sir, I did fee you drink once. 

Fung. By this Cup(which is Silver) but you did not; 

u do me infinite wrong, 1 look'd in the Pot once, in- 
deed, but I did not drink. 

Draw. Well, Sir, it you can ſatisfie our after, it ſhall 
be all one to us. (By and by.) 

S REX. 
Cor. Loſe not your ſelf now, Signior. 
Macilente, Deliro, Fallace. 

Maci. Tut, Sir, you did bear too hard a conceit of me 
in that, but l will now make my love to you molt tranſper- 
ent, in ſpight of any duſt of ſuſpicion that may be raiſed to 
cloud it; and henceforth, ſince 1 fee it is fo againſt your 
Humour, I will never labour to perſwade you. 

Deli, Why, 1 thank you, Sigaior ; but what's that you 
toll me miy concern my peace ſo much? h 

Maci. Faith, Sir, 'tis thus. Your Wife's Brother; 
Signior Fungoſo, being at Supper to Night at a Tavern, 
with a ſort ot Ga lanis, there happened ſome diviſion 
atnongſt em, and he is lett in Pawn for the Reckoning; 
now, if ever you look that time ſhall preſent you with an 
happy occaſion to do your Wife ſome gracious and accept- 
able Service, take hold of this opportunity, and preſently 
go and redeem him; for, being her Brother, and his Cre- 
dit ſo amply engag*dasnow it is, when ſhe ſhall he ar (as he 
cannot himſelf. but he muſt out of extremity report it) 
that you came, and offered ycur ſelt ſo kindly, and with 
chat reſpect of his Reputation, why, the benefit cannot 
but make her dote, and grow mad of your Affections. 

Deli. Now, by Heav'n. Macilente, I acknowledge 
my ſelf exceedingly indebted to you, by this kind tender 
of your Love; and Iam ſorry to zemember that I Was ever 
ſorude, to neglect a Friend of your importance; bring me 
Shoes and a Cloke there; I was going to bed, if you had 
not come; what Tavern is it? 

Maci. The Mitre, Sir. 

Deli. O, why Fido, my Shoes. Good faith it cannot 


but pleaſe her exceedingly. 
Fal. 


bs 
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ral. Come, I mar'l what piece of Night- work you have 
in hand now, that you call for a Cloke, and your Shoes! 
hat, is this your pandar ? | 
Deli. O, ſweet Wife, ſpeak lower, IL would not 
ſhould hear thee tor a-world ; 
Fal. Hang him Raſcal, I cannot abide him for His Trea- 
Ichery, with his wild quick-{et Beard there. Whither go 
you now with him? 
| Deli. No whither with him, dear Wife, I go alone to 
Ia place, from whence Iwill return inſtantly. Good Maci- 
ente, acquaint not her with it by any means, it may come 
o muchthe more accepted, frame ſome other anſwer. 
rl come back immediately. 


ask 


Ot; 
in- 


N Fal. po 7 an' I be not worthy to know whither you 
go, ſtay till I take knowledge of your coming back. 
ou Maci. Hear you, Miſtreis Deliro. 
Fl. So, Sir, and what fay you? 

er Maci. Faith Lady, my Intents will not deſerve this 
n, MW ſight reſpect. when you ſhall know em. 

We Fal, Your Intents? why, what may your Intents be, 

for Gods ſake? 
1 Maci. Troth, the time allows no circumſtance, Lady, 


thercfore know this was but a device to remove your Hus 
ly band hence, and beſtow him ſecurely, whilſt (with more 
cCoaveniency) I might report to you a Mistortune that 
hath happened to Monſteur Brise ——nay comfort, 
beet Lady, This Night (being at Supper).a ſort ot young: 
þ ulants commited a Riot, for the which he (only) is ap- 
prehended and carried to the Counter; where if your Hus- 
band, and other Creditors.ſhould but have knowledge of 
him, the poor Gentleman were undone for ever. 
« Fal. Ay me! that he were. : 

Maci. Now therefore, if you can think upon any pre- 
{ent means for his delivery, do not foreſlow it. A bribe 
+ so the Officer that commited him, will do it. 

Fal. O God, Sir, he ſhali not want for a bribe; pray 
you, will you commend me to him, and ſay i'll viſit him 
preſentyy. : | 

Maci. No, Lady, I ſhalldoyou better Service, in pro- 
„ [eating your Husband's return, that you may go with 
More latety. 


Fal. 


2 f 
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Fal. Good truth, ſo you may; farewel, good Sir, 


Lord, how a woman may be miſtaken in a Man? I would 
have {worn upon all the Teſtaments in the world he h d 
notlov'd Maſter Brisk. Bring me my Keys there, Maid. 
Alas, good Gentleman, it al. I have i' this Earthly- Wold (t 


will pleaſure him, it ſhall be at his Service. m 
G RE X. 
Mit. How Macilente ſweats i' this buſineſs, if you 
mark him, ra 
Cor. I, you ſhall ſee the true Picture of Spight anon: yc 
here comes the pawn, and his Redeemer. th 
Deliro, Fungoſo, Drawers, Macilente. tle 


Deli. Come, Brother, be not diſcourag'd for this, cc 

Man; what? 

Fung. No truly, I am not diſcourag'd; but I proteſt 
to you Brother, | have done imitating any more Gallant; N nc 
either in Purſe or Apparel, but as ſhull become a Gentle- m 

man, for good carriage, or ſo. 

Deli. Youſay well. This is all the Bill here? is't not? 
George. I, Sir. | M 
Deli. There's your Money, tell it; and Brother, I am 

glad I met with jo good occaſion to ſhew my love to you, 

Fung. I will ſtudy to deſerve it in good truth, an' | live, 
Deli. What, is't right ? 

George. I, Sir, and I thank you. an 

Fung. Let me have a Capon's Leg fay'd, nov/ the Reck · ¶ an 
oning is paid. 

George. You ſhall, Sir. ye 

Maci. Where's Signior Deliro? m 

Deli. Here, Macilente. | 0 

Maci. Hark you, Sir, ha you diſpatcht this ſame? 

Deli. 1 marry have J. m 

Mai. Well then, I can tell you news, Brisk is i“ the 

Counter. 

Deli. I the Counter? 

Maci. Tis true, Sir, committed for the Stir here to fc 
Night. Now would I have you ſend your Brother home 1 
a fore, with the report of this your kindneſs done him, to 
his Siſter, which will ſo pleaſingly poſſeſs her, and out tet 
of his Mouth too, that i” the mean time you may clap-your ca 
Action on Brisk,and your Wite (being in ſo happy a mood) 
cannot entertain it ill, by any means. 3 
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Deli. Tis very true, ſhe cannot indeed, I think, 

Maci. Think? why tis paſt thought, you ſhall never 
meet the like opportunity, I aſſure you. 

Deli. Iwill do it. Brother, pray you go home afore 
(this Gentleman and I have ſome private Buſineſs) and tell 
my ſweet Wife, ' come preſcatly. 

Fang. Iwill, Brother. | 

Macs. And, Signior, acquaint your Siſter, how libe- 
rally, and out of his Boumy, your Brother has us d you, (do 
you ſee?) made you a Man of good reckoning ; redeem'd 
that you never were poſleſt of, Credit; gave you as Gen- 
tleman-like Terms as mig ht be; found no fault with your 
coming behind the Faſhion ; nor nothing. 

Fung. Nay, I am out of thoſe humours now. 

Macs. Well, if you be out, keep your diſtance, and be 
not made a Shot-clog any more, Come, Signior, let's 


make haſte. 
Fallace, Fafi idius Brish, 

Fal. O Maſter Faftidius, what pity is't to ſee ſo ſweet a 
Man as you are, in ſo ſow'r a Place? | 

G REX. 

Cor. As upon her Lips, does ſhe mean? 

Mir. O. this is to be imagin'd the Counter belike? 

Faſt. Troth, fair Lady, tis firſt the pleaſure of the Fate: 
and next of the Conſtable, to have it ſo: but I am patient 
and indeed comforted the more in your kind Viſit. 

Fal. Nay, you ſhall be comforted in me more than this, if 
you pleaſe, Sir. I ſent you word by my Brother, Sir, that 
my Husband laid to reſt you this Morning, I know not 
whether you receiv'd it, or no. 

Faſt. No believe it, ſweet Creature, your Brother gave 
me no ſuch Intelligence. 

Fal. O, the Lord! | 

Faſt. But has your Husband any ſuch purpoſ: ? 

Fal. O ſweet Maſter Brisk, yes: and therefore be pre- 
{ently diſcharg'd, for it he come with his Actions upon 

ou (Lord deliver you) you are in for one half a ſcore year; 
kept a poor Man in Ludgate once Twelve year for ſix- 
teen Shillings. Where's your Keeper? for Loves: ſake 


call him, let him take a Bribe, and diſpatch you. Po 
| ow 
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how my Heart trembles ! here are no Spies? are there? 

Faſt. No, ſweet Miſtreſs, why are you in this Paſſion ? 

Fal. O Lord, Maſter Faſtidius, if you knew how I. took 
up my Husband to Day, when he ſaid be would arreſt 
you; and how I rail'dathim that perſwadcd him to't, the 
the Scholar there, (who on my Conſcience loves you now) 
and what care I took to fend you Intelligence by my Bro- 
ther; and how I gave him tour Sovereigns for his Pains: 
and now, how I came runn'ng out hither withoutMan or 
Boy with me, ſo ſoon as | = on't; you'd lay | were ina 
Paſſion indeed: your Keeper, for Gods ſake. O, Maſter 
Brisk(as'tis in E»phues) Hard is the choice, whin one is 
compeil d ether by ſilence to dye wth Cricf, or by ſpeaking to 
live with Shame. 

Faſt. Fair Lady, I conceive you, and may this Kits 
aſſure you, that where Adverſity hath (as it werc) con- 
trated, Proſperity ſhail not Gods me! 
your Husband. 

Fal. Ome! | 

Deliro, Macilente, Fallace Faſtidius Brisk. 

Deli. I? is't thus! TS 

Macs. Why, how cow, Signior Deliro ? has the 
3 ſeen ou? ha? hath Gorgon's Head. made marble 
ot you? | 

Peli Some Planet ſtrike me dead. 

Macs. ** hy, look you, Sir, I told you, you might have 
fuſpeced this long afore, had you pleas'd, and ha { v'd 
this labour of Admiration now, and Paſſion, and ſuch 
Extremities as this frail Lump of Fleſh is Subject unto, 
Nay, why do you not dote now, Signior ? Methinks 
you ſhould ſay it were ſome Enchantment, deceptio viſus, 
or ſo, ha? If you could perfuzde your fſe'f it werea | 
Dream now, *twere excellent: Faith, try what you can 
do, Signior ? it may be your Imagination will be brought 
to.i: intime; there's nothing impoſlible, 

Fal Sweet Husband. 

Deli. Out laſcivious Strumpet. — 

Maci. What > Did you ſee how ill that ſtale Vein be- 
came him atore, of Sweet Wife, and Dear Heart? And Th 
are you faln juſt unto the ſame now, with Sweet Husband? Bei 
Awry, follow him, go, keep ate; wiat? Remember af 

| you. 
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| ou are a Woman, turn impudent; gi' him not the Head? 
on? ¶ though you gi' him the Horns. Away. And yet me- 
ok. thinks you ſhould take your leave of Enfans perdus here, 
ell your forlorn hope. How now, Monſieur Brisk ? what? 
the Fridzy-o1ght ? and in affliction too? and yet your Pulpa- 
W). Þ menra? your delicate Morſels? | perceive, the Affection 
roof Ladies and Gentlewomen purſues you whereſoe ver you 
go, Monſieur: | | 
or Faſt Now in good faith and as I am genteel) there 
na could not have comea thing i' this World to have diſtra&. 
er Wed me more than the wrinkled Fortunes of this poor 
15. Wi Spiniter. 
0 Macs. O yes, Sir; I can tell you a hing will diſtract 
8 you much better, believe it. Si nor Deliro has entred 
iſs three Actions againſt you, Three Actions, Monſieur ; 
n. mary, one of them ( pur you in comtort) is but Three 
+ thouſand, and the otner two; ſome Five thouſand: apiece: 
 Trifles, rifles. 
Fal. O. | am undone. 
Maci. Nay, not hogether ſo, Sir; the Knight muſt 
have his hundred Pound repaid, that“ help too; and then 
© I Six-icore Pounds for a Daimond you know where. Theſe 
c bethings wil weigh, Monſieur, they will weigh. 
F:ift, O Heav'n! 
Maci. What, do you ſigh ? This it is to kiſs the Hand 
| ofa Counteſs, to have her Coach ſent for you, to hang 
Poniars in Ladies Garters; to wear Bracelets of their Hair, 
and for -very one of theſe great Favours to give ſome ſlight 
jewel of Five hundred Crowns, or ſo, why tis nothing. 
Now, Monſieur, you ſee the Plague that treads o' the 
Heels o' your Foppery : Well, go your ways in, remove 
your ſelf o the Two-peny{Ward quickly, to fave Charges, 
and there ſet up your reſt to {pend Sir Puntar's hundred: 
Pound for him. Away, good Pomander, go. 
Why, here's a Change! now is my ſoul at peace: 
Iam as empty of all Envy now, 
As they of Merit to be envied at. 
My Humour (like a Flame) no longer laſts 
Than it hath Stuff to feed it ; and their Folly 
Being now rak'd up in their repentant Aſhes, 
Affords no ampler Subject to my Spleen. 
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I am fo far from malicing their States, 

That I begin to pity em. It grieves me 

To think they have a Being. I could wiſh 

They might turn wiſe upon it, and be ſav'd now, 

So Heav'n were pleas d; but let them vaniſh, V.pors, 
Gentlemen, how like you it! Has't not been tedious ? 

| GRE X. 

Cor, Nay, .we ha done cenſuring now. 

Mit. Yes, faith. 

Maci. low ſo? 

Cor. Marry, becauſe we'll imitate your Actors, and be 
out of our Humours. Beſides, here are thoſe (round 
about you) of more ability in Cenſure than we, Whoſe 
Judgments can give it a more ſatisfying Alowance; we'| 
refer you to them. 

Maci. 1 ist e en lo? Well, Gentlemen, I ſhould have 
ou in, and return'd to you as I was Aſper at the fit, 

ut (by reaſon the Shift would have been ſomewhat long 
and we are loth to draw your Patience farther) we'll in. 
treat you to imagine it. And now (that you may ſee I wil 
be out of Humour for company) I ſtand wholly to your 
| Kind Approbation, and (indeed) am nothing ſo percm- 
Prory as | was in the beginning: Marry, I will not do a8 

lautus in his Amphytrio, forallthis ( vmmi Jovis cauſa, 
Plaudite:) beg a Haudite for God's ſake; but if you (out 
of the Bounty of your good-liking) will teſtow it, why, 

ou may (in time) make lean Macilenteas fat as Sir Febn 
Earl 
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By MAciLeNnTE, 


EV E Ritill now did Object greet mine Eyes 
N With any light Content : But in ber Graces 
All my malicious Powers have loſt their Stings. 

Envy is fled my Soul at fight of her, 

And ſhe hath chas'd all black Thoughts from my Boſom; 
Like as the Sun doth Darkneſs from the World, * 
My Stream of Humour is run out of me, 

And as our Cities Torrent (bent t inſect 

The hollow'd Bowels of the Silver Thames) 

I; checkt by Strength and Clearneſs of the Rrver, 

Til it bath ſpent it ſelf e en at the Store; 

dy in the ample and unmeaſur'd Flood 

of her Per fettions, are my Paſſions drown'd , 

And I have now a Spirit as ſweet and clear 

As the more rarefy'd and ſubtil Air: 

With which, and with a Heart as pure as Fire, 

(let humble as the Earth) do I implore, 

0 Heav'n, that ſhe ( whoſe Preſence had effefted 

This Change in me) may ſuffer moſt late Change 

In her admir'd and happy Government : 

May ſtill this Iſland be 6all'd Fortunate, 

And rugged Treaſon tremble at the Sound, 

When Fame ſhall ſpeak it with an Emphaſis. 

Let Foreign Polity be dull as Lead, 

And pale Invaſion come with half a Heart, 

When he but looks upon her bleſſed Soil. 

The Throat of War be ſtopt within her Land, 

And Turtle-footed Peace dance Fairie Rings 

About her Court ; where never may there come 

Suſtett or Danger, but all Truſt and Safety. 

Let Flattrey be dumb, and Envy blind 

In her dread Preſence; Death himſelf admire her: 
And may her Vertues make him to forget 

The Uſe of his inevitable Hand. 

ly from her, Age; ſieep, Time, before her Throne; 
Ur irongeſt Mall falls - ng when ſhe is gont. — 
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TO'THE 
LA moſt deſerving her Name and 


Brood. 
Mary Lady Wroth, 


MADAM, kl 
15 the Age of Sacrifices, the Truth of 


Religion was not in the Greatneſs and 

Fat of the Offerings, but in the Devo- 
tion and Zeal of the Sacrificers : Elſe what 
could a handful of Gums have done in the 
Sight of a Hecatomb ? Or, how might I 
ppear at this Altar, except with thoſe Af- 
ſections that no leſs love the Light and Wit- 
neſs, than they have the Conſcience of your 
Virtue? If what I offer bear an accepta- 
ble Odour, and hold the firſt Strength, it 
b your Value of it, which remembers where, 
when, and to whom it was kindled. Other- 
wiſe, as the Times are, there comes rarely 
forth that Thing ſo full of Authority or 
Example, but by Aſſiduity and Cuſtom 


| rows leſs, and loſes. This, yet, fate in 


jour Judgment (which is a S1DNE Ys) is 

forbidden to ſpeak more, leſt it talk or look 

like one of the ambitious Faces of the 

Lime, who the more they paint, are the 
cls themſelyes, ' 


Your Ladyſhip's true Honourer, 


P BEN. JoENSON. 


The PxrSONS of the Pray, 


Subtle, the Alchemiſt. 
Face, the Houſe-keeper. 
Dol. Common, their 
Colleagus. 
Dapper, a Clerk. + 
Drugger, à Tobacco- 
man. 
Love-wit, Maſter 7 
- the Houſe. | 


| [ Tribulation, @ Paſtor 


Epicure Mammon, 4 
Knight. 
Surley, 4 Gameſter. 


of Amſterdam. 
Ananias, ,@ Deacon 
there. 
Kaſtrill, the angry Boy. 


Da. Pliant, his Siſter, 


2 Widow. - 


Nei bbours, 2 77 cers, Mutes. 
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The Principal CoMEDIANS were, 


Rich. Burbadge. 5 | 
Job. Lowin. 
Hen. Condel. 

Alex. Cooke. 


Joh. Hemmings. 
Will: Oftter. 
Job. Underwood. 
Nic. Tooly. 


Rob. Armin. 


THY . 


Fill. E Egon 
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The ARGUMENT. 


T he Sickneſs hot, a Maſter quit, for fear, 
H is Houſe in Town, and left one Servant there, 
E aſe him corrupted, and gave Means to know. 


A Cheater, and his Punk; who, now brought low, 
Leaving their narrow Practice, were become 
C oxꝰ ners at large; and only wanting ſome 
H owſe to ſet up, with him they here contract, 
E ach for a Share, and all begin to att, 
M uch Company they draw, and mach abuſe, 
I x caſting Firures, telling Fortunes, News, 
S ellingof Flies, flat Bawd'ry, with the Stone; 
IT #lit, and they, and all in Fume are gone, 


PROLOGUE. 


rtune, that favours Fools, theſe two ſhort Hours 
We wiſh away, both for your Sakes, and ours, 
Judging Spectators; and dejire in place, 
To th Author Juſtice, to our ſelves but Grace. 
Our Scene is Londen, cauſi we would make known, . 
No Countries Mirth is better than our owns 
1 | No 
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No Clime breeds better Matter for your Whore, 
Bawd, Squ re, Impoſtor, many Perſons more, 
Whoſe Manners, now call'd Humours, feed the Stage; 
Ana wh;ch have {ill been Subject for the Rage 5 
Cr Spleen of Ccmick Writers. Tho' this Pen 
Did never aim to grieve, but better Men; 
Hou er the Age he lives in doth endure 
The Vices that ſhe breeds, above their Cure. 
But when the wholeſom Remedies are ſweet, 
And in their working Gam and Prot meet, 
He hojes to find no Spirit ſo much diſeas'd, 
hut will with ſuch fair Correctives be pleas'd : 
For here he doth not fear who can pe! W-- 
if there be any that will fit ſo mh 
Unto the Stream, to look what it doth run, 
They ſhall ſind things, they'id think, or wiſh, were done; 
They are ſo natural Follies, but fo ſhown, 
As even ths Doer, may ſee, and yet not own, 


— N * — 
— 
_ 
— 


Acer. 


Face, Subtle, Dol Common. 


ID Eliev't, Iwill. S8. Thy worſt. I fart at thee. 
Dol. Ha' you your Wits? Why Gentlemen! for 
Love 
Fac. Sirrah, I'll ſtrip you 85. What to do? lick 
g Figs | 
Out at my Fac, Rogue, Rogue, out of all your 
f]eizhte. | 

Dol. Nay, look ye, Sovereign, General, are you 
Madmen ? 

Sub. O, let the wild Sheep looſe, I'll gum your Silks 
Wich good Sirong-water, an' you come, | 
Dol, Willyou haye | 
The Neighbours hear you? Will you betray all! 
Hea k, I rear ſome body, Fac. Sirrah——S46, I ſhall 


mar | 
All 


* 
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All that the Taylor has made, if you approach. 


Fac. You moſt notorious Wheip, you inſolent Slave, 
Dare you "= this? Sub. Yes faith, yes faith. Fac. Why, 
who 
Am I, my Mungril? who am? Sub. I tell you, 
Since you know not your ſeit. Fac, Speak ower, Rogue. 
Sub. Yes, You were once (time's no: long paſt) the good, 
Honeſt, plain, Livery-three-pound-thrum, that kept 
Your Mifters Worſhips Houle here in the Friers, 
For the Vacations — Fac. Will you be folowd ? 
Sub, Since, by my means, tranilated Suburb-Captain. 
Fac. By your means, Doctor Dog? 
Sub. Within Man's memory, 
All this i ſpeak of. Fac. Why, I pray you, have I 
Been countenanc'd by you, or you by me ? 
Do but collect, Sir, where I met you firſt. 
Sub. | do not hear well. Fac. Not of this, I think it. 
But I ſha!l put you in mind, Sir; at Pie-corner, 
Taking your meal of Steam in, trom Cook Stalls; 
Where, like the Father of Hunger, you did walk 
Piteouſly Coſtive, with your pinch'd-horn- noſe, 
And your Com p'exion of the Roman Wath, 
Stuck full of black and melancholick Worms, 
Like Powder-corns ſhot at th' Artillery-yard 
Sub. I wiſh you could advance your Voicea little. 
Fac. Wh ny) ou went pinn'd up in the ſeveral Rags 
Yo' had rak d and pick d trom Dunghils, before Day; 
Your Fect in mouly Slippers, for your Kibes 
A Felt of Rug, and a thin thredden Coke, n 
That ſcarce would cover your no- Buttocks 
Sub. So, Sir! 
Fac. When all your Alchemy, and your Algebra, 
Your Minerals, Vegetals, and Animals. 
Your conjuring, coz' ning, and your dozen of Trades, 
Could not relieve your Corps with ſo much Linnen 
Would make you Tinder, but toſee a Fire; 
I ga' you Count'nance, Credit for your Coals, 
Your Stills, your Glaſſes, your Marerials; 
Bui't you a Furnace, drew you Cuſtomers, 
Advanc'dall your black Arts; lent you, beſide, 
A Houſe to practiſe in Sub. Vour Maſter's: Honſe ? 


P 3 Fact 
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Fac. Where you have ſtudied the more thriving Skill 
Ot Bawd'ry ſince. Sx6. Yes, in your Maſter's Houſe, 
You and the Rats here kept Poſſeſſion. 

Make it not ſtrange. 1 know yo' were one could keep 

The Buttry- ha: ch ſtill lock d, and fave the Chippings, 

Sell the Dole · Beer to Aqua- vita-· men, 

The wh:ch, together with your Chrifmaſs Vails 

At Poſt and Pair, your letting out of Counters, 

Made you a pretty Stock, ſome twenty Marks, 

And gave you credit to converſe with Cobwebs, 

Here, fince your Miſtreſs Death hath broke up Houſe, 
Fic. You might talk ſottlier, Raſcal. S#6, No, you 

. Scarabe, 

Tl thunder you in pieces: Iwill teach you 

How to beware to tempt a Fury again, 

That carries Tempeſt in his Hand and Voice, 

Fac. The Place has made you val.ant. 

Sub. No, your Clothes. 

Thou Ver min have I tane thee out of Dung, 

So poor, ſo wretched, when no living thing 

Would keep thee Company, but a Spider, or worſe? 

Rais d thee from Brooms, and Duſt, and Watring Pots? 

Sub'im'd thce, and exalted thee, and fix'd thee 

F the third Region, call'd our State of Grace? 

Wrovght thee to Spirit, to Quinteſlence, with pains 

Would twice have won me the Philoſopher's Work e 

Put thee in Words and Faſhion, madethee fit 

For more than ordinary Fellowſhips ? 

Giv'n the? thy Oaths, thy quarrelling Dimenſions? 

Thy Rules to cheat at Horſe-race, Cock-pit, Cards, 

Dice, or whatever gallant Tincture elſe ? 

Made thee a Second in mine own great Art? 

And have I this tor thanks? Do you rebel? 

Do you fly out i' the Projection? 

Would you be gone now-ꝰ 
Dol Gentlemen, what mean you? 

Will you mar all? Sub. Slave, thou hadſt had no Name 
Dol. Will you und.» your ſelves with Civil War? 
Sub. Never been known, paſt Equi clivanum, 

The heat of Horſe-dung, under Ground, in Cellars, 

Or an Ale houſc darker chan deaf John's; been loſt £ 
0 
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ro all Mankind, but Laundreſſes and Tapſters, 
Had not I been. 

Dol. Do you know who hears you, Sovereign? 

Fac. Sirrah — 

Dol. Nay, General, I thought you were civil 

Fac. 1 ſhall turn deſperate, if you grow thus lowd. 

Sub. And hang thy ſelf, I care not. 

Fac. Hang there, Colliar, 
And all thy Pots and Pans, in Picture, I will, 
Since thou haſt mov d me 

Dol. (O, this l' orethrow all.) 

Fac. Write thee up bawd in Pauls, have all thy Tricks 
Ot coꝛ'ning with a ho low Coal, Duſt, Scrzpings, 
Searching for things loſt with a S eve and Shears, 

Erecting Figures in your Rows of Houſes, 

And taking in ot Shadows with a Glaſs, 

Told in Red Letters; and a Face cut for thee, 

Worſe than Gamaliel Ratſey's. Dol. Are you ſound? 
Ha' you your Senſes, Malters? Fac. I will have 

A Book. but barely reckoning thy Impoſtures, 

Shall prove atrue Philoſopher's Srone, to Priaters, 

Sub. away, you Trencher-Raſcal. 

Fac, Out, you Dop-leach, 

The Vomit of all Priſons Dol. Will you be 
Your own Deſtructions, Gentlemen? Still ſpew'd out 
For lying :00 heavy of the Pasket. 

Sub. Cheater. Fac. Bawd. | 

Sub. Cow-herd. Fac. Conjurer, Sub. Cut-purſe. 

Fac, Witch. Dol. O me! ' 

Weareruin'd! loſt! Ha' you no more regard | 
To your Reputations Where's your judgment? 'Slight, 
Have yet ſome Care of me, o' your Republicx 

Fac. Away, this Bach. I Il bring thee, Rogue, within 
The Statute of Sorcery, Triceſimo tertio 
Of Har»y the Eighth: I, and (perhaps) thy Neck 
Within a Noſe, for laundring Gold, and barbing it. 

Dzl. You'll bring your Head within a Cock ſcomb, will 


you 
[ <he catches out Face's Sword, and breaks Subtle's Glaſs. 
And you, Sir, with your Menſtrue, gather it up. . 


Sdeath, you abominable Pair of Stinkards, 
P 4. Leve- 
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Leave off your barking, and grow one again, 
Or, by the Light that ſhines, I'll cut your Throats:. 
Ell not be made a Prey unto the Marſhal, 
For neer a ſnarling Dog-tolt of you both. 
Ha' you together cozen'dall this while, 
And all the World? and ſhall it now be ſaid, 
To have mide moſt courteous ſhitt to cozen your ſelycs? 
You will accuſe him? You will bring him in 
Wichin the Statute > Who ſhall take your Word # 
A whoreſon, upſtart, Apocryphal Captain, 
Whom not a Puritan in. Black-Friars will truſt 
So much as for a Feather! And you too 
Will give the Cauſe, forſooth ? You will inſult, 
Andclaima Primacy in the Diviſioas? 
You muſt be Chiet ? As if. you only had 
The Powder to project with, and the Work 
Were not begun out of Equality? 
The Venture Tripartite? All things in common? 
Wirhout Priority ?-'Sdeath, you perpetual Curs, 
Fall to your Couples again, and cozen kindly, 
And heartily, and lovingly, as you ſhould, 
And loſe not the beginning of a Term, 
Or, by this Hand, I ſhall grow faQious too, 5 
And take my part, and quit you. Fac. Tis his fault. 
He ever murmurs, and objects his Pains, 
And ſays, the weight of all lies upon him. 
Sub. Why, ſo it doer. Dol. How does it? Do not we 
Saſtain our Parts ? Sub. Yes, but they are not equal. 
Do's Why, if your Part exceed to-day, I hope 
Ours may to-morrow match it. Sub. I, hey may. 
Dol. May, murmuring Maſtiff! I, and do. Death on 
me! 
Help me tothrottle him. Sub. Dorothee, Miſtreſs Dorothee, 
Ods precious, I'll do any thing. What do you mean? 
Dol. Becauſe o your Fermentation and Cibation ? 
Sub, Not J, by Heav'n, —— 
Dol. YourSoland Luna — help me. 
Sub. Would I were hang d then. I'll conform my ſelf. 
Dol. Will you, Sir ? Do ſo then, and quickly: ſwear, 
Sub. What ſhall I ſwear ? 
Dol. Taleave your Faction, Sir, 


Aud 
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And labour kindly in the Common Work. 

Sub. Let me not breathe, if I meantought beſide. 
Vonly us'd thole Speeches as a Spur 
To him. Dol. I hope we need no Spurs, Sir. Do we? 

Fac. Slid, prove to- day, who ſhall ſhark beſt. 

Sub. Agreed. & 

Dol. Yes, and work cloſe, and friendly; 

Sub. Slight, the Knot | 
Shall grow the ſtronger for this Breach, with me. 

Dol. Why, fo, my good Baboons! Shall we go make” 
Aſortof ſober, ſcurvy, preciſe Neighbours, | 
(That ſcarce have imil d twice ſinꝰ the King came in) 
AFeaſt of Laughter at our Follies ? Raſcals, 

Would run themſelves rom brea h, to ſee me ride, 
Or you t'have but a Hole to thruſt your Heads in, 

For which you ſhou'd pay Ear- rent? No, agree, 

And may Dos Provoſt ride a feaſting long, 

In his old Velvet Jerkimand ſtain'd Scarfs, 

(My noble Sorereign, and worthy General) 

Ere we contribute a new Crewel Gatter n 
o his moſt worſted Worſhip. Sab. Royal Dol! 
Spoken like Claridiana, and thy ſelf. 

Fac, For which, at Supper, thou ſhalt ſit in triumph, 
And not beſtyl'd Dol Common, but Dol Proper, 
Dot Singular: he tongeſt Cut, at Night, 
Shall draw thee for his Dol Particular. | 

Sb, Who's that? one rings. Towhz Windo', Dol. 
Pray Heav'n. 

The Maſter donot trouble us this Quarter. 

Fac. O, fear not hm. Whil there dies one a Week 
O' the Plague he's fate, from thinkirg toward Lon on. 
Beſide, he's buſie at his Hop- yards now: 
had a Letter from hm. f he do, 

He".l ſend ſuch word, for air ng o' the Houſe, 
As you ſhall have ſufficient time to quit it: 
Tho' we break up a Fortnight, 'tis no matter. 
Sub. Who is it, Dol? 

Dol. A fine young Quodling. Fac. O, 
My Lweyers Clerk, I lighted on laſt Night 
la Holborn, at the Dagger. _ wou'd hive- 

5 | 
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(1 told you ot him) a Familiar, 
To rifle witn at Horſes, and win Cups. 
Dal. O, let him in. WES | 
Sub. Stay. Who ſhalldo't? Fac. Get you 
Your Robes on: Iwill meet him, as going out. 
Dol. And what ſhall I de? Fac. Not be ſeen, away: 
Seem you very reſerv'd. e 5 OY 
Sub. Enough. Fac. God b* w you, Sir. 
Fpray you let him know that I was here. 
His Name is Dapper. I would gladly have ſtaid, but 
Dapper, Face, Subtle. 6 
Captain, I am here. Has | | 
Fac. Who's that? He's come, I think; Doctor. 
Good faith, Sir, I wasgoingaway. Dap. In truch, 
Tam very ſorry, Captain. Fac. But I thought 
Sure I ſhould meet you. Dap. I. I am very glad. 
had a {curvy Writor two to make, 
And | bad lent my Watch laſt Night to one 
That dines to- day at the Sheriffs, and ſo was rebb'd 
Of my paſs- time. Is his the Cunning · man? 
Fac. Th es is his Worſhip. Dap. s he a Doctor? Fac. Ves 
Da p. And ha' you broke with him, Captain? 
Fac. I. Dap. And how? 
Fac. Faith, he does make the matter, Sir, ſo dainty, 
I know not what to ſay — Dap. Not ſo, good Captain. 
Fac Would | were fairly rid on't, believe me. 
Dap. Nay, now you grieve me, Sir, Why ſhould you 
wiſh ſo ? 
I dare aſſure you, I' Ino: be ungrateful. 
Fac. I cannot think you will, Sir. But the Law 
Is ſuch a thing And then he ſays, Read's Matter 
Falling ſo lately Dap. Read? He was an Aſs, 
And dealt, Sir, wi: ha Fool. Fac. It was a Clerk, Sir. 
Dap, A Clerk? 
Fac. N:y, hear me, Sir, you know the Law 
Better, Ithink——Dap. ] ſhould, Sir, and the Danger. 
You know, I ſhew'd the St tute to you? Fac. You did ſo, 
Dap. And | w lltell then? By this Hand of Fleſh, 
Would it m ght never write good Court hand more, 
If I diſcover. What do you think of me, 
That ] am aC/iauſe2 


3 


„ 


Fac. 
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Fac, What's that? Dap. The Turk was, here 
ks one would ſay, do you think I am a Twrk? - 

Fac, I'll tell the Doctor ſo. 

Dap. Do, good ſweet Captain. . 

Fac. Come, noble Doctor, pray thee let's prevail; 
> HWlhisis the Gentleman, and he is no Chianſe. 

Sub. Captain, I have return'd you all my Anſwer, 
would do much, Sir, for your Love but this 
[neither may, nor can. Fac. Tut, do not ſay ſo. 

You deal now with a noble Fellow, Doctor, 
one that will thank you richly, and I is no Chiauſe: 
Let that, Sir, move you. . | 

Sub. Pray os ns... Fat; He has - 
four Angels here Su. You do me wrong,” good Sir. 

Fac. Doctor, wherein? To tempt you with theſe Spirits? 

Sub. To tempt my Art, and Love, Sir, tomy Peril. 
fore Heav'n, I ſcarce can think you are my Friend, 

That ſo would draw me to apparent danger. 

Fac. I draw you? A Horſe draw you, and a Halter, 
You, and your Flies together Dap. Nay, good Captain. 
Fac. That know no diff-renceof Men... 

Sab. Good Words, Sir. 
Fac. Good Decds, Sir, Doctor Dags-meat. 
Sight, 1 bring you. 
No cheating Climo' the Cloughs, or Claribels, . 
That look as big as Five-andsfifty, and Fluſh, 
nd ſpit out Secrets like hot Cuſtard — Dap. Captain. 
Fac. Nor any melancholick Under- ſcribe, 
Shall tell the Vicar ; bur a ſpeciil Gentee), . 
That is the Heir to forty Marks a Year, . 
Conſorts with the ſmall Poets of: the time, 
|; the ſole Hope of his old Grand-mother, 
That knows the Law, and writes you fix fair Hands, 
$a fine Clerk, and has his Cyph' ring per fect, 
vil tak e his Oath o' the Greek Xenophon, , 
need be, in his Pocket; and can court 
lo, Wis Miſtreſs out of Ovid. Dap. Nay, dear Captain. 

Fac. Did you not tell me ſo? Dap. Yes, but d ha you 

ſe Maſter Doctor with ſome more reſpect. 

Fac. Hang him, proud Stag, with his broad Velvet Head. 
M for. your fake, Id choak, ere I would change - 

| 4 
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An Article of. Breath with ſuch a Puckfoiſt 
Come, let's be gone. Sub. Pray you le me ſpeak wi! 
you. 
Dap. His Worſhip calls you, Captain. Fac. I am ſorr 
Fer imbark'd my ſelf in ſuch a Buſineſs. 
Dap. Nay, good Sic, he did call you. 
Fac. Will he take then? . 
Sub. Firſt, hear me n 
Fac. Not a Syliable, leſs you take. | 
Sub. Pray ye, Sir 
Fac. Upon no Terms, but an Aſſumſſit. 
Sub. Your Humour muſt be Law. {| He takes My 
Fac. Why now, Sir, talk. | 
Now l dare hear you with mine Honour, Speak. 
So may this Gentleman too. 
Sub. Why, Sir. Fac. No whiſpering. | 
Sab. 'ForeHeay'n, you do not apprehend the Loſs. 
You do your ſelf, in this, Fac. W herein? For what ?: ! 
Sab. Marry, to be ſq importupate for one, 
That, when he has it, will undo you all: 
He'l. win up all the Mony i' the Town. 
Fac. How ! 
Sub. Yes, and blow up Gameſter after Gameſter, 1 
As they do Crackers na Puppet-play. 5 
If I do give him a Familiar, 
Give you him all you play for; never ſet him: 
Fo he will have it. Fac. Vou are miſtaken, Doctor. E 
' Why, he does ask one but for Cups and Horſes, 
Arifling Fly; none o' your great Fami iars. 
Deb, Ves, Captain, I would have it for all Games, 
Sub. I told you ſo. Fac. Slight, that's a new. Buſineſt 
I underſtood you, a tame. Bird, to fly 
Twice ina Term, or ſo, on Friday Nights, 
When you had leit the Office, tar a Nag 
Ot forty or fifty Shillings. Dap. I, tis true, Sir; 
But I do think now I ſhall leave the Law; 
And there foro Fac. Why, this changes quite the Calc | 
Do you think that I dare mave him? | 
Dep. If you pleaſe, Sir; 
As one to him, I ſee. Fac. What! for that Mony? 
Lcanpos wigh my Honſcience: Nor ſhould you | 
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Mike the Requeſt; methinks. Dap. No, Sir, I mean 


To add Conſideration. Fac. Why then, Sir, 


I'll try. Say that it were for all Games, Doctor? 
Sub. | ſay then, not a Mouth ſhall eat for him 
At any Ordinary, but o the Score, 
That is a gaming Mouth, conceiye me. Fac: Indeed! 
Sub. He'll draw you allthe Treaſure ot the Realm, 
If it be ſet him. Fac. Speak you this from Art? 
Sub. I, Sir, and Reaſon too, the Ground of Art. 
Nis o' the only beſt Complex ion, 
The Queen of Fairy Loves. Fac. What! is he! Sub. Peace, 
He'il over- Hear you Sir, ſhould ſhe but ſee him — 
Fac. What? Sub. Do not you tell him. 
Fac. Will he win at Cards too? 
Sub. The Spirits of dead Holland, living ſaac, 
You'ld ſwear, were in him; fuch a vigorous Luck 
As cannot be reſiſted, Slight, heil put 
Six 0'.y0.2r Gallants to a Cloak, indeed. | 
Fac. A ſtrange Succeſs, that ſome Men ſhall be born tel. 
Sub. He hears you, Man.—.. 
Da p. Sir, I'll not be ingrateful. 
Fac. Faith, I have Confidence in his good Nature: 
You hear, he ſays he will not be ingrateful. 
Sub. Why, as you pleaſe; my Venture follows yours. 
Fac. Toth, do it, Dactar ; think him truſty, and-make- 
him. * 
He may make us both happy in an Hour; 
Win ſome five thouland Pound, and ſend us two it. 
Dap, Believe it, and I will, Sir. Fac. And you fhall; 


Sir. 
You have heard all? 
Dap. No, what was't? Nothing, I, Sir. 
Fac. Nothing ? Face takes him aſide. 
Dap. Alittle, Sir. Fac. Well, a rare Star 
Reign'd at your Birth. 


Dap. At mine, Sit? No. Fac. The Door. 
Swears that you are 
Sub. Nay, Captain, you'll tell all now... 
\ Fac, Allied to the Queen of Fazry. 
Dap. Who? thatlam? 
Brlicye.iz,., no ſuchmatter—Foc, Yes, and that 


Yo' were 
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Yo! were born with a Cawl o' your Head. 
Dap. Whoſiys lo? Fac. Come, 
You know it well enough, tho' you diſſemble it. 
Dap. I-fac, I do not: Vou are miſtaken, Fac. How 1 : 
Swear by your fac? and in a thing ſo known ” 
Unto the Doctor? How ſhall we, Sir, truſt you 
F the other matter? Can we ever think, 
When you have won five or {ix thouſand Pound, 0 
You'll fend us Shares in't, by this rate? Dap. By Jove, War 
Gs. | | 
l win ten thouſand Pound, and ſend you half. 
I-fac's no Oath. Sub. No, no, he did but jeſt. 
Fac. Go to. Go thank the Doctor. He's your Friend, Tri 
To take it ſo. Dap. I thank his Worſhip, Fac. So: WI 
Another Angel. Dap. Muſt i? Fac. Muſt you? 'Sligbt, 
W hat elſe is Thanks? Will you be trivial? Doctor, 
W hen muſt he come for his Familiar ? 
Dap, Shail I not ha'it with me? Sub. O, good Sir! 
There muſt a World of Ceremonies paſs, 
You muſt be bath'd and fum'gated firſt: 
Beſides, the Queen of Fairy does not riſe - 
Till it be Noon. Fac. Not, if ſhedanc'd to-night. 

Sub. And ſhe muſt bleſs it. Fac. Did you never ſee 

Her Royal Grace yet? Da. Whom your Aunt of Fairy? 
Jub. Not ſince ſhe kiſt him in the Cradle, Captain; 
Lean reſolve you that. Fac. Well, ſee her Grace, 
Whatere it coſt you, fora thing that I know. 

It will be ſome what hard to compaſs; but 

However, ſee her. Lou are made, be ieve it, 

If you can ſee her. Her Grace is a lone Woman, 

And very rich; and if ſne take a Phant'ſie, 

She will do ſtrange things. See her, at any hand. 

lid, ſhe may hap to leave you all ſhe has | 

It is the Doctor's fear. Dap, How will't be done then? 

Fac. Let me alone, take yon no thought. Do you 
But ſay tome, Captain, I'll ſee her Grace. 

Dap. Caprain, I'll ſee her Grace, Fac. Enough. 

Sub. Who's there? [ One knocks without. 
Anon. (Concuct him forth by the back way,) 
S r, againſt one a Clock prepare your ſelt: 

Till when you mult be faſſijng; only take 


wi wi wi wi wi 


Three 


. 
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Three drops of Vinegar in at your Noſe, 
Two at your Mouth, and one at either Ear; 
Then bathe your Fingers ends, and wafh your Eyes, 
To ſharpen your five Senſes, and cry Hum 
Thrice, and then Bux as often; and then come. 
Fac. Can you remember th.s? Dap. I warrant youu 
Fac. Well then, away. Tis but your beſtowing 
Some twenty Nobles mong her Grace's Servants, 
And put on a clean Shirt: You do not know 
What grace her Grace may do in clean Linnen. 
| Subtle, Drugger, Face. wy 
Come in: (Good Wives, I pray you forbear me now 2 
Troth I can do you no good till afternoon.) | 
What is your Name, ſay you? Abel Drugger? Dru, Yes, 
Sir, | 
Sub. A Seller of Tobacco ? Dru. Yes, Sir. Sub. Umh. 
Free of the Grocers? Dru. l, an't pleaſe you. Sub. 
Welk 5 
Your Buſineſs, Abel? Dru. This, an't pleale your Wore 
flip; | , | | 
Jam a young Beginner,and am building 
Of a new Shop, ant like your Worſhip, juſt 
At corner of a Street: (Here's the Plot on't.) 
And I would know by Art, Sir, of your Worſhip, 
Which way I ſhould make my Door, by Necromancy, 
And where my Shelves; and which ſhould be for Boxes, 
And which for Pots. I wru'd be glad to thrive, Sir. 
And I was wiſh'd to your Worſhip by a Gentleman, 
One Captain Face, that ſays you know Mens Planets, 
And their go2d Angels, and their bad. Sub. Ido, 
If Ido ſee em Fac. What! my honeſt Abel? 
Thou art well met here. Dru. Troth, Sir, I was ſpeak ing, 
ſuit as your Worſhip came here, of your Worſhip. : 
pray you ſpeak for me to Maſter Doctor. | 
Fac. He ſhall do any thing. Doctor, do you hear? 
This is my Friend, Abel, an honeſt Fellow ; 
Helets me have good Tobacco, and he does not 
dophiſt ĩcate it with Sack-lces or Oil, 
Nor waſhes it in Muſcadel and Grains, 
Ner buries it in Gravel, under Ground, 


VWrapp'd up in greaſie Leather, or piſsd Clouts: 
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But keeps it in fine Lilly- pots, that open q, — 
Smell like Conſerve of Roſes, or French Beans. U 
He has his Maple Elock, his Silver Tongs, T 
Wincheſter Pipes, and Fire of Juniper, T 
A neat, ſpruce, honeſt Fellow, and no Goldſmith, | 
Sub. H'.isatortunate Fellow, that I am ſure on pe 
Fac. Already, Sir ha' you found it? Lo' thee, Al eil r 
Sub. And in right way toward Riches — T; 


Fac. Sir, Sub. This Summer 
He will be of the Clothing of. his _m—_ ; IE 
And next Spring call d tothe Scarlet; ſpend what he can. I y. 
Fac. What, and ſo little Beard? Su. Sir, you muuſt At 
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He may have a Receipt to make Hair come: 0. 
But he ll be wile, preſerve his Youth, and fine for't; W 
His Fortune looks for him another way. | ls 
Fac. Slid, Doctor, how canſt thou know this ſo ſoon? Bu 

T am amus d at that! Su. By a Rule, Captain, : ; 


In Metapoſcopy, which I do work by ;. 
certain Star i the Forehead, which you ſee not. 
Your Cheſtnut, or your Olive-colour'd Face 
Do's never faila and your long Ear doth promiſe. . 
I knew't, by certain ſpots too, in his Teeth, - 
And on-tbe-Nail of his Mercurial Finger. 
Fac. Which Finger's that? S. Hislittie Finger. Look, 
Yo! were Born upon a Wedneſday? . 
Dru, Yes indeed, Sir. | | 
Sub. The Thumb, in Chiromanty, we give Venus; 
The Fore-finger, to-Fove; the midſt, to Satan; 
The Ring. to Sol; th: leaſt, ro-Mercury : - 
Who was the Lord, Sir, of his Horoſcope, -. 
His Houſe of Life being Libra; which t,re-ſhew'd- 
He ſhould be a Merchant, and ſhould trade with Ba lance. 
Fac. Why, this is ſtrange ! 1s't not, honeſt Nab : 
Sub. There is a Sh p now, coming from Ormns, 
That ſhall yield him, ſuch a Commodity 
Of Drugs This is the Weſt, and this the South? 
Dru. Yes, Sir. Sub. And thoſe are your two ſides ? 


Dru. L Sir. F 
Sub. Make me your Door, then, South; your Broad+ Wh; 
fide, Weſt þ i 


And, 


n 


ok, 
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And, on the Eaſt-fide of your Shop, aloſt, 
Write Mathlai, Tarmiel, and Baraborat ; 
Upon the Nor:h-part, Rael, Velel, Thiel. 
They are the Names of thofe Mercurial Spirits, 
That do fright Flyes from Boxes. Dru. Yes, Sir. dub. 
And 
Beneath your threſhold, bury mea Load-ſtone 
To draw in Gallants, that wear Spurs: The reſt, 
They'ilLſeem.to follow. Fac. That's a ſeeret, Nab? 
$46, And, on your Stall, a Puppet, with a Vice, 
And a Court u cus to call City-dames. 
You ſhalldeal much with Minerals. Dru. Sir, I have 
At home, already ——S#5. I, I know, you bave Arſaike, 
Vitriol, Sal-tartre, Argaile, Alkaly, 
Cinoper: I know all, This Fellow, Captain, 
Will come, ia time, to be « great Diſtiller, 
And give a Say (I will not ſay directly, 
But very fair) at the Philoſophers Stone. | 
Fac. Why, how now, Abel! is this true? Dru. Good 
Captain, 
What muſt | give? Fac. Nay, I'll not counſel thee. 
Thou hear'ſt what Wealth (he ſays, ſpend what thou canſt) 
Ti'artlike to ome too. Dru. I would gi' bim a Crown, 
Far. A Crovyn! and towardſuch a Fortune? Heart, 
Thou ſhalt rather gi him thy Shop. No Gold about thee ? 
Dru. Yes, I have a Portague, I ha” kept this half Lear. 
Fac. Out on thee, Nab. 'Slight, there was ſuch an offer-- 
'Shalt keep't no longer, I' gi it him for thee ? 
Doctor. Na prays your Worſhip to drink this, and ſwears 
He will appear moregrateful, as your Skill 
Do's raiſe him in the Word. Dru. Iwoul intreat- 
Another tavour of his Worſhip. Fac. What ist, Nas? 
Drs. ut, tolvok over, Sir, my Almanack, 
And croſs ut my ill- days, that I may neither 
Bargain, nor truſt upon them. Fac. That he ſhall Nab. 
Leave it, it ſhall be done, gainſt ter noon. 
Sub. And a direction for his Shelves. Fac. Now, Nab X 
Art thou well pleas d, Nas? Dru. Thank, Sir, botb 
your Worſhips. 
Fac. Away. 
Why, now you ſmoky perſecuter of Nature 3 
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Now do you ſee, that ſome-thing's to be done, 


Beſide your Beech-coal, and your cor'ſi ve Waters, Inhe 
Your Croſſlets, Crucibles, and Cucurbites? If h 
You mult have Stuff, brought Home to you, to work on? 
And yet you think I am at no expence, A 
In ſearching out theic Veins, then ſo lowing em, 
Then trying ein out. Fore God, my intelligence 
Colt me more Money, than my ſharc oft comes too, 
In theſe are Works. $46, You are pllaſant, Sir. How 
now ? 
| Face, Dol. Subt'e. ( 
Face. 1 ſays my dainty Dolkin ? Dol, Yonder Fiſh» ind 
wife 
Will not away. And there's your Gianteſs, * 
The Bawd of Lambeth. Sub. Heart, I cannot ſpeak with his 
'em. ; 


Dol. Not afore Night, 1 have told em, ina Voice, 
Thorough the Trunk, like one of your Familiars. 
But I have ſpied Sir Epicure Mammon—— Sub. Where? 
Dol. Coming along, at far end of the Lane, 
Slow ot his Feet, buttarneſt of his Tongue, 
To one that's with him. Sub. Face, go you, and ſhift. 


Dol, you muſt preſently make ready, too—— _ That 
Dol. Why, what's the matter? Sub. O, 1 did look for Shall 
him 


With the Suns riſing: Marvel, he could ſi:ep! 
This is the Day I am to perfect for him 

The Magiſterium, our great Work, the Stone: 
And yield it, made, into his Hands: of which, 
He has, this Month, talk'd, as he were poſſeſs d. 
And now he's dealing Pieces on't away, 
Methinks I ſee him entring Ordinarics, 


Diſpenſing for the Pox and Plaguy Houſes, | And! 
R-aching his Doſe, walking Moore-fie/ds tor Lepers, Vher 
And offering Citizens- Wives Pomarder- bracelets, 

As his pretervative, made of the Elixer; 3 1 
Searching the Spittle, to make old Bawds young 3 Ma 
Ani the High-ways, for Beggars, to make rich: Wis L. 
J ſee no end of his Labours, He will make Il 
Nature aſnim'd, of her long ſleep: when Art, ou a 


Who's but a Step · dame, do more than ſhe, Þ L tt 
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jn her beſt to love to Mankind, ever could 
If his Dream laſt, he Il turn the Age to Gold. 


— 


1 


Mammon, Surly. 


Ome on, Sir. Now, you ſet your Foot on Shore 
n novo Orbe; Here's the rich ern : 

ind there within, Sir, are the Go den Mines, 

Great Solomon's Ophir! Ne was ſailing to't, 

Three Years, but we have reach'd it in ten Months. 

This is the Day, wherein, to allmy Friends, 

[willpronounce the happy Word, Be Rich. 
Artis Day you ſhall be ſpectatiſſimi. | 
You ſhall no more deal with the hollow Dye, 5 
Or the frail Card. No more be at charge of keeeping 
The Lwery· punk, for the young Heir, that muſt 
&al, at all Hours, in his Shirt. No more, 
If he deny, ha' him beaten to't, as he is 

That brings him the Commodity. No more 

* | thirſt of Sattin, or the covetous Hunger 
Ot velvet Entrails, for a rude-ſpun Cloke, 
To be diſplaid at Madam Auguſta s, make | 
The Sons of Sword, and Hazard fall be ore | ! 
he Golden Calf, and on their Knees, whole Nights, 
Commit Idolatry with Wine, and Trumpets: 
Urgoateaſting after Drum and Enſign. ? 
No more of this. You ſha'l ſtart up young Vicerois, 
And have your Punques, and Punquetees, my Surly. 
And unto thee, I ſpeak it firſt, Be Rich, 


Where is my Subrle, there? n Sins. 


hough! 
ellcome to you, by and by. 
Mam, That's his Fire-drake, | 
bis Lungs, his Zephyr us, be that puffs his Coals, 
he fi k Nature up, in her own * enter, 
ou are not faithful, Sir. This Night, I'll change 
that is Metal, in thy Houſe, to Gold. 
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And, early in the Morning, will 1 ſend 
To all the Plumbers, and the Pewterers, 


And buy their Tin, and Lea up: and to Lot hb ury, BY 
For all the Copper. Sur. What, aud turn that too? Wh 
Mam. Yes, and I' purchaſe Devonſhire, and Cornwall tha 


And make them perfect Indies! You admire now? Wer 
Sur. No faith. Mam. But when you ſee th* Effects o 
the great Medicine! 


Ot which one Part projected on a hundred 1 
Ot Merc ry, or Venus, or the Moon, ü 

Shall tur-. it to as many ot the Sun; 1 
Nay, to a thouſand, 10 ad infinitum: | 11 
You will believe me. Sur. Yes, when I {ee't, I will. 4 8 
Bur, if my Eyes do cozen me ſo (and 1 - 4 


Giving 'em no occaſion) ſure Ii have 
A Whore, ſhall piis ein out, next Day. Mam. Hi” © 


why ? - 
Do yout::ink, fable with you ? 1 aſſure you, | 
He that has once the Flower of the Sun, Wh 
The perfect Ruby, which we call Elixir. | 
Not only can do that, but by its Vertue, M 
Can confer Honour, Love, Reſpect, long Life, Wil 


Give Safety, Valour, yea, and Victory, 
To whom ha will. in eight and tweniy Days, 


Fll makxan old Van of hou ſcore, a Child. — 
Sur. No doubt, te's that already, Mam. Nay, I Wei 
can, 
Reſtore his Years, renew him, like an Eagle, * 
To the fifth Age; ma xe him get Sons and Daughters, TN 
Young Giants; as our I Hiloſophers have done wy 
(The ancient Patriarchs atore the Flood) Th 
But taking, once a Week, on a Knives Point, on 
The quantity of à Grain of Muſtard ot it: knd 
Become ſtout Merſes, and beget young Cupilds. Th 


Sur. The decay'd Veſtals of Pic ki-hatch would thank 
ou. 

That wp he Fire alive, there. Mam. Tis the Secret 

Cf Nature, naturaliz id 'gain'ſt all Infections, 

Cures all Diſcaſes, coming of all Cauſes; 

A Month's Grief in a Dy; a Fears in twelve: 

gad, of what Age ſorver, in a Month, 
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paſt all the Doſes of your drugging Doctors, 

Pl undertake, withal, to fright the Plague 

Out o' the Kingdom, in three Months. Sur. And Ill 

bc bound, the Player ſt all ſing your Praiſes, then, 

Without their Poets, Mam, vir, I'll do't, Meantime; 

[|| give away ſo much unto my Man, 

Sha | ſerve the whole © ity with Pref: rvative, 

Weekly; each Houſe h's Doſe, and at the rate 

Sur. As he that built the Water-work, do's with Water? 
Mam. You are incredulous. Sar. Faith I have a Hu- 
mour, 

[would not willingly be gull'd. Your Stone 

Cannot tranſmute me. Mam. Pertinax Surly, 

Will you belieye Antiquity - Records ? 

Ju ſhew you a Book, where Moſes, and his Siſter, 

And olomon have written of the Art; 

EL and a Treatiſe penn d by Adam. Saur. How ! 
Mam. O' the Hiloſophersb tone, and in high Dutch. 
Sur. e write, dir, in high Dutch? Mem. He 

1; > af 

Which proves it was the Primitive Tongue. Sur. What 

Paper ? | 
Mam. On Cedar Board, Sur. O that, indeed (they ſay) 

Will laſt gainſt Worms, Mam. Tis like your Iriſh 
—_— 

Gainſt Cob-webbs. I b:ve a piece of Jaſons's Fleece, too, 

Which was no other than a Book of Alchemy. 

Writin large Sheep-skin, a good fat Ram-vellam. 

Such was Pythagoras's Thigh, Pandora's Tub; 

And, all that Fable of Medea, Charms, 

The manner of our Work : The Bulls, our Furnace, 

Sill breathing Fire: our 4-gent-vive, the Dragon: 

Irbe Dragons Teeth, Mercury Sublimate, 

That keeps the W hiteneſs, Hardneſs, and the Biting 

And they are gaiher'd into Jaſon's Helm, 

hank (Th Alembick) and then ſow'd in Mars his Field, j 

Ind thence ſublim'd ſo often till they are fix'd. 

both this, th' Heſperian Garden, Camus Story, 

Jove's Shower, the Boon of Midas, Argus Eyes, | 

Boccace, his Demoger2an, thouſands more, 

labſtra Riddles of our Stone. How now ? 
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: Mammon, Face, Surly. 
Mam. Do we ſucceed ? s our Day come ? and hold's it 
Fac. TheEvening will ſetred upon you, Sir; 
You have Colour for it, Crimſon : the red Ferment 
Has done his Office, Three Hours hence, prepare you 
To ſec Projection. Mam. Pertinax, my Suriy, 
Again, I fay to thee, aloud, Be Rich, | 
This Day, Thou ſhalt have Ingots: and, to Morrow, 


Give Lords th* Aﬀront. Is it, my Zephyrus, right? 


'Bluſhes the Bolr5-head? Fac. Like a Wench with Chil: 


Sir, 

That were, but now, diſcover'd to her Maſter. 

Mam. Excellent witty Lungs! My only Care is, 
Where to get Stuff enough now, to project on, 
This Town will not halt ſerve me. Fac. No, Sir? Bu 
The covering off o' Churches, Mam. That's true. 

Fac. Yes. | 
Let em ſtand bare, as do their Auditory. 


Or Cap em new, with Shingles. Mam. No, goc 


Thatch: 
Thatch will lie light upo the Rafters, Lungs, 


Lunge l will manumit thee, trom the Furnace; 
Iwill reſtore thee thy Complexion, Puffe, 

' Loft inthe Embers; and repair this Bram, _ - 
"Hurt wi'the Fume, o' the Metals. Fac; I have blow: 


Sir, 


- Hard for your Worſhip ; thrown by many a Coal. 


When twas no: Beech; weigh'd thoſe I put in, juſt, 
To keep your Heat ſtill even; Theſe gj ear d- eyes 
Have wak'd, to read your ſeveral Colours, Sir, 

Of the Pale Citron, the Green Lyon, the Crow, 


The Peacocks Tail, the plumed Swan. Mam. And laſtly; 


Thou haſt deſcryed the Flower, the Sanguis Agni ? 
Fac. Yes, Sir. Mam. Where's Maſter ? Fac, 4 
Prayers, Sir, he, | | 
Good Man. he's doing his Devotions, 
For the Succeſs. Mam. Lungs, I will ſet a Period 
To all thy Labours: Thou ſhalt be the Maſter 
Of my 2 Fac. Good, Sir. Mam. But do ye 
bear: 
l geld you, Lungs. Fac. Yer, Sir. Mam. For Id 
mean 
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To have aa Liſt of Wives and Concubines, 

Equal with Solomon, who had the Stone 

Alike with me: and I will make me a Back 

With the Elixer, that ſhall be as tough 

As Hercules, to encounter Fifty a Night. 

Th art ſure thou ſrwꝰ ſt it Blood? Fac. Both Blood and Spirit; 
Sir. 

Mam. I will have all my Beds, blown up; not ſtuft; 
Down is too hard. And then, mine Oval Room 
Fill'd with ſuch Pictures as Tiberius took 
From Elephants, and dull Aretine 
But coldly imitated. Then, my Giaſles 
Cut in more ſubtil Angles, to diſperſe 
And multiply the Figures, as I walk 
Naked between my Succaba. My Miſts 
I'll have of Pertume, vapour'd 'bout the Room, 
To loſe our ſelves in; and my Baths, like Pits 
To fall into: from whence we will come forth, 
And rowl us dry in Goſſamour and Roſes. 

(Is it arriv'd at Ruby?) — Wherel ſpy 

A wealthy Citizen, orrich Lawyer, 

Have a ſublim'd pure Wite, unto that Fellow 
I' ſend a thouſand Pound, to be my Cuckold. 

Fac. And I (tallcarry it? Mam. No, Tl ha' no Bawds; 
But Fathers ard Mothers. They will do it beſt, 
Beſt of allothers. And my Flatterers 
Shall be the pure, and graveſt of Divines, 

That I can get for Money. My meet Fools, 
Eloquent Burgefles, and then my Poets 

The ſame that writ ſo ſubtily of the art. 
Whom I will entertain ſtill for that Subject. 


| The few that would give out themſelves, to be 


Court and Town-ſtallions, and, each where, belye 
Ladies, who are known molt innocent, for them; 
Thoſe will I beg, to make me Eunuchs of: 

And they ſhall fan we with ten Eſtrich Tails 

A Piece, made in a Plume, to gather Wind. 

We will be brave, Paffe, now we ha' the Med'cine. 
My Meat ſhall all come in Indian Shells, | 
Diſhes of Agat {et in Gold and ſtudded 


With 
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With Emeralds, Saphirs, Hyacinths, and Rubies: 
The Tongues of Carps, Dormiſe, and Camels Heels, 
Boil'd the Spirit ot Sol, and diſſolv'd Pearl, 
(Apicius Diet, gainſt the Epilepſie) 
And | will eat theie Broaths with Spoons of Amber, 
Beaded with Diamond, and Carbuncle. 
My t oot-Boy ſhall cat Pheaſants, calver'd Salmons, 
Knots, Godwits, Lamprey's: I my ſeif will have 
The Beardsot Barbels ſerv'd inſtead of *allads ; 
Oil'd auſbroomes; and the ſwelling unctuous Paps 
Ot a fat pregnant ow, newly cut off, 
Dreit with an exquifite, and poynant Sauce 
For which, | ll ſay unto my Cook, There's Gold, 
Go forth, and be a Knight. ac. Sir, I'll go look 
A little how it heightens. Mam. Do. My Shirts 
Il have of Taffata-ſ r ſnet. ſofr, ard light 
As Cob- webs; and for all my other Rayment, 
It ſhall be ſuch as might provoke the Per{/an, 
Were he to teach the World Riot anew. 
My Gloves of Fiſhes, and Bird skins, perfum'd 
With Gumsof Paradiſe, and Eaſtern Ar. 
Sur. And do' you think to have the Stone with this? 
Mam. No, I do think t' have al this, with the Stone. 
Sur. Why, I have heard, he muſt be homo frugi, 
A Pious, Holy, and Religious Man, 
One tree from mortal Sin, a very Virgin. 
Mam. That makes it, Sir, he is ſo. But I buy it. 
My Venture brings it me. He, honeſt Wretch, 
A Notable, Superſtitious, good Soul, 
Has worn his Knees bare, and his Slippers bald, 
With Prayer and Faſting for it: and Sir, let him 
Do it alone, for me, ſtill, Here he comes. 
Not a prophane Word, afore him: Tis Poy ſon. 
| Mammon, Subtle, Surly, Face. 
Mam. Good Morrow, Father. Sus. Gentle Son, good 
Morrow, 
And to your Friend there. What is he, with you? 
Mam. An Heretick, that I did bring along, 
In hope, Sir, to convert him. Sub. Son, I doubt T 
Yo'are covetous that thus you meet your Time Ir 
I* the juſt Point: pre vent your Day, at Morning. we 
18 
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This argues ſomething, worthy of a Fear 
Of importune, and carnal Appetite, 
Take becd, do you not cauſe the Bleſſing to leave y 
With your ungovern d haſte. I ſhould be ſorry 
To ſee my Labours, now een at Perfection, 
Got by long watching, and large Patience, 
Not proſper, where my Love and Zeal hath plac 
Which (Heaven I call to Witneſs, with your ſeif, 
To whom I have pour'd my Thoughts) in all my Ends, 
Have look'd no way, but uato publick Good, 115 4 
To pious Uſes, and dear Charity, | 
Now grown a Prodigy with aen. Wherein 
If you, my Son, ſhould now prevaricate, 
And, to your own particular Luſts, employ 
So go and Catholick a Bliſs, be ſure, 
A Curſe will follow, yea, and overtake 
Your ſubtle and moſt ſecret way. Mam. I know, Sir. 
You ſhall not need to fear me. 1 but come, 
To hz' you confute this Gentleman. Sur. Who is, 
Indeed, Sir, ſomewhat cauſtive of Belief | 
Toward your Stone: Would not be Gull'd, Sub. Well, Son; 
All that I can convince him in, is this, 
The Work is done: Bright Solis in his Robe, 
We have a Med'cine of the triple Soul, 
The glorified Spirit. Thanks be to Heav'n, 
And make us worthy of it, ULen SPieGEL, 
Fac. Anon, Sir. Sub. Look well to the Regiſter, 
And let your Heat fill leſſen by Degrees, | 
To the Aludels. Fac. Yes, Sir. Sub. Did you look 
O' the Bolt head yet? Which, on D. Sir? Sub. I. 
What's the Complexion? Fac. Whitiſn. Sab. Infuſe 
Vinegar, | 
To draw his volatile ſubſtance, and his Tincture: 
And let the Water in Glaſs E. be feltred, 
And put into the Gripes Egg. Lute him well; 
And leave him clos'd in Balneo. Fac. I will Sir, 
Sur. What a brave Language here is? next to Cuating : 
Sub. I' have another Work, you never ſaw, So 1, 
That three Days ſince paſt the Philoſopher's Wheel, 
In the lent Heat of Athanor; and's become 
| Q Sulphur 
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need you? 
Vou flave enough, in that is perfect. Mam. O, but. 

Sub. Why, this is covetiſe! Mam. No, I aſſure you, 
] (hall employ it all in pious Uſes, 

Founding of Colleges, and Grammar Schools, 
Marrying young Virgins, building Hoſpitals, 
And now, and then, a Church. Sx6. How now ? 

Fic, Sir, pleaſe you. 

Shall I not change the felrre ? Sub. Marry, Yes, 
And bring me the Complexion of Glaſs B. 

Mam. Ha*youanother ? 8. Yes, Son, werel afſur'd 
Your Piety were firm, we would not want 
The Means to glorifie it. But I hope the beſt: 

J mean to tin& C. in Sand heat, to Morrow. 
And give him Imbibition. * Mam. Ot white Oy ? 

Sub. No, Sir, of red. F. is come over the Helm too, 
I thank my Maker, in S. Maries Bath, 

And ſhews Lac Virgmis, Bleſſed be Heaven. 
I ſent you of his faces there calcin l. 
Out of that Calx, I' ha' won the Salt of Mercury. 
Mam. By powring on your refified Vater? 
S ub. Yes, and reverberating in Athanor. 
Bow now? what Colour ſays it? Fac. The Ground black, 
Sir. 
Mam. That's your Crowes head? 
Sur. Your Cock-comb's, is't not? 
Sub. No, tis not perfect. wou. it were the Crom. 
That Work wants n Sur. (O, look'd for this, 
The Hay is a pitching) Sub. Are you ſure, you loos'd 
em 

I their own menſirue? Fac, Yes, Sir, and then married 
em, 

And put 'em in a Bolts-head, nipp'd to digeſtion, 

According as you bad me, when l ſet 

The Liguor of Mars to Circulation, 

In the fame Heat. Sub, The Proceſs, then, was right, 

Far. Yes, by the Token, Sir, the Retort brake, 

And what was ſav'd was put into the Pellicane, 

And Sign'd with Hermes Seal. Sub. I think 'twas fo, 

We ſhoud have a new Amalgama, (Sur. O, this Ferret 
Is 
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Js rank as any Pole-cat.) Sub. But I care not. 
Let him e en dye; we have enough beſide, | 
In Embrion. H. ha's his white ſhirt on? Fac, Yes, Sir, 
He's ripe for Incoration: He ſtands warm, 57 
In his Aſh-fire. I would not, you ſhould let 
Any dye now, if I might counſel, Sir, 
For lucks ſake to the reſt. It is not good. 
Mam. He ſays right. Sur. I, are you bolted? 
Fac. Nay, I know't, Sir, | 
F haveſcen th' ill Fortune. What is ſome three Ounces + 
Of Materials? Mam. Is't no more? Fac. No more: 
ir, 
Of Gold, t' Amalgame, with ſome ſix of Mercury. 
Mam. Away, here's Money, what will ſerve? 
Fac. Ask him, Sir. . 
Mam. How much? Sab. Give him Nine Pound: yout 
may g! him Ten. | | 
Sur. Yes, Twenty, and becozen'd, do. Mam. There 
'tis. | 
Sub This needs not. But that you will have it fo, 
To ſee Concluſions of all. For two 
Of our inferior Works, areat fixation. 
Athird is an Aſcenſion. Go your ways. 
Ha you ſet the Oil of Luna in Kemia? = 
Fac. Yes, Sir. Sub. And the Philoſophers Vinegar: 


Fac. I. | 3 
Sur. We ſhall have a Sallad. Mam. When do you make 
Pr ojection ? | [ 


dub. Son, be not haſty, I exal: ourMedc'ine, 
By hanging him in Balneo Vapor ofo, 
And giving Solution; then congeal him; 
For laok how oft | iterate the Work, 
So many times I add into his Vertue. | 
As, if at firſtone Ounce convert a Hundred, 
After his Second looſe, hell turn a thouſand 3 
His third Solution, ten; his fourth a hundred, 
After his fifth, athouſand thouſand Qunces 
Of any imperfe& Metal into pure 
Silver or Gold, in all Examinations, 
As good asany of the natural Mine, | 
Get.you your Stuff here againſt Afternoon, 

Q 2 | Youh 
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Your Braſs, your Pewter, and your Andirogs, 
Mam. Not thoſe of Iron? | 
Sub, Yes, you may bring them too. 
We'il change all Metals. Sur. I believe you in that. 
Mam. Then I may ſend my Spits? 
Sub. Yes, and your Racks. 
Sur. And Dripping-pans, and Pot-hangers, and Hooks? 
hall he not? Sb. If hepilezſe. To be an Af. | 
Su. How, Sir! 5 
Mam. This Gent'man you muſt bear withal: 
I told you, he had no Faith. Sur. And a little Hope, Sir; 
But much leſs Charity, ſhould I gull my ſelt. | 
Sub. Why, what have you obſerv'd, >ir, in our Art, 
Seems ſo impoſſible? Sur. But your whole Work, no 
more. | | 
That you ſhould hatch Gold in a Furnace, Sir, 
As they do Eggs in Egypt! Sub. Sir, do you 
Believe that Eggs are batch'd ſo? Sur. If I ſhould ? 
Suk. Why, I think that the greater Miracle. 
No Egg but differs fiom a Chicken more 
Than Metals in themſelves. Sur. That cannot be. 
The Eggs ordain'd by Nature to that End, 
And is a Chicken in Potentia. 

Sub. The {ame we ſay of Lead and other Metals, 
Which 2 be Gold if they had time, Mam, And 
; & 4 | 
Our Art doth further, Sub. I, for*twere abſurd 
To think that Naturein the Earth bred Gold 
Perf. ct i'the inſtant. Something went before. 

There muſt be remote Matter. Sur. I, what is that) 
Sub. _— we ſay— Mam. I, now it heats: ſtand 

Fat — | a 

Pound him to Duſt 8A. It is, of the one Part, 

A humid Exhalation, which we call | 

Materia liquids, or the unctuous Warer ; 

On the other Part, a certain Craſs and Viſcous 

Portion of Earth; both which concorporate, 

Do make the elementary Matter of Gold ; 

W hich is not yet propria Materia, 

But commune to all Metals, and all Stones. 

For, where it is forſaken of that Moiſture, 
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And hath more direneſs, it becomes a Stone; 
Where it retains more of the humid fatneſs, 
It turns to Sulphur, or to Ouickſelver, 
Who are the Parents of all other Metals, 
Nor can this remote Matter ſuddenly 
Progreſs ſo trom Extreme unto Extreme, 
As to grow Gold, and leap o're all the Means. 
Naturedoth firſt beget th' imperfect, then 
Proceeds fhe to the Perfect. Of thataiery 
And oily Water, Mercury is engendered ; 
Sulphur of the fat and carthly Part; the one 
(Which is the laſt) ſupplying the Place of Male, 
The other of Female, in all Metals, | 
Some do believe Hermaphrodeity, . 
That both do act ans ſuffer, But theſe to : 
Make the reſt ductile, Ma'leable, extenſive. 
And even in Gold they are; for we do find 
Seeds of them, by our Fire, and Gold in them; 
And can produce the Speciesot each Metal 
More perte& thence, than Nature doth in Earth. 
Beſide, who doth not ſee, in daily Practice, 
Art can beget Bees, Hornets, Beetles, Wasps, 
Out of the .Cacrcaſſes and Dung of Creatures; 
Yea, Scorpions of an Herb, being rightly phac'd ? 
Ani theſeareliving Creatures, far more perfect 
And excellent than Metals. Mam. Well ſaid, Father! 
Nay, if he take you in Hind, Sir, with an Argument, 
He'li ny you in a Mortar, Sur. Pray you, Sir, ſtay. 
Rather than IU be bray'd, Sir, I' believe 
That Alchemy is a pretty kind ot Game, 
Somewhat like Trickso* the Cards, to cheat a Man 
Wich Charming, Sub. Sir? | 
Sur. What ell: are all your Terms, 
Whereon no one o your Writers grees with other? 
Of your Elixir, your Lac Virginis, 
Your Stone, your Med cine, and your Chryſoſperme, 
Your Sal, your Salphur, and your Mercury, 
Your Oil of Height, your Treeof Life ; your Blood; 
Your Marcheſite, your Tutie, your Magneſia, 
Your Tvade, your Crow, your Dragon, and your Panther, 
Your Sun, your Moon, your Firmament, your Adrop, - 
C 3 . Tour 
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Your Lato, Azoch, Zernich, Chibrit, Heautarit,, 
And then your Red Man, and your IWhite Woman, 
With all your Broths, your Menſtru es, and Materials, 
Of Piſs and Egg ſhes, Womens Terms, Mans Blood, 
Hair o th Head, bxrnt Clouts, Chalk, Merds, and Clay, 
Powder of Bones, Scalings of Iron, Glaſs, 
And Worlds of other ſtrange Ingredients, z 
Would burſt a Man to name? 8.6. And all theſe nam d. 
Intending but one thing ; which Art our Writers 
Us'd to obſcure their Art. Mam. Sir, fo I told him, 
Becauſe the ſimple Idiot ſhould not learn it, 
And make it Vulgzr. Sab. Was not all the Knowledge 
Of the Ægyptians writ in myſtick Symbols? 
Speak not the Scriptures oft in Parables? 
Are not the choiceſt Fables of the Poets, 
That were the Fountains and firſt Springs of Wiſlom, 
Wrapt in perplexed Allegories? Mam. | urg'd that, 
Andclear'd to him, that Sy{iphwus was damn 
To roll the ceaſleſs Stone, only becauſe 
He would ha ve ours common. Whois this? [ Doll is ſesn, 
God's precious... What do you mean? Goꝛin good Lady, 
Let me intreat you. Where's this Varlet ? Fac. Sir ? 
Sub. You very Knave! do you ule me thus? 
Fac. Wherein, Sir ? 
Sub. Goin, and ſee, you Traitor. Go. 
Mam. W ho is it, Sir? | 
Sub. Nothing, Sir: Nothing. 
Mam. What's the matter, good Sir ? 
L have not ſeen you thus diſtemper'd ? Who ist? 
Sub. All Arts have ſtill had, Sir, their Ad ver ſaries; C 
But ours the moſt Ignorant, What now? | Face returnt. 
Fas, Twas not my Fault, Sir; ſhe would ſpeak with 
ou. 
Sub. Would ſhe, Sir ? Follow me. 
Mam. Stay, Lungs. Fac. I dare not, Sir. 
Mam. How! pray thee ſtay. 
Fac, She's mad, Sir, and ſent hither 
Mam. Stay Man, what is ſhe? Fac. A Lord's Siſters 
Sir. | 5 
He'll be mad too. Mam. I warrant thice.) 
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Fac, Sir to be curd, Sur. Why Raſcal! | 
Fac. Loe you. Here, Sir, [ He goes out 
Mam. Fore God, a Bradamante, a brave Piece. F 
Sur. Heart, this is a Bawdy-houſe ! I'll be burnt elſe. 
Mam. O, by this Light, no. Do not wrong him H'is: 
Too ſcrupulous that Way. It is his Vice. 
No, h'is a rare Phyſician, do him right, | 
An excellent Paracelſion, and has done 
Strange Cures with Mineral Phyſick. He deals all 
With Spirits, he. He will not hear a word 
Of Galen, or his tedious Recipe's. | 
How now, Lungs! [ Face again; 
Fac. Softly, Sir, ſpeak ſoftly. I meant | 
To ha' told your Worſhip all. This muſt not hear. 
Mam. No, be will not be gull'd : Let;him alone. 
Fac. Y'are very right, Sir, ſhe is a moſt rare Scholar, 
And is gone mad with ſtudying Braughton's Works. 
If you but namea Word touching the Hebrew, 
She falls into her Fit, and will diſcourſe 
So learnedly of Genealigies, 
As you would run mad too, to hear her, Sir, 
Mam. How might one do t' have Conference with her. 
Lungs? 1 
Fac. O, divers have run mad upon the Conference. 
I do not know, Sir: Iam ſent in haſte, 1-42 wt 
To fetcha Viol. Sur. Be not gull'd; Sir Mammon. 
Mam. Wherein? Pray ye, be patient. 
Sur. Yes, as you are, 
And truſt confedrate Knaves, and Bawds, and Whores. 
Mam. Lou are too foul, believe it. Come here, len 
One word. Far. I dare not, in good faith. | 
Mam. Stay, Knave. X 
Fac. H' is extream angry that you ſa her, Sir. 
Mam. Drink that. What is ſhe when ſhe's out of het 
| Fit ? 
Fac. O, the moſt affableſt creature, Sir; ſo merry! 


So pleaſant! ſne' il mount you up, like Qgial- ſilver, 


Over the Helm; and circulate, like Oyl, 

A very Vegetal: Diſcourſe of State, 

Qt Mathematicks,. Bawary, any thing ; 
Q. 4 Mans 
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Mam. Is ſhe no way acceſſible ? no means, 
No trick togive a Man a taſte of her wit 
Or ſo? Ur EM. Fac. I'll come to you again, Sir, 
Mam. Surly, I did not think, one o' your breeding 
Would traduce Perſonages ot worth. Fur. Sir Epicure, 
Tour Friend to uſe: yet, ſtill, loth to be gull'd. 
I do not like your Philoſophical Bawds. 
Their Stone js Letchery enough to pay for, 
Without this Bait. Mam. Heart, you abuſe your ſelf. 
I know the Lady, and her Friends, and Means, 
The Original of this Diſaſter. Her Brother 
H'as told me all. Sur. And yet you ne're ſaw her 
Till now? Mam. O, yes, but 1 forgot, I have (believe 
it 
One bib treac herouſeſt memories, I do think, 
Of all mankind. Sur. What call you her Brother? 
Mam. My Lord 
He wi not have his Name known, now think on't. 
Sur. A very treacherous memory! Mam. O' my faith-. 
Sur. Tut, if you ha' it not about you, paſs it, 
Till we meet next. Mam. Nay, by this hand, tis true. 
He's one | honour, and my Noble Friend, 
And I reſpect his houſe. Sur. Heart! can it be, 
Tut a grave Sir, a rich, that has no need, 
A wiſe Sir too, at other times, ſnould thus 
With his owo Oaths, and Arguments, make hard m 
To gull himſelf ? and this be your Elixir, 
Your lapis mineralis, and your lunary, 
Give me your honeſt trick, yet, at Primero, 
Or Gleek; and take your lutum ſapientis, 
Your menſtruum ſimplex: I'll have Gold before you, 
And with leſs Danger of the Duick-ſelver, 
Or the hot Sulphur. 
Fac. Here's one from Captain Face, Sir? {Ty Surly. 
Deſires you to meet him i' the Temple Church, 
Some halt hour hence, and upon earneſt Buſineſs, 
Sir, if you pleaſe to quit us, now; and come 
He whiſpers Mammon. 
Again within two hours, you ſhall have 
My Maſter buſie examining o the works; 


* 
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And J will teal er unto the Party, 
That you may ſee her converſe. Sir, ſhall I ay, 
You'll meet the Captains Worſhip ? Sur. I will. 
But, by Attorney, and to a ſecond purpoſe. 
Now, I am ſure, it is a Bawdy-houſe; 
PII ſwear it, were the Marſhal here to thank me: 
The naming this Commander doth confirm it. 
Don Face! Why, h' is the moſt authentick Dealer 
I' theſe Commodities! The Superintendent 
To all the quainter Traffickers in Town... 
He is the Viitor, and does appoint, 
Who lies with whom, and at what hour; what price; 
Which Gown; and in whatSmock ; what Fall ; whaTyre; 
Him will I prove, by a third Perſon, to find | 
Tae Subtilties of this dark Labyrinth: 
— if I do diſcover, dear Sir Mammon, NN 
You'll give your poor Friend leave, though no Philoſopher, . 
T6 laugh: * vou that are, tis thought. ſhall Koa : 
Fac. Sir, he does pray, you'll not forget. 
Sur. Iveill not, Sir. | 
Sir Epicure, I ſhallleave you? 
Mam. I follow you, ſtraight... 
Fac. But do fo, good Sir, to avoid Suſpicion; 
This Gent'man has a par*.ous head. 
Mam. But wilt thou, UL EN, 
Be conſtant to thy promiſe? Fac. As my life, Sir. 
Mam. And wilt thou.infinuate what. 1 am? and praiſe 
me? 
And fay; I am a noble Fellow? 
Fac. O'what elſe, Sir? 
And, that you'll make her royal, with the Stone,”. 
An Empreſs ; and your ſelf King of Bantam. 
Mam. Wilt thou do this? . | 
Fac. Will I, Sir? Mam. Lungs, my Lungs! 
I love thee, Fac. Send your ſtuff, Sir, that my M. ſter- 
May buſic himſclf. about project on. 
Mam. Th' hiſt witch'd me, Rogue: Take, go. 
Fac. Your Jack, and all, Sir. 
Mam. Thou art a V. iin I will ſend my Jack; . 
Aud the Weights too. Slave, I could bite thine Ear. 


QF. Away, 
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Away, thou doſt nat care for me Fac. Not I, Sir? 


Mam, Come, I was born to make thee, my good wess., 


ſel, 

Set thee on a bench, and ha thee twirl a Chain 

With the beſt Lords Vermine of em all. Fac. Away, Sir. 
Mam. A Count, nay, a Connt-Palative—— 

Fac. Good, Sir, go. 

Mam. Shall not advance thee better: no, nor faſter... 

| Subt le, Face, Del. 

Has he bit? has he bit? | 

Fac. And ſwallow'd too, my Subtle. 

I ba' giv'n him Line, and now he plays, y'faith;. 

Sub. And ſhall wetwitch him? | 

Fac. Thorow both the Gills, 

A wenchis a rare bait, with whicha Man 

No ſooner'staken, but he ſtraight firks mad, 

Sub. Dol, my Lord Wha'ts' bums Siſter, you muſt now- 
Bear your ſelf SrarELIch. Dol. O let me alone. 
I'll not forget my Race, I warrant you. 

IIl keep my diſtance, laugh, and talk aloud; 

Have all the tricks of a proud ſcurvy Lady, 

And be as rude as her Woman, Fac. Well ſaid, Sanguino. 
Sub. But will he ſend his Andirons? | 
Fac. His Jack too; 

And's Iron ſhooing-horn: I ha' ſpoken to him. Well, 

I muſt not looſe my wary Gameſter, yonder, 

Sub. O Monſieur Caution, that will not be gull'd ? 

Fac. I, if I can ſtrike a fine hook into him, now, 

The Temple-Church, there I have caſt mine Angle. 

Well, pray for me. Ill about it. 

Sub. What, more Gudgeons ! 

| I dne kn oct. 

Dol, ſcout, ſcout; ſtay, Face, yo, muſt go to the Door. 

Pray God it be my Arabaptiſt, Who is t, Dol? 

Dol. I know him not, he looks like a Gold- end- man. 

Sub. Gods ſo! 'tis he, he ſaid he would ſend. 

What call you him? 

The ſanctißed Elder, that ſhould deal 

For Mammon 's Jack and Andirons! Let him in. 

Stay, help me off, firſt, with my Gown. Away: 

Madam, to your withdrawing Chamber. Now, 
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In a new tune, new geſture, but old language: 
This tellow is ſent from one negotiates with me 
About the Stone too; for the holy Brethren 
Of Amſterdam, the exil'd Saints: That hope 
 Toraile their Diſeipline by it. I muſt uſe him 
In ſome ſtrange taſhion, now, to make him admire me: 
Subtle, Face, Ananias. - 
Where is my Drudge ? Fac. Sir. 
Sub. Take away the . e 
And rectifie your Menſtrua from the Phlegma. 
Then pour it o' the Sol, in the Cucurbite, 
And let em macerate together. Fac. Yes, Sir. 
And fave the Ground? $ub, No: Terra damnata 
Muſt not have entrance in the Work. Who are you?* 
Ana. A faithful Brother, if it pleaſe you. 
Sub. What's that? | 
A Lullianiſt ? a Ripley? Filins artis? 
Can you ſublime and dulcifie? caicine ? f 
Know you the Sapor Pontick ? Sapor Stipticx? 
Or what is homogene, or heterogene? 
Ana. I underſtand no Heathen Language, truly. 
Fub. Heathen, you Knipper-Doling ? Is Ars ſacra, - 
Or Chryſopceia, or Spagyrica, 
Or the Pamphyſick, or Panarchick Knowledge, 
A Heathen Language? Ana. Heathen Greek; I take it. 
Sub. How? Heathen Greek ? | 
Ana. All's Heathen but the Hebrew. 
Sub. Sirrah, my Varlet, ſtand you forth, and ſprak tos 
him, 
Like a Philoſopher : Anſwer i the Language. 
Name the Vexations, and the Martyrizations 
Ot Metals in the work. Fac. Sir, Putretaction, 
Solution, Ablution, Sublimation, 
Cohobation, Calcination, Ceration, and 
Fixation. Sub. This is Heathen Greek, to you now? 
And whence comes Vivification? Fac. Atter Mortificas- 
tion. 
Sub. What's Cohobation. Fac: Tis the pouring on- 
Your Aqua Regis, and then drawing him off, 


To the trine Circle ot the ſever Sphears, - 


Sabi. 
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Sub. What's the proper paſſion of Metals ? 
Fac. Malleation. 
Sub. What's your ultimum ſupplicium auri? 
Fac. Antimonium. 
Sub. This's Heathen Greek to you? And what's your 
Mercury? . 
Fac. A very fugitive, he willbe gone, Sir. 
Sub. How know you him? Fac. By his Viſeolitic, 
His Oleoſity, and his Suſcitability. | 
Sub. How do you ſublime him? 
Fac. With the calce of Egg-ſhels, 
White marble, Chalk. S. Your Magiferium, now? 
What's that? Fac. Shifting, Sir, your Elements, 
Dry into cold, cold into moiſt, moiſt into hot, hot ints 


dry. 

Sub. "This's HeathenGreek to you ſtill? | 
Your Lapis Philoſophicus? Fac. Tis a Stone, and not 
A Stone; a Spirit, a Soul, and a Body: 
Which if you do diſſolve, it is difloly'd; 
If you coagulate, it is coagulated; 
If you make it to fly, it flieth, Sub. Enough. 
This's Heathen Greeł to you? What are you, Sir * 

Ana. Pleaſe you, a Servant of the exil'd Brethren, 
That deal with Widows, and with Orphans Goods; 
And make a juſt Account unto the Saints: | 
A Deacon. Sub. O, you are ſent rom Maſter Wholſome, 
Your Teacher ? Ana. From Tribulation Wholſome, 
Our very zealous Paſtor, Sub. Good, I have. 
Some Orphans Goods to come here.. 

Ana, Of what kind, Sir? 

Sub. Pewter, and Braſs, Andirons, and Kitchen-ware; 
Metals, that we muſt uſe our Med'cine on : 
Wherein the Brethren may have a penn'orth, 
For ready money. Ana, Were the Orphans Parents- 
. Sincere Profeſſors ? 

Sub. Why do you ask ? Ana. Becauſe: 
We then are to deal juſtly, and give (in truth) 
Their urmoſt value. Sb. Slid you'ld cozen elſe; 
And it their Parents were not of the faithful? 
I will not truſt you, now L think on't,. 


A . 
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Till Pba' talk'd with your Paſtor. Ha' you brought mo- 


"ti | 
To day ales Coals ? 
Ana. No ſurely, Sub. No? How ſo? 
Ana. The Brethren bid me ſay to you, Sir, 
_— they will not venture any more, 
Till they may ſee projection. 
Sub. How! Ana. Yo' have had, 
For the Inſtruments, as Bricks, and Lome and Glaſſcs 
Already thirty pound; and for Materials, 
They ſay, ſomeninety more: And they have heard ſfing& 
That one, at Heidleberg, made it of an Egg, 
And a ſmall paper of Pm- duſt. 
Sub, What's your Name? 
Ana, My Name is Ananias. 
Sub. Out, the Varlet 
That coz:n'd the Apoſtles! Hence, away, 
Flee Miſchief; had your holy Confiſtory - 
No Name to ſend me, of another Sound, 
Than wicked Ananias * ſend your Elders 
Hither to make Atenement for you, quickly, 
And gi' me Satisfaction; or out goes 
The Fire: And down th' Alembecks, and the fornace; 
Piger Henricus, or what not. Thou wretch; 
Both Ser icon, and Bufo, ſhall be loſt, 
Tell em. All hope of rooting out the Biſhops,. 
Or th' Antichriſtian Hierarchy ſhall periſh, 
If they ſtay threeſcore Minutes. The Aqueity, 
Terreity, and Sulphureity 
Shall run together again, and all. beannull'd, 
Thou wicked Ananas, This will fetch 'em, 
And make em haſte towards their guling more... 
A Man muſt dea] like a rough Nurſe, and fright 
Thoſe that are froward toan Appetite. 
Face, Subtle, Drugger. 
H'is buſie with his Spirits, but we'll upon him. 
Sab. How now! What Mates ? What Baiards ha' we 
here? 
Fac. I told you, he wou d be furious. Sir, here's Neb, 
Bas brought you another piece of Gold to look on: * 
£ 
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¶ We muſt appeaſehim. Give it me) and prays yor;. 
Tou would deviſe( what is it Nab?) Dru. A Sign, Sir, 
Fac. Ia good lucky one, athriving ſign, Doctor. 
Sub. I was deviſing now. 28 
Fac. (Slight, do not ſay ſo, 
He will repent he ga' you any more.) 
What ſay you to his Conſtellation, Doctor? 
The Ballance ? | 
Sub. No, that way is ſtale, and common. 
A Towniman born in Taurus, gives the Bull; 
Or the Bulls-head :: In Aries, the Ram. 
A poor device. No, I will have his Name 
Form'd in ſome myſtick Character; whoſe Rudis 
Striking the Senſes ot the paſlers by, 
Shall, by a virtual influence, breed affections, 
That may reſult upon the party owns it: 
As thus Fac. -Nab ! 
Sub. He ſhall have a Bell, that's Abel; 
And by it ſtanding one whoſe Name is Dee, 
Ina Rug Gown there's D, and Rug, thats Drug 
And right anenſt him a Dog ſnarling Er; 
There's Drugger, Abel Drugger. That's his Sign. 
And here's now Myſtery, and Hieroglyphick! 
Fac. Abel, thou art made. 
Dru. I do thank his Worſhip. 
Fac. Six o*thy Legs more will not do it, Nas. 
He has brought youa Pipe of Tobacco, Doctor. 
Dru. Ves, Sir: | | 
Ihave another thing I would impart 
Fac. Out with it, Nab. 
Dru, Sir, there is lodg'd, hard by me 
Arich young Widow. Fac. Good? a bona roba 
Dru. But nineteen at the mot, . 
Fac. Very good, Abel. 
Dru. Marry ſis not in Faſhion yet; ſhe wears 
A hood; but'titands acop. Fac. No matter, Abel. 
Dru. And I do now and then give her afucus 
Fac. What! doſt thou deal, Nas? 
Sub. I did tell you, Captain. 
Dru And Phyſick too ſometime, Sir: For which ſhe” 
With 
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With all her Mind. She's come up here of purpoſe = 
To learn the Faſhion.. 5 
Fac. Good (his Mateh too!) on, Nad.. 
Dru. And ſhe do's ſtrangely long to know her fortune! 
Fac. Gods lid, Na6, fend her tothe Doctor hither. 
Dru. Yes, { have ſpoke to her of his Worſhip already: 
But ſhe's afraid it will be blown abroad, 
And hurt her Marriage. Fac. Hurt it ? *tisthe way 
To heal it, if Gs tomake it more 
Follow*d and ſought :  Nab, thou ſhalt tell her this. 
She'!llbe mote known, more talk'd of; and your Widows: 
Are ne'er of any price till they be famous; : 
Their Honour is the multitude of Suitors : 
Send her, it may be thy good Fortune. What? 


Thou doit not know. Dru. No, Sir, ſhe'll never mar- 


b Knight. Her Brother has made a Vow. 
Fac. What, and doſt thou deſpair, my little Nas, 
Knowing what the Doctor has ſet down for thee, 
And ſeeing ſo many of the City dubb'd 7 
One Glaſs o' thy water, with a Madam, I know 
Will have it done, Nab, What's her Brother? a Knight? 
Dru. No, Sir, a Gentleman newly warm in his land, 
Sir, gn 
Scarce cold in his one and twenty, that do's govern 
His Siſter here; and isa Man himſelf | | 
Of ſome three thouſanda year, and is come up 
To learn to quarrel, and to live by his Wits, 
And will go down again, and die i“ the Country. 
Fac. How! to quarrel? Dru. Yes, Sir, to carry, Quarreli 
As Gallants do; to manage em by Eine. | 
Fac. Slid, Nab! The Doctor is the only Man 
In Chriſtendom for him. He has made a Table, 
With Mathematical Demonſtrations, | 
Touching the Art of Quarrels. He will give him 
An Inſtrument toquarrel by. Go, bring em both, 
Him and his Siſter. And, for thee, with her 
The Doctor happ'ly may perſuade. Goto. 
Shat gave his Worſhip anew-Damask Suit 
Upon the premiſſes. 
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Sub. O, good Captain. Fac. He ſhall, 
He is the honeſteſt fellow, Doctor. Stay not, 
No Offers, bring the Damask, and the Parties. 
Dru. Il try my power, Sir. 
Fac. And thy will too, Na. 
Sub. Tis good Tobacco, this! what is'tan Ounce? 
Fac. Hell ſend you a pound, Doctor. 
Sub. O, no. Fac. He will do't. 
It is the goodeſt Soul. Abel, about it. 
(Tnou ſhalt know more anon. Away, be gone.) 
- A miſerable Rogue, and lives with Cheeſe, 
And has the worms. That was the Cauſe indeed 
W hy be came now. He dealt with me in private, 
To get a Med cine for em. 
Sub. And ſhall, Sir. This works. 
Fac. A wife, a wife for one on' us, my dear Subtle: 
Well e' en draw Lots, and he that fails, ſball have 
The more in Goods, the other has in Tail. 
Sub. Rather the leſs. For ſhe may be ſo light 
She may want Grains. | 
Fac. I, or be ſuch a burden, 
A Man would ſcarce enduse her for the whole. 


Sub. Faith; beſt let's {ee her firſt, and then determine. 


Fac. Content. But Dol muſt ha'no breathon't.. 
Sub. Mum. 

Away, you to your Surly yonder, catch him. 
Fac, Pray God I ha not ſtaid too lorg, . 
Sub. I tear it. 


—— ——— 
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ACT II. SCENE I. 
Tribulation, Ananias. 


N rr are common to the Saints, 
And ſuch rebukes we of the Separation 

Muſt bear with willing ſnoulders, as the trials 

Sent forth io tempt our frailties. 
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Ana, In pure Zeal 
T do not like the Man, he is 2 Heathen, 
And ſpeaks the Language of Canaan, truly. 
Tri. I think him a prophane Perſon indeed, 
Ana. He bears 
The viſible mark of the Beaſt in his fore- head. 
And for bis Stone, it is a work of darkneſs, 
And with Phlioſophy bli nds the Eyes of Man. 
TYi. Good Brother, we muſt bend unto all means 
That may give furtherance tothe holy Cauſe, 
Ana. Which his cannot: The ſanctified Cauſe 
Should haves ſanctified Courſe. 
Tri. Not always neceſſary: 
The Chiidren of Perdition are oft- times 
Made Inſt; uments even of the greateſt works. 
Betide, ws ſhould give ſomewhat to Mans nature, 
The place he lives in, ſtil] about the Fire, 
And fume of Metals, that introxicate. 
The brain of Man, and make him prone to Paſſion, 
Where have you greater Atheiſts than your Cooks? 
Or more prophane, or Cholerick, than your Glaſsmen? 
More Antichriſtiantban your Bell-founders? 
What makes the Devil ſo deviliſh, 1 would ask you, 
Sathan, our common Enemy, but his being 
Perpetually about the Fire, and boiling 
Brimflone and Arſaick? We mult give, I ſay, 
Untothe Motives, and the ſtirrers up 
Of Humours in the Blood. It may be ſo, 
When as the work is done, the Stone is made, 
This heat of his, may turn into a Zeal, 
And ſtand up for the beauteous diſciptine, 
Againſt the menſtruous Cloth, and Rag of Rome. 
We muſt await h's calling, and the coming 
Ot the good Spirit. You did fault, t' upbraid him 
With the Brethrens bleſſing at Heidelberg, weighing 
What need we have to haſten on the work, 
For the reſtoring of the ſilenc'd Saints, 
Which ne'er will be, but by the Philoſophers Stone. 
And fo a learned Elder, one of Scotlan , 
Aſſur'd me; Aurum potabile being 
The only Med cine, for the civil Magiſtrate, 
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T incline him to a feeling of the Cauſe; 
And muſt be daily us'd in the Diſeaſe. 
Ana. I have not edified more, truly, by Man; 
Not fince the beautiful 'ight firſt ſhone on me: 
And | am ſad my Zeal hath ſo offended. 
Tri. Let us call on him then. 
Ana. The motion's good, 
And of the Spirit; I will knock firſt: Peace be within. 
| Subtle, Tribulaticn, Ananias, 
O'are you come? Twas time. Your threeſcore mi- 
nutes 
Were at laſt thread, you ſee; and dovyn had gone 
Furnus acediæ, Turris circulatorius: 
Lembek, Bolts-head, Retart, and Pelican 
Had all been Cinders. Wicked Ananias! 
Art thou return d? Nay then, it goes down yet. 
Tri. Sir, be appeaſed, he is come to humble 
Himſelf in Spirit, and to ask your patience, 
If too much Zeal hath carried him aſide 
From the due path. Sa. Why, this doth qualifie] 
Di. The Brethren had no purpoſe, verily, 
To give you the leaſt grievance : But are ready 
Tolend their willing hands to any project 
The Spirit and you direct. 
Sub. This qualifies more! 
Tri. And for the Orphans goods, let them be yalu'd, 
Or what is needful elſe to the holy work, 
It ſhall be numbred; here, by me, the Saints 
Throw down their Purſc betore you. 
Sub. This qualifies moſt! 
Why, thus it ſhould be, now you underſtand, 
Have I diſcours'd ſo unto you of our Stone, 
And of the good that it ſhall bring your Cauſe? 
Shew'd you (beſide the main of hiring Forces 
Abroad, drawing the Hollanders, your Friends, 
From th' Indies, to ſerve you with all their Fleet) 
That even the med'cinal uſe ſhould make you a Faction, 
And party in the Realm? As, put the caſe, 
That ſome great Man in State, he have the Gout, 
Why, you but ſend three drops of your Elixir, 
Youhelp him ſtraight : There you ave made a * | 
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Another has the Palſie, or the Dropſie, 
He takes of your incombuſtible ſtuff, 
He's young again : There you have made a Friend. 
A Lady that is paſt the feat of Body, 
Tho' not of mind, and hath her Face dacay d 
Beyond all cure of Paintings, you reſtore | 
With the Oyl of Talek; there you have made a Friend: 
And all her Friends. A Lord that isa Leper, 
A Knight that has the Bone- ach, or a Squire | 
That hath both theſe, you make em ſmooth and ſound; 
Wich a bare fricace of your Med cine: Still 
You increaſe your Friends. 

Tri. I, "tis very pregnant. 

Sub. And then the turning of this Lawyer's Pewtey 


30 


Ana. Chriſt-tiae, I pray you. 
Subs. Yet Ananias ? 
Ana. I have done. Sub. Or changing 
His parcel gilt to maſſie Gold. Vou cannot 
But raiſe your friends. Withal, to be of power 
To pay an Army in the Field, to buß 
The King of trance out of his Realms, or Spain 
Out of the Indies. What can you not do 
Againſt Lords ipiritual and temporal, 
That ſhall oppone you Tri. Verily tis true. 
We may be temporal Lords our ſelves, I take it. 
Sub. You may be any thing, and leave off to mak 
Long-winded Exerciſes : Or ſuck up | 
Your ha, and hum, in a tune. I not deny. 
But ſuch as are not graced in a State. 
May, for their Ends, be averſe in Religion, 
And get a tune to call the Flock together: 
For (to ſay ſooth) a tune does much with Women, 
And other phlegmatick People, it is your Bell. 
Ana, Bells are prophane: Arune may be religious. 
Sub. No warning with you? then farewel my putienee: 
*Slight, it ſhall down : I will not be thus tortur d. 
Tri. I pray you, Sir. ; 
Sub. All ſhall periſh, I have ſpoke it. 


Tri. Let me find grace, Sir, in your Eyes: The Man 
He ſtands corrected: Neither did his zcal | 
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(But as your ſelf) allow a tune ſomewhere; 


Which now being to'ard the Stone, we ſhall not need, 


Sub. No, nor your holy Vizard, to win widows 
To give you Legacies; or make zealous wives 
To rob their husbands for the Common Caule : 
Nor take the ſtart of Bonds broke but one day, 
And ſay, they were forfeited by Providence. 
Nor ſhall you need o're night to eat huge meals, 
To celebrate your next days Faſt the betcer : 
The whilſt the Brethren and the Siſters humbled, 
Abate tbe ſtiffneſs of the fleſh. Nor caſt 
Before your hungry Hearers ſcrupulous Bones; 
As whether a Chriſtian may hawk or hunt, 
Or whether Matrons of the Holy Aſſembly 
7 their Hair out, or wear Doublets ; 
Or have that Idol Starch about their Linnen. 
Ana. It is indeed an Idol. 
Tri. Mind him not, Sir. 
I do command thee, Spirit (of zeal, but trouble) 
To Peace within him. Pray you, Sir, go on. 
Sub. Nor ſhall you need to libel gainſt the Prelates, 
And ſhorten ſo your Ears againſt the bearing 
Of the next wire-drawn Grace, Nor of neceſſity 
Rail againſt Plays, roplcaſe the Alderman, 
Whole daily Cuſtard you devour. Nor lie 
With zealous Rage till you are hoarſe. Not one 
Of theſe ſo ſingular Arts. Nor call your ſelves 
By Names of Tribulation, Perſecution, 
Reſtraint, Long · Patience, and ſuch like affected 
By the whole family, or wood of you, 
Only for Glory, and to catch the Ear 
Of the Diſcip e. Tri. Truly, Sir, they are 
Ways that he Godly Brethren bave invented 
For propagation ot the glorious Cauſe, 
As very notable means, and whereby alſo 
Themſelves grow ſoon, and — tamous: 
Sub. O, but the Stone, all's idleto't ! nothing ? 
The Art of Angels, Nature's Miracle, 
The divine Secret that doth fly in Clouds 
From Eaſt to Weſt; and whoſe traditipn 
Is not from Men, but Spirits. 


Ana, 
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Ana. H hate Traditions: 
I do not truſt them Tri. Peace. | 
Ana, They are Popiſh, all. . 851 0 
I will not peace. I will not — Tri. Anaxias. 
Ana. Pleaſe the prophane, to grieve the godly, I may 
not. | | 
dub. Well, Ananias, thou ſhalt overcome. 
Tru. It is an ignorant zeal that haunts him, Sir, 
But truly, elſe, a very faithful Brother, 
A Botcher : anda man, by revelation, 
That hath a competent knowledge of the truth. 
Sub. Has he a competent ſum there i the Bag 
To buy the Goods within? I am made Guardian, 
And muſt, for Charity and Conſcience fake, 
Now ſee the moſt be made for my poor Orphan: 
Tho' I deſire the Brethren too, good Gainers, 
There they are within, When you bave view'd, and 
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And tane the Inventory of what they are, » 
They areready for Projection; there's no more  & 


To do: Caſt on the Med'cine, ſo much Silver 
As there is Tin there, ſo much Gold as Braſs, 
I'llgi'it you in by weight. Tri. But how long time, 
Sir, muſt the Saints expect yet? Sub, Let me ſee, 
How's the Moon now? Eight, nine, ten days hence, 
He will be Silver Potate; then three days | 
Before he Citroniſe: ſome fifteen days 
The Magiſterium will be perfected. 
Ana, About the ſecond day of the third week, 
In the ninth month? S2. Yes, my good Ananias. 
Tri. What will the Orphans Goods ariſe to, think you? 
Sub. Some hundred Marks, as much as fill'd three Cars, 
Unladed now : you'll make fix Millions of em. 
But I muſt ha' more Coals laid in. 
Tri. How! Sub. Another Load, 
And then we will have finiſh'd, We muſt now increaſe 
Our fire to Ignis ardens, we are paſt 
Fimusequinus, Balnei Cineris, 
And all hoſe lenter heats, If the holy Purſe 
Shou'd w.th this draught fall low, and that the Saints 
Do need a preſent ſum, I havea trick | 
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To melt the Pewter, you ſhall buy now, inſtantly, 
And witha tincture make you as good Dutch Dollars 
As any are in Holland. Tri. Can you fo? | 

Sub. I, and ſhall 'bidg the thira Examination, 

Ana. It will be joytul tidings to the Brethren, 

Sub. But you mult carry it lecret. Iri. I. but ſtay 
This act of coyning, is it lawtul? Au. Lawtul? 
We know no Magiſtrate. Or, if we did, 

This's foreign Coin. 
Sub. It is no coining, Sir, | 
It is but caſting. Tri. Ha? you diſtinguiſh well. 
Caſting of Money may be lawful. Ana. Tis, Sir. 
Tri. Truly, take it ſo. 
Sub. There is no ſcruple, 
Sir, to be made of it; believe Anania:: 
This Caſe of Conſcience he is ſtudied in. 

Tri. I'll make a queſtion of it to: he Brethren, 

Ana. The Brethren ſhall approve it lawful, doubt not. 
Where ſhallit be done? 

Sub. For that we'll talk anon. [ Knock without, 
There's ſome to ſpeak with me. Go in, I pray you, 
And view the parcels. That's the Inventory. _ 

I'll come to you ſtraight, Who is it? Face! Appear, 
Subtle, Face, Dol. 
Hew now ? Good Prize? | 

Fac. Good Pox! Vond' cauſtive Cheater 
Never came on. Sub. How then? 

Fac. I ha walk'd the round 
Till now, and no ſuch thing. 

Sub. And ha' you quit him? 

. Fac, — him ? an hell would quit him too he wert 

2PPY + 

*Slight would you have me ſtalk likea Mill Jade 
All day, for one that will not yield us Grains? 
I know him of old. Sub. O, but to ha' gull'd him, 
Had been a maiſtry, Fac. Let him go, black Boy, 
And turn thee, that ſome freſh news may poſſeſs thee, 
A noble Count, a Don of Spain (my dear 
Delicious Compeer, and my Party-bawd) 
Who is come hither, private for his Conſcience, 
And brought Munition with him, ſix great S oops, 


Big- 
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Bigger than three Duteh Hoys, beſide round trunks, 

Furniſh'd with Piſtolets, and Pieces of Eight, 

Will ſtreight be here, my Rogue, to have thy Bath, 

(Thar is * colour) and to make his Battry 

Upon our Dol, our Caſtle, our Cinque-Port, 

Our Dover Pire, or what thou wilt, Whereis ſhe? 

She mult prepare Perfumes, delicate Linnen, | 

The Bath in chiet a Banquet, and her Wit, 

For ſhe muſt milk his Epididymis. 

Where is the Doxy 2 Sud. I'll ſend her to thee: 

And but diſpatch my brace of little on Leydens, 

And come again my ſelf. Fac. Are they within then! 
Sub. Numbring the ſum. Fas. How much? 
Sub, A hundred Marks, Boy. | 
Fac. Why, this'sa lucky day! Ten Pounds of Mammon 

Three o my Clark! A Portague o my Grocer ! 7 

This o' the Brethren! beſide Reverſions, 

And States to come i' the Widow, and my Count! 

My ſhare to-day will not be bought for forty — 
Dol. What? : 
Fac. Pounds, dainty Dorothee, art thou ſo near? 
Dol. Yes, fay Lord General, how tares our Camp? 
Fac. As with the few that had intrench'd themſelves 

Safe, by their Diſcipline, againſt a world, Dol. 

And laugh'd within thoſe Trenches, and grew fat 

With thinking on the Booties, Dol, brought in 

Daily by their ſmall Parties. This dear hour 

A doughty Don is taken with my Dol; 

And thou maiſt make his Ranſom what thou wilt, 

My Donſabel: He ſhzli be brought here fetter'd, 

With thy fair looks before he ſees thee ; and thrown 

Ina Down-bed, as dark as ar.y Dungeon; 

Where thou ſhalt keep him waking with thy Drum; 

Thy Drum, my Dol; thy Drum; till he be tame, 

As the poor Black- birds were i' the great Froſt, 

Or Bees are with a Baſon; and ſo hive him 

P the Swan- skin Coverlid, and Cambrick Sheets, 

Till he work Honey and Wax, my little Gods giſt. 
Dol. What is he, General? Fac. An Adalantado, 

A Grande, Girl, Was not my Dapper here yet? 
Dol. No. Fac. Nor my Drugger! | 


Dol, 
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Dol. Neither. Fac. A Pox on em, 
They are ſo long a furniſbing! Such Stinkards * 
Would not be ſeen upon theſe feſtival days. 

How now ! ha' you done? 

Sub. Done. They are gone. The Sum 
Is here in bank, my Face. I would we knew 
Another Chapman now would buy em out-right. 
Fac. Slid, Na6 ſhall do't again(t he ha' the widow, 
 Tofurniſh houſnold. Sub. Excellent well thought on. 
Pray God he come. Fac. I pray he keep away 
Till our new buſineſs be o'repaſt. Sub. But, Face, 
How cam'ſt thou by this Secret Don? Fac. A Spirit 
Brought me th' intelligence in a paper here, 

As | was conjuring yonder in my Circle 

For Surly, I ha' my Flies abroad. Your Bath 

Is famous, Suòtle, by my means, Sweet Pol, 

You muſt go tune your Virginal, no loſing 

O' the leaſt time. And do you hear? good action. 
Firk, like a Flounder y kiſs, like a Scallop, cloſe: 

And tickle him with thy Mother-rongue. His great 
Verdugoſhip has not a jot of Language: 

So much the eaſier to be cozen'd ; my Dolly, 

He wiil come here in a hir'd Coach, obſcure, 

And our own Coach-man, whom | have ient as Guide, 
No creatureelſe. Who's that ? [One knocks, 

Sub. It is not he! 

Fac. O no, not yet this hour. 

Sub. W ho ist? Dol. Dapper, 

Your Clark, Fac. God's will then, Que: n of Fairy, 
On with your Tyre; and, Doctor, with your Robes. 
Let'sdiſpatch him for God's ſake. Sub. Twill be long, 

Fac. I warrant you, take but the Cues I give you, 

It ſhall be brief enough. light, here are more! 
Bel, and I think the angry Boy, the Heir, 
That fain would quarrel. 

Sub. And the Widow? Fac. No, 

Not that I ſee. Away. O Sir, you are welcome. 
Face, Dapper, Drugger, Kaſtril. 

The Doctor is within moving for you; 

(L have had the moſt ado to win him to it) 

He ſwears you'll be the darling of the Dice ; 
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He never heard her Highneſs dote till now (he ſays) 
Your Aunt has giv'n you the moſt gracious words 


That can be thought on. Dap. Shall 1 ſee her Grace? 


Fac. See her, and kiſs her too. What, honeſt Nab! 


Ha'ſt brought the Damask? Nab. No, Sir, here's Tobacco! 


Fac, Tis well done, Nab: Thoullt bring the Damask 
too? 


Dru. Yes, here's the Geutleman, Captain, Maſter Ka- 
SYED ſte: 


fil. 
J have brought to ſee the Doctor. 

Fac. Where's the Widow :? he 

Drs. Sir, as he likes, his Siſter (he fays) ſhall come. 

Fac. O, is it ſo? Good time. Is your Name Kaſtril; 

| Sir? 

Kaſ. I, and the beſt ot the Kaſtrils, IId be ſorry elſe, 
By fifteen hundred a year. Where is the Doctor? 
My mad Tobacco- boy, here, tells me of one 
That can do things. Has he any Skill? Fac. Wherein, Sir l 

Kaſ. To carry a buſineſs, manage a Quarrel fairly, 
Upon fit terms. Fac. It ſeems, Sir, yo are but young 
About the Town, that can make that a Queſtion, 

Kaſ. Sir, not ſo young, but I have heard ſome ſpeech 
Of the angry Boys, and ſeen em take Tobacco; 
And in his Shop: And I can take it too. 


And I would fain be one of em, and go down 


And practiſe i the Country. Fac, Sir, for the Duelle, 
The Doctor, I aſſure you, ſhall inform you, 

To the leaſt ſhadow of a hair: and ſhew you 

An Inſtrument he has of his own making, 
Wherewith no ſooner ſhall you make report 

Of any Quarrel, but he will take the height on's 
Moſt inſtantly, and tell in what degree 


And how it may be born, whether ina right Line, 

Or a half Circle; or may elſe be caſt 

Into an Angle blunt, if not acute: | 

All this he will demonſtrate. And then, Rules 

To give and take the Lie by. Kaſ. How ? to take it? 
Fac. Ves, in Oblique he'l ſhe you, or in Circle; 

But never in Diameter. The whole Town | 


Study his Theoremes, and * them ordinarily 


* 
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At the eating Academies, Kaſ. Butdoes he teach 
Living by the wits too? Fac. Any thing whatever. 
You cannot think that Subtilty but be reads it. 
. He made mea Captain. I wasa ſtark Pimp, 
Ju o your ſtanding, fore I met with him: 
It i not two months fince. I'll tell you his method: 
Firſt, he will enter you at ſome Ordinary, 
Kaſ. No, I' not come there. You ſhall pardon me, 
Fac. For why, Sir? | | 
Kaſ. There's gaming there, and tricks. 
Fac. Why, would you be 
A Gallant, and not game? Kaf. I, twill ſpend a man. 
Fac. Sperd you? It will repair you when you are ſpent, 
How do they live by their wits there, that have vented 
Six times your Fortunes? | 
Kaf. What, three thouſand a year! 
Fac. I, fortythouſand, 
Xaſ. Are there ſuch? Fac, I, Sir, 
And Gallants yet. Here's a young Gentleman 
Is born to nothing, forty Marks a year, 
Which I count nothing. He is to be initiated, 
And have a flye o the Doctor. He will win you 
By unreſiſtidle luck, within this fortnight, 
Enough to buy a Barony. They will ſet him 
Upmoſt at the Groom-Porters all the Chriſtmaſ5! 
And for the whole year through at every piace 
Where thereis play, preſent him with the Chairz 
The beſt Attendance, the beſt Drink; ſometimes 
Two Glaſſes of Canary, and pay nothing; 
The pureſt Linnen, and the ſharpeſt Ree, 
The Partridge next his Trencher : and ſomewhere 
The dainty Bed, in private with the dainty. 
You ſta'l ha' your (rdinaries bid tor him, 
As Piay-houſes for a Poet; and the Maſter 
Pray him a'oud to name what Diſh he affects, | 
Which muſt be butter'd Shrimps : and thoſe that drink 
Tono mouth elſe, will drink to his, as being | 
Ihe goudly, preſiden: Mouth of all the Board. 
Kaſ. Do you not gull one? 
Fa:. Ods my 1te! Do you think it ? 
You ſhall have a caſt Commander, (can but get 
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In credit with a Glover, or a Spurrier, 
For ſome two pair of either's ware, aforehand) 
Will, by moſt ſwift Poſts dealing with him, 
Arrive at competent mtans to keep himſelf, 
His Punk, and naked Loy, in excellent faſhion, 
And be admir'd tor t. Kaſ. Will the Doctor teach this) 
Fac, He wiildo more, Sir, when your Land is gone, 
{As men of Spirit hate to keep Earth long) 
In a vacation, when ſmall money is ſtirring, 
And Ordinaries ſuſpended tillthe Term, 
He'll ſhew a perſpective, where on one fide 
You ſhall be hold the Faces and the Perſons 
Of all ſufficient young Heirs in Town, 
Whoſe Bonds are currant for Commodity; 
On th' other ſide, the Merchants Forms. and others} 
hat without helpof any ſecond Broker, 
ho would expect a ſhare) will truſt ſuch parcels. 
In the third Square, the very Street, and Sign 
Where the Commodity dwells, and does but wait 
To be deliver'd, be it Pepper, Sope, 
Hops, or Tobacco, Oat- meal, Wood, or Cheeſes, 
All which you may ſo handle, to enjoy 
To your own uſe, and never ſtand oblig'd. 
Keſ. I'faith! Is he ſuch a Fellow ? 
Fac. Why, Nab here knows him. 
And then for making Matches tor rich Widows, 
Young Gentlewomen, Heirs, the fortunat'ſt man! 
He's ſer t to, far and near, all over England, 
To have his Counſel, and to know their Fortunes, 
Kaſ Gods wil, my Suſter ſhall ſee him. 
Fac. IIl tell you, Sir, 
What he did tell me of Nab. It's a ſtrange thing 
(By the ". = muſt cat no Cheeſe, Nab, it breeds Mev 
ancholy : 
And that ſame Melancholy breeds Wo ms) but paſs it, 
He told me, honeſt Nab here, was ne're at Tavern 
But once in's fe! Dru. Truth, and no morel was not. 
Fac. And then he was ſo fick | 
Dru. Cou'd he tell you that too? 
Fac, How ſhould I know it 2 
8 R 2 Dru. 
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Du. In troth we had been a ſhooting, 
And had a piece of fat Ram - mutton to ſupper I 
That lay ſa heavy o my ſtomach 
Eac. And he has no head | | 
To bear any Wine; for what with the noiſe o the Fidlers) 
And care of his Shop, for he dares keep no Servants 
Dru. My head did ſoake—— 
Fac. As be was fain to be brought home, 
The Doctor told me. And then a good old woman. 
Drs. (Ves, faith, ſhe dwells in Sea-coal-lane) did cure 


me, 
With ſodden Ale, and Pellitory o' the Wall: 
Coſt me but two pence, I had another fickneſs 
Was worſe than that, Fac. 1, that was with the grief 
Thou took'ſt for being ſeſs d at eighteen pence, | 
For the Water-work. Dru. In truth, and it was tike 
T have coſt me almoſt my life. Fac. Thy hair went off 

Dru. Yes, Sir, twas done for ſpight. 47 

Fac. Nay, ſo ſays the Doctor. 

Kaſ. Pray thee, Tobacco-boy, go fetch my Suſter} 
PII fee this learned Boy before I go: 
And ſo ſhall ſne. Fac. Sir, he is buſie now: 

But if you have a Siſter to fetch hither, | 
Perhaps your own pains may command her ſoonet} 
And he by that time will be free. Kaſ. I go. 

Fac. Drugger, ſhe's thine ; the Damask. (Subtle and I 
Muſt wraſtle tor her.) Come on, Maſter Dapper. 

You ſee bow I turn Clients here away, 

To give your Cauſe diſpatch, * Ha* you perform'd 

The Ceremonies were enjoyn d you 2 ; 
Dap. Yes, of the Vinegar, 

And the clean Shirt. 

Fac. Tis well; that Shirt may do you 
More worſhip than you think. Your Aunt's afire; 

But that ſhe will not ſhew it, t' have a ſight on you, 
Hz' you provided for her Grace's Servants ? 

Dap. Ves, here are fix ſcore Edward Shillings! 

Fac. Good, 5 

Dap. And an old Harry's Soveraign, Fac. Very good: 

Dap. —— three James Shillings, and an Elizaberfs 

roat, 
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Juſt twenty Nobles. Fac. O, you are too juſt. 
would you had had the other Noble in Maries. ä 
Dap. I have ſome Philip and Maries. Fac. I thoſe ame 
Are beſt of all. Where are they? Hark, the Doctor. 
Subtle, Face, Dapper, Dol. 
8 Subtle diſguis d like a Prieſt of Fairy. 
Is yet her Graces Couſin come? Fac. He is come. 
Sub. And is he faſting? Fac. Les. 
Sub. And hath cry'd Hum? | 
Fac. Thrice, you muſt anſwer. Dap. Thrice. 
Sub. And as oft BAE? | 
Fac. If you have, ſay. Dap. I have, Sub. Then tg 
her Cuz, 1 
Hoping that he hath vinegar'd his Senles, 
As he was bid, the Fairy Queen diſpenſes, 
By me, this Robe, the Petticoat of Fortune; 
Which that he ſtraight put on, ſhedoth importune;. J 
And though to Fortune near be her Petticoat, 4 
Yet nearer is her Smock, the Queen doth note: 
And therefore, even of that a piece hath ſent, 1 
Which, being a Child, to wrap him in was rent; ; 
And prays him for a Scarf he now will wear it 
(With as much love as then her Grace did tear it) 
About his Eyes, to ſhew he is fortunate. 
[They blind him with a Rag, 
And, truſting unto her to make his State, | | 
He throw away all worldly Pelf about him; 
Which that he will perform, ſhedoth not doubt him. 
Fac. She need not doubt him, Sir. Alas, he has nothing, 
But what he will part withal as willingly, 
Upon her Graces word (throw away your Purſe.) 
As ſhe would ask it: (Handkerchiets and all) 
She cannot bid that thing, but he'll obey. 
(1t you have a Ringabout you, caſt it off, 
Or a ſilver Seal at your Wriſt; her Grace will ſend: 7 
Her Fairies here to ſearch you, therefore deal 
Directly with her Highneſs. If they find 
That you conceal a Mite, you are undone.) 
[ He throws away, as they bid him 
Dap. Truly, there's al. 
S 
| K 4 
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Fac. Keep nothing that is tranſitory about you. 
(Bid Dol play Muſick.) Look, the Elves are come 
To pinch you, if you tell not truth, Adviſe you. 
| Dol enters with a Cittern ; they pinch him. 
Dap. O, | have a Paper with a Spur-ryal in't. Fac. Ti, ti. 
They knew't, they ſay. Sub. Ii, ti, ti, ti, be has more yet. 
Fac, Ti, ti-ti- ti. P the other Pocket? 
Sub, Titi, titi, titi, titi, tits. | 
They muſt pinch him, or he will never confeſs, they ſay. 
Dap O. o. | 
Fac. Nay, pray you hold. He is her Graces Nephew. 
Ti, ti, ti? What care you? Good faith, you ſhall care, 
Deal plainly, Sir, and ſhame the Fairies. Shew 
Jou are an Innocent. 
Dap. By this good Light, 1 ha' nothing. 
Sub. Ti, ti, ti, ti, to, ta. He does equivocate, ſheſays, 


Ti, ti do ti, ti ti do, ti da; and {wears by the Light when he 


is blinded, ** : 
Dap. By this good Dark, I ha' nothing but a Half- 
Crown 
Of Gold, about my Wriſt, that my Love gave me; 
And a Leaden Heart I wore fin' ſhe for ſook me. 
Fac. Ithought *twas ſomething. And would you incup 


" Your Aunts diſpleaſure for theſe Trifles? Come, 


{4 
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had rather you had thrown away twenty Hali-crowns, 
ou may wear your Leaden Heart itil, Llow now ? 

Sub. What News, Dol? 

Dol. Yonder's your Knight, $' Mammon. 

Fac. Gods lid, we never thought ot him till now. 
Where is he? Dol. Here hard by. He's at the Door. 

Sub. And you are not ready now ? Dol, get his Suit. 
He muſt be ſent back. Fac. O, by no means. 
What ſha l wedo with this ſame Puffing here, 

Now he's o' the Spit? | 
Sub. Why, lay him back a while, | 
With ſome Device. II, ti, ti, ti, ti, ti, Would her Grace 
ſpeak with me ? 
I come. Help, Dol. Fac. Who's there? Sir Epicure, 
[ He; ſpeaks through the Key-hole, the other knocking, 


* 


My Maſter'si' the way. Pleaſe you to walk 


Three or four Turns, but till his back be turn'd, | 


PO YT WEI TI IE ;, WT ,; 


a 4a Sw ds aA OW Kd 


The Althemiſt.. | 361, 


And I am for you. Quickly, Dol. Sub. Her Grace 
Commends her kindly to you, Maſter Dapper. 
' Dap. I long to {ee her Grace. Sub. She now is ſet 

At Dinner in her Bed, and has ſent you 

From her own private Trencher, a dead Mouſe, 

And a piece of Gingerbread, to be merry withal, 

And ſtay your Stomach, left you faintwith faſting: 

Yet if you could hold out till ſhe ſaw you (ſhe ſays ) 

It would be better tor you. Fac. Sir, he ſhall 

Hold out, and *rwere this two Hours, for her Highneſs ;; 

I can aſſure you that. We will not loſe 

All we ha' done-— Sub. He muſt not ſee, nor ſpeak. 

To any body, tillthen. Fac. For that we'll put, Sir, 

A Stay in's Mouth, Sub. Of what? Fac, Of Ginger“ 
breadd. | 

Make you it: fit. He that hath pleas'd her Grace 

Thus far, ſhall not now crinkle for a little. 

Gapez Sir, and let him fit you. Sub. Where ſhall ve novo] 

Beſtow him? Dol. I the Privy. Sub. Come along, Sir, 

I now muſt ſhew you Fortune's privy Eodgings. | 

Fac. Are they perfum'd, and his Bath ready ? Sub. All. 
Only the Fumigation's ſomewhat ſtrong. 
Fac, Sir Epicure, l am yours, Sir, by and by, 


8 


Face, Mammon, Dol. 
Sir; yo' are come i' the only fineſt time. 
Mam. Where's Maſter“ 
Fac. Now preparing for Projection, Sir. 
Your Stuff willb' all chang'd ſhortly, 
Mam. Into Gold? | 49d. 
Fac. To Gold and Silver, Sir. Mam. Silver I care ndt 
tor. FEY 
Fac. Yes, Sir, a little to give Beggars. 
Mani. Where's the Lady: 
Fac A hand here.! ha' told her ſuch brave things o'you, 
Touching your Bounty, and your noble Spirit I 
Mam. Haſt thou? | Sa” 
Fac. As ſhe is almoſt in = Fit to ſee you. 
1 R 4 | 
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But, 
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But, good Sir, no Divinity i your Conference, 


For tear of putting her in rage Mam, I warrant thee? 


Fac. Six Men will not hold her dawn,” And then 
If the old Man ſhould hear or ſee you Mam. Fear not. 
Fac. The very Houſe, Sir, would run mad. You know it, 
How {ſcrupulous he is, and violent, 


*Gainſt the leaſt at of Sin. Phyſick,. or Mathematicks,, 


Poetry, State, or Bawd'ry (as I told you). 
She will endure, and never ſtartle : But 
No word of Controverſie. Mam. I am ſchoo!'d, good 
-ULEN. 
Fac, And you muſt praiſe her Houſe, remember that, 
And her Nobility. Mam. Let me alone: 2 
No Herald, nor no Antiquary, Lungs, 
Shall do it better. Go. Fac. Why, this is yet 
A kind of modern Happineſs to have 
Dol Common for a great Lady. Mam. Now, Epicure; 
Heighten thy ſelf, talk to her, all in Gold; 
Rain her as many Showers as Nove did Drops 
Unto his Danae : Shew the God a Miſer, 
Compar'd with Mammon. What? the Stone will do't, 
She ſhail feel Gold, taſte Gold, hear Gold, ſleep Gold. 
Nay, we will concumbere Gold. 1 will be puiſlant, 
And mighty in my talk to her. Here ſhe comes. 
Fac. To him, Dol, ſuckle him. This is the noble 
Knight, 
I told your Lidyſhip— Mam. Madam, with your pardon, 
I kiſs your Veſture, Dol, Sir, I were uncivil Toy 
If I would ſuffer that; my Lip to you, Sir. | 
Mom. I hope my Lord your Brother be in health, Lady: 
Dol. My Lord, my Brother is, though 1 no Lady, Sir, 
Fac. (Well ſaid, my Guiny- bird.) 
Mam. Right noble Madam 
Fac. (O, we ſnall have moſt fierce Idolatry. 
Mam. Tis your Prerogative. 
Dol. Rather your Courteſie. | | 
Mam. Were there nought elſe t'enlarge your Virtues 
to me, ä 
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Tho, —— and gat you? Prophane not. Had your 

ather 8 | 

$leprall the happy remnant of my Life 

After that Act, lien but there ſtill, and panted, . 

H' done enough to make himſelt, his I ſſue, 2 

And his Poſterity Noble. Dol. Sir, although 

We may be ſaid to want the Gilt and Trappings, 

The Dreſs of Honour, yet we ſtrive to keep 

The Seeds and the Materials. Mam. I do ſee 

The old Ingredient, Virtue, was not loſt, a 

Nor the Drug Money us'd to make your Compound. 

Thereis a ſtrange Nobility i your Eye, 

This Lip, that Chin / Methinks you do reſemble .- 

One o' the Auſtriack Princes. Fac. Very like, 

Her Father was an !ri/þ Coſtarmonger. 

Mam. The Houſe of Valois juſt had ſuch a Noſe, 

And ſuch a Forehcad, yet the Medici 

Of Florence boaſt. Dol. Troth, and I have been lik ned 

To all thefe Princes. Fac. Il be ſworn I heard it. 
Mam. 1 know not how ! it is not any one, 

But e en the very choice ot all their Features. | 
Fac. I'll in, and laugh. Mam. A certain Touch, qq 

Air, 8 | 

That ſparkles a Divinity, beyond 

An earthly Beauty! Dol. O, you play the Courtier. . , 
Mam. Good Lady, gi' me leave 

Dol. In taith, I may not, 

To mock me, Sir. Mam. To burn in this ſweet Flame 

The Phœnix never new a nobler Death. 

Dol. Nay, now you court the Courtier, and deſtroy 
What you would _ _ Art, Sir, i' your words 
Calls your whole Faith in queſtion, Mam. By m Soul 

Dol. Nay Oaths are ms the ſame air, Ste F 

Mam. Nature 
Never beſtow d upon Mortality 
& more unblam'd, a more harmonious Feature: 

She play d the Step- dame in all Faces elſe. 

Sweet Madam, le me be particular 
Dol. Particular, Sir? I pray you know your Diſtancgte. 
Mam. In no ill fenſe, tweet Lady, buttoask .. 

Hoy you fair Graces pafs the Hours? I ſee » 

N R.. Ta" 
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Yo' arelodg'd here, i“ the Houſe of a rare Man, 

An excellent Artiſt; but what's that te you ? | 
Dol. Yes, Sir; I ſtudy here the the Mathematicky 

And Diſtillation, Mam. O, cry you pardon. 

He's a Devine InſtruQor, gan extract 

The Souls of all things by his Art ; call all 

The Virtues, and the Miracles of the Sun, 

Into a temperate Furnace; teach dull Nature 

What her own Forces are. A Man, the Emp'roe 

Has courted, above Kelly; ſent his Medals 

And Chains, t' invite him. 
Dol. I, and for his Phyſi ck, Sir 
Mam. Above the Art of ZEſculapins, 

That drew the Envy of the Thunderer ! 


] know all this, and more. Dol. Troth, Iam taken, Sir, 


Whole with theſe Studies, that contemplate Nature, 
Mam. It is a noble Humour: But this Form 
Waz not intended to ſo dark a uſe. 
Had you been crooked, foul, of ſome courſe Mold 
A Cloyſter had do ne well; but ſuch a Feature 
That might ſtand up the nr foe a Kingdom, 
To ive Recluſe! isa meer Solaciſm, 
Though in a Nunnery, it muſt not be. 
I muſe, my Lord your Brother will per mit it! 
You ſhould ſpend half my Land firſt, were I te, 
Does not this Diamant better on my Finger, | 
That i' the Quarry ? Dol. Yes. Mam. Why, you are like 
it. 
Lou were created, Lady, for the Light! 
Here, you ſhall wear it; take it, the firſt pledge 
Ot what I ſpeak, to bind j ou to believe me, 
Dol. In Chains of Adamant ? 
Mam. Yes, the ſtrongeſt Bands. 
And take a S cret too. Here, by your Side, 
Doth Rand, this Hour, the happieſt an in Europe. 


Dol. Lou are contented Sir? Mam. Nay, in true being, 


The Envy ot Princes, and the Fear of States. 
Dol. Say vou ſo, Sir E picure! 
Mam. Yes, and thou ſhalt prove it, 
Dug er of Honour, I have caſt mine Eye 
vr on thy term, and I will rear this Beauty 2 
Above 
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Above all Styles. Dol. You mean no Treaſon, Sir! 
Mam. No, I will take away that Jealouſie. 
I am the Lord of the Philaſphers Stone, a 1 
And thou the Lady. Dol. How, Sir! ha' you that?: 
Mam. I am the Maſter of the Maſtery. 10 
This day the good old Wretch here o the Houſe 
Has made it for us: Now he's at Projection. 
Think there thy fi:ſt Wiſh now ; let me hear it: 
And it ſtall rain i; to hy Lap, no ſhower, 
But Floods of Gold, whole Cataracts, a Deluge, 
To geta Nation on thee, Dol. You are pleas d, Sir, 
To work on the Ambition of our Sex. 
Mam. I'm pleas d the Glory ot her Sex ſhou'd know, - - 
This Nook, here, of the Friers is no Climate 
For her to live obſcurely in, to learn 
Phyfick and Surgery, for the Conſtable's Wife 
Of iome odd Hundred in Eſex: but come forth, 
And taſte the Air of palaces; eat, drink 
The Toils af Emp'ricks, and their boaſted Practice; 
Tincture of Pearl, and Corral, Gold and Amber; 
Be ſe n at Feaſts and Triumphs; have it ask d, 
What Miracle ſne is? Set all the Eyes 
Of Court a fire, like a Burning-glaſs, 
And work em into Cinders, when the Jewels 
Of twenty Stars adorn thee, and the Light 


Strikes out the Stars; that when thy Name is mention'd, 


Queens may look pale; and we but ſhewing our Love, 
Nero's Poppea may beloſt in Story ! 
Thus will we haveit, Dol. I could well conſent, Sir. 
But, in a Monarchy, how willthis be? 
The Prince will ſoon take notice. and both ſeiſe 
You and your tone, it being a Wealth unfit 
For any private Subject. Mam. If he knew it. 
Dol. Your ſelf do boaſt it, Sir. Mam. To thee, m 
4 Life. 
Dol. O, but beware, Sir! You may come to end 
The remnant of your Days in aloath'd Priſon, 
By ſpeaking of it. Mam. Tis no idle fear: 
We'll there fore go withal, my Girl, and live 
Ina Free State, where we willea our Mullets, _ 
$0us'din High Country Wines, ſup Pheaſants Eggs, And 
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And haveour Cockles, boil'd in Silver Shels; 

Our Shrimps to ſwim again, as when they liv'd 

In a rare Butter, made of Dolphins Milk, 
Whoſe Cream does look like Opals; and with theſe 
Delicate Meats ſet our ſelves high for Pleaſure, 

And take us down again, and then renew 

Our Youth and Strength, with drinking the Elixir: 
And ſo enjoy a Perpetuity 

Of Life and Luſt, And thou ſhalt ha* thy Wardrobe 
Richer than Natures, ſtill to change thy (elf, 

And vary ottner, for thy Pride, than ſhe, 

Or Art, her wiſe andalmoſt-equal Servant. 

Fas. Sir, you are too loud. I hear you ey'ry word 
Into the Labaratory. Some fitter place; 8 
he 9 or great Chamber above. How like 70 

er? - 

Mam. Excellent! Lungs, There 's for thee. 

Fac. But do you hear 
Good Sir, beware, no mention of the Rabbins. 

Mam. We think not on em. 

Fac. O, it is well, Sir. Subtle! 

Face, Subtle, Kaſtril, Dame Pliant. 
Doſt thou not laugh ? | 
Sub. Yes. Are they gone ? Fae. All's clear; 
Sub. The Widow is come. 
Fac. And your quarelling Diſciple ? 

Sub. I. Fac. I muſttomy Hage then 

Sub. Stay, bring 'em in firſt. 

Far So | meant. What is ſhe? 

A Bony-bell? Sub. I know not. Fac. We ll draw Lot, 
You'll ſtand :o that? 

Sub. What elſe Fac. O, for a Suit, | 
To fall nowlike 3 Curtain, flap. Sub. To th! Door, Mana. 

Fac. Vou'll have the ficſt Kiſs, cauſe I am not ready. 

Sub. Yes, and perhaps nit you thro both the Noli 
Fac: Who would you ſpeak with? 
Kaſ W here's the Captain? * Gone, Sir, 
About ſome Buſineſs. 
Ka. Gone? Fac. He return ſtra ght. 
But Ma der Doctor, his Lieutenant is here. 


9 Come ucar, my worthiptul toy, my Tors Fi 
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That is, my Boy of Land; make thy Approaches: 
Welcome: I know thy Luſt, and thy Deſires, 

And I will ſerve and ſatisfie em. Begin, L 
Chaxge me from thence, or thence or in this Line: 2 
Here is my Center : Ground thy Quarrel, 


A Lou lie. 

Sub. How, Child of Wrath and Anger / the loud Lie? 
For what, my ſudden Boy? Kaſ. Nay, that look you to: 
Tam afore-hand. Ss. O, this's no true Gammar, | 
And as ill Logick! You muſtrender Cauſes, Child, ; 
Your firſt and ſecond Intentions, know your Cannons, 


And your Diviſions, Moods, Degrees, and Differences, 


Your Predicaments, Subſtance, and Accident, 

Series extern and intern, with their Cauſes; 

Efficient, Material, Formal, Final, 

And ha' your ——— What is this! 

The angry Tongue he talks in? Sub. That falſe precey$ 

Of being alore- hand, has deceiv'd a number, 

And made em enter Quarrels, oftentimes 

Betore they were aware; and afterward 

A gainſt their Wills. Kaſ. How muſt 1 do then, Sir 
Sub. I cry this Lady mercy : She ſhould firſt 8 

Have been ſaluted. I do call you Lady, 

Becauſe you are to be one, ere't belong, | 

My ſoft and buxom-Widow: e killes has. 

g 1 Is ſhe, i' taith? 1 bd ie: hots 
Sub. Yes, or my Art is an egregious Liar. 
Kaſ. How know you? | | 
Sub. By inſpection on her Forehead, 

And ſubtlety of her Lip, which muſt be taſted 

Often, to make a Judgment, 'Siight, ſhe melts ö 

* [ He kiſſes her again 


Like a Myrabvlane! Here is yet a Line 
In Rivo Frontis, tells me, he is no Knight. 
Pil. What is he then, Sir? Sus. Let me ſee your Hand! 
O, your Linea Fortune makes it plain; | 4 
And Stella here in Monte Veneris : 
But, moſt of all, anqtura annulari:. 
He is a Soldier, or a Man ef Art; Lady. 745 | 
But ſhall have ſome great Honour ſhortly. Pil. Brother; . 
He's a rare Man, believe me. af. Hold your peace. | 
* Here 
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Here comes the tother rare Man. Save you, Captain. 

Fac, Good Maſter Kaſtril. Is this your Siſter? 

Kaſ. I, Sir. e 18 
Pleaſe to kuſs her, and be proud to know her? 

Fac. I ſhall be proud to know you Lady. Pli. Brothers 
He calls me Lady too. Xaſ I, peace. I heard it. 

Fac. The Count is come. 

Sub. Where is he? Fac. At the Door. 

__ you muſt entertain him. Fac. What'll yo 


83 
With theſe the while? 
Sab. Why, have em up, and ſnew em 
Sdme fuſtian Book, or the dark Glaſs, Fac. Fore God, 
She is a delicate Dab- chick! I muſt have her. 
Sab. Muſt you? I, it your Fortune will, you muſt. 
Come, Sir, the Captain will come to us preſently: 
II ha you to my Chamber of Demonſtrations, 
Where Ii ſkew you both the Grammar, and Logic i, 
And Rhetor icł of Quarrelling; my whole Method 
Drawn out in Tables; and my Inſtrument, 
That hath the ſeveral Scales upon't, ſhall make you 
Able to quarrel, at a Stzaws-breadth by Moon- light. 
And, Lady, I'll have you look in a Glaſs, 
Some half an hour, but to clear your Eye- ſight, 
Againſt you ſee your Fortune; which is greater 
Than 1 may judge upon the ſudden, truſt me. 
Face, Subile, Surley. 
W here are you, Doctor ? 2 
$46, Lil come to you preſently. | 
Fac. I will ha' this {ame Widow, now ha' ſeen her, 
On any Compoſition. Sb. What do you ſay⸗ ?: 
Fac. Ha“ youdiipos'd of them? Su. | ha ſent em up. 
Fac. Sabtle, in troth, I needs muſt have this Widow. 
Sub. Is that the matter? | 
Fac. Nay, but hear me. Sub. Go to, 
Tf you rebel once, Dol fhail know it all. 
Therefore he quiet. and obey your Chance. . ' | 
Fac. Nay, thou art fo violent now Do but conceive 
Thou art old, and canſt not ſerve,ñ/õ «x 
Sub. Who, cannot 1 ? bu: 
Slight, I will ſerve her with thee, for a Fac. Nay, 
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But underſtand : Il gi' you Compoſition. 
Sub. 1 will not treat with thee : What, ſell my Fortune? 
"Tis better than my Birth-right. Do not murmur, 
Win her, and carry ber, If you grumble, . Dol. 
Knows it directly. Fac. Well, Sir, Iam ſilent. 
Will you go help to fetch in Don in ſtate ? 
Sub. 1 toilow you, Sir: We mult keep Face in awe; 
Or he will over-look us like a Tyrant. 
Brain ofa Taylor! Who comes here? Don Fohy ? 
[ Surly like a Spaniard. 
Sur. Sennores, beſo las manos, a vueſtras mercedes. 
Sub, Would you had ſtoop'd a little, and kiſt our anos; 
Fac. Peace, Subtle. Sub. Stab me ; 1 ſhall never hold, 
; man, | 
Helovks in that deep Ruff, like a Head in a Platter, 
Ser vd in by a ſhort Cloke upon two Treſſils. | 
Fac, Oh, what do you fay to a Collar of Brawn, cut 
wn 
Beneath the Souſe, and wriggled witha Knife ? 
Sub. 'Slud, he does look too fat to be a Spaniard, 
Fac, Perhaps fome Fleming, or ſome Hollander got 
him | 
In Alva's time; Count Egmont's Baſtard, Sub. Don, 
Your ſcurvy, yellow, Madrid Face is welcome. 
Sur. Gratin. Sub. He ſpeaks out of a Fortifications 
Pray God he ha' no Squibs in thoſe deep Sets. 
Sur. Por dios, Sennores, muy lind a cafa 
Sub, What fays he? Fac. Piaiſes the Houſe, I thinkg 
I know no more but's Action. Sas. Yes, the Caſa, 
My precious Diego, wil prove fair enough 
Tocozen you in. Do you mark? You ſhall 
Be coꝛen d Diego. Fac, Cozen'd, do you ſee? 
My worthy Donzel cozen'd. Sur. Entiendo. 
Sub, Do you intend it? So do we, dear Don. 
Have you brought P:ſtolets or Portagues, 
My ſolemn Don? Doſt thou fec}any ? Fac. Full. 


He feels his Poc beta 


Sub. You ſhall be emptied, Don, pumped and drawn 
Dry, as they ſay. Fac, Milked, introth, ſweet Don. 

Sub. See all the Monſters; the great Lion of all, Don. 

Sur. Con licentia, ſe puede vera eſia Sennora? 

Sub. What talks he now 2 Fat. 


Fac. O, the Senzora. Sub. O, Don, 

Tbat is the Lioneſs, which you ſhallice 

Alſo, my Don. Fac. Siid, Subtle, how ſhall we do? 
Sub. For what? 


Fac. Why Dol 's employ'd, you know. Sub. That's true 


Fore Heaven,; know not: He muſt ſtay, that's all. 
Pac; Stay! That he muſt not by no means. 
Sub. Na! Why? f 
Fac. Unleſs you'll mar all. slight, he'll ſuſpect it; 

And then he will not pay not half ſo well. N 

This is a travelbd vunk- maſter, and do's know. 

All the Delays; a notable hot Raſcal, 


Atid looks already rampant. Sub. *Sdeath, and Mammos- 


Muſt not be troubled... Fac. Mammon! in no caſe. 
Sub. What ſhall we do then? 
Fac. Think: You muſt be ſudden. 


Sur. Entiendo, qua la Sennora es tan hermoſa, que codicis 


tan 
ver la, como la bien aventuranza de mi vida. 
Fac. Mi vida? Slid Subtle, he puts me in mind o' thy 
Widow. | 1 
What doſt chou ſay to drawy her to't? ha? 
And tell her it is her Fortune? All our venture 
Now lies upon't. It is but one Man more, 
Which on s chance to have her: and beſide, = 
There is no Maidenhead to be fear d or laſt. N 
What doſt thou think on't Subtle? | 
Sub. Who, I? Why —- 
Fac. The Credit of our Houſe too is engag d. 
dub. Vou made me an offer for my Share ere-while. 
What wilt rhou gi me, i' faith? Fac. O. by that Lig 
I not buy now. You know your Doom to me. ; 
E'en take your Lot, obey your Chance, Sir; win her, 
And wear her out tor me. | 
Sub. light, il not work her then | 
Fac. It is the Common Cauſe; therefore bethink you. 
Pol elſe muſt. know it, as you ſaid. Suh. Lcare not. 
Zur. Sennores, Por que ſe tarda tanta? 
Sub. Faith, Lam not fit, Lam old. 
Fac. That's now no Reaſon, Sir. 
Sur. Fuede ſer, de hazer burla de mi amor. 
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Pas. You heir the Don too? By this Air, I call, 
And looſe the Hinges : Dol. Sub. A Plague of Hell 
Fac. Will you then do? Sub. Yo'are a terrible Rogue, 
I'll think of this: Will you, Sir, call the Widow 2 
Pac. Yes, and Ill take her too, with all her Faults, 
Now I do thiok on't better. Sub. With all my Heart, Ur & 
Am I diſcharg'd o the Lot? Fac. As you pleaſe. 
Sub. Hands. 
Fac. Remember now, that upon any Change, 
You never claim her. 
Sur. Much good Joy, and Health to you, Sir. 
Marry a Whore ? Fate, let me wed a Witch firſt. 
Sur. Por _ henrada's barbas. 
Sub. He {wears by his Beard. 
Diſpatch, and call the Brother too. 
Sur. Tiengo, duda, Sen nores, 
ue no me hogan alguna traycion. FE 
Sub. How, iſſue on? Yes, Preſto Sennor. Pleale you! 
Enthrathathe Chambrata, worthy Don? 
Where it you pleaſe the Fates, in your Bathada, 
You ſhall be ſoak d, and ſtroak'd, and tub'd, and rub'd,, 
And ſcrub'd and fub's, dear Don, before you go. 
You ſha'lin faith, my ſcuryy Paboon Don, 
Be curried, claw'd, and flaw'd, andtaw'd, indeed, . 
I will the heartlier go about it now, a 
And make the Widow a Punk fo much the ſooner, 2 
To bereveng'd on this impetuous Face: | 
The quickly doing of it, is the Grace, 
Face, Kaſtril, Da. Plians, Subtle, Surly. * 
Fas, Come, Lady: I knew the Doctor would not lei ves 
Till he had found. the very nick of her Fortune. : 
Kaſ Tobe a Counteſs, ſ:y you? A Spaniſh ( ounteſs, Sir 
Pli. Why, is that better than an Engls/b Counteſs? 
Fac. Better? Slight make you that a Queſtion, I wy ? 
Kaſ. Nay, ſhe is a Fool, Captain, you muſt pardon her. 
Fac. Ask from your Courtier, to your Inns-of-Courts 
man, 
To your meer Millener ; they will tell you all, 
Your Spaniſh Gennet is the beſt Horſe ; your Spaniſh - 
Stoup is the beſt Garb; your Spaniſh Beard 
V che beſt Cut; your Spaniſh Ruffs are the beſt 
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Wear; your Spaniſh Payinthe beſt dance; 
Your Spam Titillation in a Glove, 
The beſt Perfume. And for your Spaniſh Pike. 
And Spaniſh Blade, let your poor Captain ſpeak. 
Here comes the Doctor. Su. My moſt honour'd Lady,. 
(For ſo I am now to ſtile you, having found 55 
By this my Scheme, you are to underga 
An honourable Fortune, very ſhortly.) 
WW hat will you ſay now, if ſom.yu˙ͥv:. 
Fac. I had told her all, Sir; 
And her right worſkipful E rother here, that ſhe ſhall be 
A Counteis; do not delay em, Sir: A Spaniſh Counteſs. 
* my ſcarce worſhipful Captain, you can 


No W Well, fince he has told you, Madam. 
Do you forgive him, and I do. 
Kaſ. She fhali do that, Sir. 
Fl! look to t, 'tis my Charge. 
Jus. Well then: Nought reſts 
But that ſhe fit her Love now to her Fortune. 
Pli. Truly I ſhall never brook a Spaniard. Sub. No? 
Ali. Never fin' Eighty- eight cou | abide em, 
And that was ſome three year afore I was born in truth, 
Sub. Come, you muſt love him, or be milcrable; 
Chuſe which ycu will. 
Fac. By this god Ruſh, perſwade her, 
She willcry Strawberries elſe, within this Twelyemonth, 
Sub. Nay, Shads and Makarel, which is wor ſe. 
Fac. Indeed, Sir? 
KA,. Gods lid, you ſhalllovehim, or *I kick you, 
Plz, Why? | 
Fl do as you will ha me, Brother. Kaf. Do, 
Or by this Hand I'll maul you. Fac: Nay, good Sir, 
Be not ſo fierce. Sub. No, my enra ges Child, 
She will be rul'd. What, when ſhe comes to taſte 
The Pleaſures of a Counteſs !.to be courted 
Fac. And kiſt, andruffled? 
Sub. I. behind the Hangings. 5 
Fac. And then come forth in Pomp! 7 
Sub. And know her State! 


Fan 


It 
1 
F 


e 


2 


4 
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Fac. Of keeping all th' Idolaters o the Chamber 
Barer to her, than at their Prayers! Sub. Is ſerved 
Upon the Knee! Fac. And has her Pages, Uſhers, 
Footmen, and Coaches. 

Sub. Her fix Mares Fac. Nay, eight! 

Sub. To hurry her through London, to th Exchange, 


Bet'lem, the China-houſe, Fac. Yes, and have 
The Citizens gape at her, and praiſe her Tires! | 
And my Lords Gooſe-tur'd Bands, that rides with her! 
K af. Moſt brave! By this Hand you are not my Siſteꝶ 
If yourefuſe. Pli. I will not refuſe, Brother. 
Sub. Yue es eſto, Sennores, que von ſe venga ? 
Eſta tardanza me mata. Fac. It is the Count come 
The Doctor knew he would be here, by his Art. 
Sub. En gallanta Madama, Don! gallantiſſima! 
Sur. Por todos los dioſes, le mas acabada 
Hermojura, que he v iſto en mi vida! | 
Fac. Is't not a gal ant Language that they ſpeak ? 
Kaſ. Anadmirabl: Language! Is't not French? : 
Fac. No, Spaniſh, Sir. Kaf. It gaes like Law-Frenthy. 
And that. thev ſay, is the Courtlieſt Language. 
Fac. Lift, Sir. 
Sur. E1 Sol va perdido ſu lumbre, con el 
Re ſplandor que tras eſta dama. Valgame dios! 
ac. He admires your Siſter. 


4. Muſt not ſhe make Curt ſie ? 


Sub, Ods will ſhe muſt go to him Man, and kiſs him; 
It is the Spaniſh Faſhion, for the Women 
To make firſt Court. Fac. Tis true he tells you, Sir: 
His Art knows all. Sur. Por que noſe acude ? 
Kaſ. He ſpeaks to her, I eh 
Sie.. 
Sur. Por el amor de dios, que es eſto, que ſe tarda? 
Kaſ. Nay, ſee :- fhe will not underſtand him! Gull. 
Noddy. Pts. What ſay you Brother? Kaſ. Aſs, Suſtery, 
Go kuſs him, as the cunning Man will ha“ you, 
ll chruſt a Fin i' your Buttocks elſe. Fac. O, no Sir. 
Sur. Sennora mia, mi berſona muy indigna eſta 
Alls gar a tanta Hermoſura. 


Fac. Does he not uſe her bravely? KA. Bravely 9 2 
06 


ak. Fac. That he does 


— 
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Fac. Nays he will uſe her better. Kaſ. Do you thir 
5 


Sur. Sennora, ſi ſera ſervida, entremus.. 
aſ. Where does he carry her ? 
Fac. Intothe Garden, Sir; 
Take you no Thought: I muſt interpret for her. 
Sub. Give Dol the Word. Come, my fierce Child, ad- 
vance, 
We'll to our quarrelling Leſſon again. Kaſ. Agreed, 
= — once Boy =. all my Heart: . 


Sub. Nay, and by this means, Sir, you ſhall be Brothę F 


To a great Count, Kaf. I, I knew that at firft. 
This Match will advance the Houle of the Kaſtrils. 
Sub. Pray God your Siſter prove but pliant. 
Kaſ. Why, | | 
Her Name is ſo by her other Husband. Sub. How ! 
Kaſ. The Widow Pliant. Knew you not that? 
Sub. No faith, Sir: : 
Yetby erection of her Figure, I gueſt it. 
Come let's go practice. Kaſ. Yes, but do you think, Dogi 
tor, | 
Ie're ſhall quarrel well? Sub. I warrant you, 
Dol, Mammon, Face, Subtil. 
For, after Alexanders Death | 


In her fit of talli 


Dol. That Perdiccasand Antigonus were ſlain, - 
The two that itood, Seleuc*, and Prlomee- 
Mam. Madam. Dol. Made up the two Legs, and the 
tourth Beaſt, h 
That was Gog-north, and Egypt-ſouth: Which after 
Was calld Gog- Iron- leg, and South - Iron · leg Mam. 
Lad 

Dol. yr rom Gog-horned. So was Egypt, too. 
Then Egypt clay-leg, and Gog clay leg 

Mam, Sweet, Madam, 

Dol. And laſt Gog-duſt, and Egypt duſt which fall 
In the laſt link of the fourth Chain. And theſe | 
Be Stars in Story, which none ſee, or look a. 

Mam. What ſhall I do? Dol. For, as heſays, except 


We call the Rabbins, and the Heathen Greeks Nu 
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Mam. Dear Lady. Dol. To come from Salem, and 
from Athens, rags 
And teach the People of Great-Britain., 
Fac, What's the matter, Sir ? 
Dol, a ſpeak the Tongue of EB and Javanoumammss, 
Mam. O, | 
a2, he's in her Fit. Dol. We ſhall know nothing F4c; 
Death, Sir, | | 
We are undone. Dol. Where then a learned Linguiſt 
Shall ſee the ancientus'd communion | 5 
Of Vowels and Conſonants Fac. My Maſter will hear 
Dol. A Wiſdom which Pythagoras held moſt high 
Mam, Sweet honourable Lady. Dol. To comprize 
All ſounds of Voices, in few marks of Letters 
Fac. Nay, you muſt never hope to lay her now, 
Dol. And ſo we may arrive by Talmud Skill, 
And prophane Greek, to raiſe the building up 
Of Helens Houlc againſt the Iſmaelite, 
King of Thegarns, and bis Habergions 
os Brimſtony, blue, and fiery; and the force PEG: 
of King Abaddon, and the Beaſt of Cittim; 8 
Which Rabbi David Kimchi, Onkelos, 
And Aben Ezra do interpret Rome. | 
Fac. How did you put her into't ? Mam. Alas, I talk'd 


2 Of a fitth Monarcy I would erect, 
: [They ſpeak together] 


With the Philoſophers (by chance) and ſhe 
Falls on the other four ſtrait, Fac. Out of Broughton! 
he I! told you ſo, 'Slid ſtop her Mouth. Mam. Is't beſt ? 
Fac. She'llnever leave elſe. If the old Man hear her} 
We are but feces, Aſhes, Sub, What's to do there? 
Fac. O, weareloſt. Now ſhe hears him ſhe is quiet. 
Ws Mem. Where ſhalll hide me ? 3 
Upon Subtle's entrance they diſperſe, 
Sub. How ! What 2 is here! 8 
Cloſe deeds of darkneſs, and that ſhun the Light! 
Bring htm again, Whois he ? what my Son! 
O. I haveliv'd too long. Mam. Nay, good dear Father, 
There was no unchaſt purpoſe. Sub. Not? and flee me, 
When I come in} Mam. That was my Error. Sub. Erg 
ror? 8 


8 | | Guilt, 


ba 
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Gutlt, guilt, my Son. Give it the right Name, No mars 


vel, | 
If I found Cheek in our great work within, 
When ſuch Affairs as thete were managing! |, 
Mam. Why, have you ſo? 
Sub. It has ſtood ſtill this half hour: 
And all che reſt of our leſs Works gone back. 
Where is the lnſtrument of wickedneſs, | 
My 1 falſe drudge? Mam. Nay, good Sir, blame not 
7 um. | 
Believe me, twas againſt his will, or knowledgo. 
IT faw her by chance. Sub. Will you commit more fin, 
T' excuſe a varlet? Mam. By my hope tis true, Sir. 
Sub. Nay, then I wonderleſs, if you, for whom 
The bleſſing was prepar'd, would fo tempt Heaven: 
And loſe your Fortunes, Mam. Why, Sir? 
Sub. This il retard 
The Work, a Monthatleaſt. Mam. Why, if it do, 
What remedy ? but think it not, good Father: 
Our Purpoſes were honeſt, Sub. As they were, 
So the reward will prove. How now ! aye me. 
God, and ali Saints be good tous, What's that? 
| [ 4 great Crack and Noiſe within, 
Fac. O Sir, we are defeated! all the works | 
Are flown in fumo: Every Glaſs is burſt. 
Fornaceand all rent down ! as it a Bolt 
Of Thunder bad been dr:venthrough the Houſe, 
Retorts, Receivers, Pellicanes, Bolt-heads, 
All truck in ſhivers! Help, good Sir! Alas, 
[Subtle fells down as in aſwoon, 
Coldneſs and Death invades him. Nay, dir Mammon, 
Do the fair Offices of a Man! You ſtand, 
As you were readier to depart than he. 
Who's there? My Lord her Brother is come. 
Mam. Ha, Lungs? 25 
Fac. His Coach is at the Door. Avoid his ſight, 


For he's as furious as his Siſter is mad, 


Mam. Alas! 
Fac, My Brain is quite undone with the fume, Sir. 


Ine er muſt hope to be mine own Man again. 
| Mam 


(One knock: | 


n mr to 


— 
Oo 


Nare 


nod 


chin. 


ſwoon. 
0, 


. You grieve him now with ſtaying in his Sight: 
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Mam. Is all loſt, Lungs? Will nothing be preſery'd, 
Of all our coſt ? Fac. Faith, very little, Sir. | 
Apeck ot Coals, or ſo, which is cold Comfort, Sir. 

Mam. O my voluptuous mind! I am juſtly puniſh'd, 

Fac. And ſo am 1, ir. 

Mam. Caſt from all my hopes 

Fac. Nay, certaiuties, Sir. 

Mam. By mine own baſe affections. 

Su. O, the curſt fruits of Vice and Luſt! 


Subtle ſeems come to himſelf; 
r fel 


It was my ſin. Forgive it. Sub. Hangs my Roof 
Over us ſtill, and will not fall, O Juſtice, | 
Upon us for this wicked Man! 

Fac.: Nay, look, Sir, 


Good Sir, the noble Man will come too, and take you, 
And tFat may breed a Tragedy. Mam, I'll go. 
Far. I. andrepent at home, Sir. It may be, 
For ſome good Penance you may ha't yet; 
A hundred Pound to the Box at Bet lem Mam. Yes, 
Fac. For the reſtoring ſuch as ha' their Wits, 
Mam. Ill do't. | | 
Fac. I'll ſend one to youto receive it. Mam. Do. 
Is no projection left? | 
Fre. All town, or ſtinks, Sir. : 
Mam. Will nought be ſav'd, that's good for Med'cing, 
think'ſt thou? 
Fac. I cannot tell, Sir. There will be, perhaps, 
Something, about the ſcræping of the Shardes, 
Will cure the Itch, tho not your itch of mind, Sir, 
It ſhall be fav'd for you, and ſent home. Good Sir, 
This way, tor fear the Lord ſhouid meet you. ub. Face: 
Fac. I. Sub. Is he ? Fac. Yes, and as heavily 
As all the Goldie hop'd for, were in his Blood. 
Let us be light though. SAB. I, as Balls, and bound, 


And hit our Heads againſt the Roof for joy: 
There's ſomuch of our care now caſt away, 


Fac. Now to our Don. 2:4 
Sub. Yes, your young widow, by this time 


Is made a Counteſs, t ace: Sh' bas been in travail 


of 
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Of a young Heir for ou. | 
Fac. Good, Sir. Sub. Off with your Caſe} 
And greet her kindly, as a Bricegroom ſhould, 
After theſe common hazards. Fac. Very well, Sir, 
Will you go fetch Don Diego off, the while ? | 
y Sub. And fetch him over too, if you'll be pleas'd, Sir? 
Would Dol were in her place, to pick his Pockets now. 
Fac. Why, you can do it as well, if you would ſet to't! 
T pray you prove vour Vertue. S. For your fake, Sir, 
Surly, Da. Phant, Subtle, Face. 55 
Lady you ſee into what Hands you are fal'n; 
Mong' ſt vvhat a neſt of Villains ! and how near 4 
Your honour was t' have catch'd a certain clap 
(Thro' your credulity ) had I but been 
So punctually forward, as place, time, | 
And other Circumſtances would ha' made a Man: 
For yo are a handſome Woman: Would yo' were wiſe tod. 
I am a Gentleman come here diſguis'd, 
Only to find the Knaveries of this Citadel, 
And where Imight have wrong'd your honour, and ha' not} 
I claim ſome Intereſt in your Love. You are, 
They ſay, a widow rich: And I am a Batchelor, 
Worth nought : Your Fortunes may make mea Man; 
As mine ha preſervd you a Woman, Think upon it, 
And whether I have deſery'd you, or no. 
Pli. 1 will, Sir. 7 
Sur. And for theſe Houſhold-rogues, let me alone 
To treat with them. | a 
Sub. How doth my noble Diego? 
And my dear Madam Counteſs? hath the Count 
Been courteous, Lady? liberal? and open? 
Denzel, methinks you look melancholick, Y 
After your coitum, and ſcurvy ! True: ly, 
I do not like the dulneſs of your Eye: 
It hath a heavy caſt, tis apſee Dutch, 
And ſays you area lumpiſh W hore- maſter. 
Be lighter, I will make your Pockets ſo. 
He falls to picking of them. 
Sur. Will you, Don Bawd, and pick-purſe „How now 
„ ( : 
Stand 


Sand up Sir, you ſhall find fince I am ſo heavy, 
Pilgi' you equal weight. Sub. Help, murder! 
ow” Sir. There no ſuch thing intended,” A good 


Aid a clean Whip ſhall eaſe you of that fear. 
I am the d pauiſh Don, that ſhould be cozened, 
Do you ſee? cozened? where's your Captain Face? 
That parcel-broker, and whoie-bawd, all Raskal. 
Fac. How, Surly ! our. O, make your approach, good 
Captain. | 
I have found from whence yourCopp.. Rings, and Spoons 
Come, now, wherewith you cheat abroad in Taverns. 
*T was here you learn d t anoint your Boot withBrimſtone, . 
Then rub Mens Gold on't, for a kind of touch, 
And iay twas naugut, when you had chang'd the Colour, 
That you might hat for nothing. And this Doctor, 
Your footy, ſmoaky-bearded compeer, he 
Will cloſe you ſo mucli Gold, in a Bolts-bead, 
And, on a turn convey (i' the ſtead ) another 
With ſublim'd Mercury, that ſhall burſt i the heat, 
And fly out all in fimo? Then weeps Mammon: 
Then ſwoons his Worſhip. Or, he is the Fauſtus, 
That caſteth Figau c, and can conjure, cures 
Flagues, Piles, and Pox, by the Ephemerides, 
And holds intelligence with all the Bawds, 
And Mia wives of three Shires ? While you ſend in 
Captain, (what is he gone?) Dam'ſels with Child, 
Wives that are barren, or the waiting Maid 
With the green Sickneſs ? Nay, Sir, you you muſt tarry 
Tho' he be ſcap't; and anſwer, by the Ears, Sir. 
Face, Kaftril, url Subtle, Drugger, Ananias, Dame 
| Pliant, Dol. 
Why, now's the time, if ever you will quarrel 
Well (as they ſay) and be a true-born Child, 
The Doctor, and your Siſter both are abus'd. 
Kaſ. Whereis he? whichis he? he is a Slave 
What e're he is, and the Son of a Whore. Are you 
The Man, Sir, I would know? Sur. I ſhoul: be loth, Sir, 
To confeſs ſo much. Kaf. Then you lie 1' your Throat. 
Sur, How ! 
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Fac. A vety arrant Rogue, Sir, anda cheater; 
loyd here by another Conjurer, 2 
Th dkes not love the Doctor, and would croſs 1. | 
If _ knew how Sur. Sir, you are abus d. Kaſ. . 
ye: 
And tis no matter. Fac. Well ſaid, Sir. He i is 
The impudent'ſt Raskal —— 
Sur. Vou are indeed. Will you hear me, Sir? 
Fac. By no means: Bid him be gone. Koſ. Be gone, 
Sir, quickly, 
Sur. This's range, Lady ! doyou inform your Brother, 
Fac. There is not ſuch a iſt; in all the Tow-wn, 
The Doctor had him preſently: And finds yet, 
The Spaniſh Count will come here. Bear up Sabtle. 
Sub. Yes, Sir, he muſt appear within this hour. 
Fac. And yet this Rogue will come in a diſguiſe, 
By the temptation of another Spirit, 
To trouble our Art, tho' he could not hurt it. Kaſ. I. 
Iknow— away, you talk like a fooliſh Mauther. 
Sar. — all is truth, ſne ſays. Fac. Do not believe hic 
ir 
He is the lying'ſt Swabber! Come your ways, Sir. 
Sur. You are valiant out of Company. Kaſ. Les, how the? 
Sir? 
Fac. Nay, here's an honeſt fellow too, that knows him. 
And all his tricks. (Make good what Iſay, Abel.) 
This cheater would ha. cozen d thee of the Widow, 
He owes this honeſt Drugger, here, ſeven Pound, 
He has had on him, in two-penny'orths ot Tobacco. 
Dru. Yes Sir. And he has damm d himſelf three terms tdi 
y me. Fac. And what does he owe for Lotium? Dru. 30 
Shillings, Sir. 
And for ſix Syringes. Sur. Hydra of villany! 
Fac. Nay, Sir, you muſt quarrel him out o' the Houſe, 
| Kaſ. 1 will. Sir, it you get not out o' Doors, you lie; 
And you area Pimp. Sur. Why this is madneſs, Sir, 
Not valor in you: I muſt laugh at this. 
Kaſ. It is my humour: You area Pimp, and a Trig, 
And an Amadis de Gaule, or a Don Ouixot. 
Dru Ora Knight o' the curious Cox-comb.Do you ſee? 
Anus Peace to the Houſhold, Kaſ, I'll keep peace for no 
Man, 4 


ringe aka ah th 
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Ana. Caſting of Dollers is concluded lawful.. _ _ 
K2/. Is he the Conſtable? Sub. Peace Ananias. Fac. No, 


Sir. ' 


Kaſ. Then you are an Otter, and a Shad, a Whit, 
A very Tim. Sur. You'll hear me, Sir? Koſ. I will not. 
Ana. What is the Motive? Sub. Teal in the young 
Gentleman, 3 > BY 
Againſt his Sp2ziſh flops Ana. Theyare prophane, 
Lewd, Superſtitious, and idolatrous Breeches. | 
Sur. New Raſcals! Kaſ. Will you be gone, Sir ? Ang. 
Avoid Satan. 
Thou art not of the light. That Ruff of Pride, 
About thy Neck, betrays thee: and is the ſame 
With that which the unclean Birds in ſeventy-ſeven, 
Were ſeen to prank it with, ondivers Coaſts. 
Thou look'ſt like Anti- chriſt. in the lewd Hat. 
Sur. _ give way. Kaſ. Be gone, Sir. Sur. But Il} 
take | 
A courſe with you Ana. Depart, proud Spaniſh Fiend, 
Sur. Captain and Doctor Ana. Child of Perdition. 
Kaſ. Hence, Sir, | 8 
Did 1 not quarrel bravely ? Fac. Yes, indeed, Sir. 
Kaſ. Nay, an' I give my Mind to't, I ſhall do't. 
Fac. O, you muſt follow, Sir, and threaten him tame. 
He'll turn again elſe. Ka,. Ill return him then. 
Fac. Drugger, this Rogue prevented us, for thee: 
Ve had determin'd that thou ſhould'ſt ha come, 
In a Spaniſh Suit, and ha' carried her ſo; and he, 
A brokerly Slave, goes, puts it on himſelf,  _ 
Haſt' brought the Damask? Dru. Yes, Sir, Fac, Thou muff 
| borrow | WE? | 
A Spaniſh Suit. Haſt thou no credit with the Players > 
Dru. Yes, Sir: did you never ſee me play the Fool? 
Fac. I know not, Nas: thou ſhalt, it I can help it. 
H#ijeronymo's old Cloak, Ruff, and Hat will ſerve, 
[Subtle ha: whiſpered with him t his while. 
V'll tell thee more when thou bring'ſt em. Aua. Sir, 1 
know | | | 
The Spaniard hates the Brethren, and hath Spies 
Upon their Actions: and that this was one | 
Lake no ſaruple. But = holy Synod 
2 


Have 


* 
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Have been in Prayer, and Meditation for it. 

And tis reveal d no leſs to them than me, 

That caſting of Mony is moſt lawful. S#6. True: 

But here I cannot do it; if the Houſe 

Shou'd chance to be ſuſpected, all would out, 

and we be lock d up in the Tower for ever, 

To make Gold there (for th' State) never come out: 

And then are you defeated. Ana. I will tell 

This to the Elders, and the weaker Brethren, 

That the whole Company of the Separation 

May join in humble Prayer «gain. Sub. And (Faſting). 
Ana. Yea, tor ſome fitter Place. The Peace of Mind 

Reſt with theſe Walls. Sub. Thanks, courteous Ananias. 

Fac. What did he come for Sub. About caſting Dollers, 

Preſcn'ly out of Hand. And fo] told him, 

A Spaniſh Miniſter came here to Spie, 

Againſt the faithful Fac. I conceive. Come Subtle, 

Thouart io down upon the leaſt diſaſter ! | 

How wouldft tho ha' done, if I had not helpt thee out? | 
Sub. I thank thee Face, for the angry Boy, i-faith. 
Fae. Who would ha' lookt t ſhould ha' been that Raskal 

Surly? He had dy d his Beard and all. Well, Sir, 

Here's Damask come to make you a Suit. Sur, Where's 

Drugger? f 

Fac. He is gone to borrow me a Sp8n:/h Habit; 

P' be the Count, now. Sub. But where's the Widow? 
Fac. Within, with my Lord's Siſter , Madam Dol 

Is entertaining her, Sb. By your favour, Face, 


Now ſheis honeſt I will ſtand again. 
Fac. You will not offer it? Sur. Why? Fac. Stand to your 
Word 
Or. here comes Dol. She knows —. Sab. Yo'are ty- 
rannous ſtill 7 | 
Fac. wing tor my right, How now, Dol? Haſt' told 
her, | 
The Sf2niſh Count will come? Dol. Yes, but another is 
| come, 
E look 'd for! Fac. Who's that? Dol. Your Ma- 
* 


The Maſter of the Houſe, Sub. How, Dol! Fac. She 


yes, 


- 
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This is ſore trick. Come, leave your quiblins, Dorot het 
Dol. Look out, and ſee. Sub. Art thou in carneſt.Dol.'Slight. 
Forty o the Neighbours are about him, talking. 
Fac. Tis he, by this good Day. Dol. Twill prove ill Day. 
For ſome on us. Fac. We are undone, and taken. 
Dol. Loſt, l' am afraid. Sub. Vou ſaid he would not come, 
While there died one a Week, within the Liberties. 
Fac. No: twas within the Walls. Sub. Was 't ſo: Cry you 
mercy, | 
I thought the Liberties. What ſhall we do now, Face? 
Fac. Be ſilent: Not a word, if he call or knock. 
111 into mine old ſhape again and meet him, 
Of Feremy the Butler. I' the mean time, 
Do you two pack up all the goods, and purchaſe, 
That we can carry Y the two Trunks. Il keep him 
Off tor to Day, if I cannot longer: And then 
At Night, I'll Ship you both away to Ratcliff, 
Where we'll meet to Morrow, and there we'll ſhare; 
Let Mammon's Braſs and Pewter keep the Cellar : 
We'll have another time for that. But, Dol, 
*Pr'y thee go heat alittle Water 8 
Subtle muſt ſhave me. All my Captains Beard 
Muſt off, to make me appear ſmooth Jeremy. 
You'll do't? Sub. Yes, I'll ſhave you as well as I can, 
Fac, And not cut my Throat, but trim me? Sab. To 


ſhall ſee, Sir. 
ACT. 
Love-Wit,. Neighbours. 


As there been ſuch reſort, fay you? Nei. 1. Daily, Sir. 


Nei. 2. And Nightly, too. Nei. 3. I, ſome as brave as 


Lords. 

Nei. 4. Ladies, and Gentlewomen. Nei. 5. Citizens Wives. 
Nei. 1. And Knights. Nei. 6. In Coaches. 
Nei. 2. Yes, and Oyſter- women. 
Nei. 1. Beſide other Gallants. Nei. 3. Sailors Wives. 
Nei.  Tobacco-men, Nei. 5. Another Pimlico! 

| Lov. 

83 


— 
— - 


384 The Hicbemiſt. Wd, 


Lov. What ſhould my Knave advance, 
To draw this Company? He hung out no Banners 
Ofa ſtrange Calf, with five Legs, to be ſeen ? 
Or a huge Lobſter, with fix Claws? Nei. 6. No, Sir. 
Nei. 3. We had gone in then, Sir: Lov. He has no Gift 
Of teaching i the Noſe, that e er I knew of. 
Lou ſaw no Bills ſet up that promis d cure 
Of Agues, or the Tor th- ach? Nei. 2. No ſuch thing, Sir. 
Tov. Nor heard a Drum ſtrook, for Baboons or Puppets: 
Nei. 5. Neither, Sir. OY ; 
Lov. What device ſhould he bring forth now? 
I love ateeming it as I love my nouriſhment: 
Pray God he ha' not kept ſuch open Houſe, | 
That he hath ſold my Hangings, and my Bedding : 
I left him nothing ele If he bavecat'em, __ 
A Plague o the Mouth, ſay I: Sure he has got 
Some bawdy Pictures, to call this ging; 
The Frier, and the Nun; or the new Motion 
Of the Knights Courſes, covering the Parſons Mare; 
The Boy of fix Year old, with the great Thing: 
Or't may be, he has the Fleas that run at Tilt, 
Upon a Table, or ſome Dog to dance? 
When ſaw you him? Nei. 1. Who Sir, Jeremy? 
Nei. 2. Jeremy Butler? 3 
Me ſaw him not this Month. Tov. How! _ _ 
Nei. 4. Not theſe five Weeks, Sir. 
Nei. 6. Theſe ſix Weeks, at the leaſt 
Lov. Vo amaze me, Neighbours! 
Nei. 5. Sure, if your Worſhip know not where he is, 
He's ſlipt away: Nei: 6: Pray God, he be not made away. 
133 [ He knoCk-, 
Lo. Ha? It's no time to queſtion, 'then, Nei. 6. 
r N 144 
Some three Weeks ſince, J heard a doleful cry, a 
As I ſat up. a mending my Wives Stockings. 
Lov. This's ſtrange! that none would anſwer ! 
Did thou hear | 
Acry, faiſt thou? Nei 6. Yee, Sir, like unto a Man 
That had been ſtrangled an Hour, and could not ſpeak. 
Nei. 2. Iheard it too, juſt this Day three Weeks, at 2-4 
Sock © _ by 
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Next Morning. Lev. Theſe be Miracles, or you make. 


em {o! 


A Man an Hour ſtrangled, and could not ſpeak, 
"_ both you heard him ery? Nei. 3. Ves, downer ; 


_ 
Thou arta wiſe Fellow: Give me thy HandT 
= thee. X 
What Tradeart thou on 7 


Nei. 3. ASmith, an't eaſe y your Worſhip: th open 


Lov. A Smith? Then lend me thy help to get this Door 


Nei. 3. That Iwill preſently, Sir, but fetch my Tools. 


Nei. 1. Sir, beſt to knock again, afore you break ĩt. 
Tove- wit, Face; Neighbouy.- 


IWill: Fac. What mean you, Sir? Nei. 1, 2,4. 0, here's 


Jeremy! 
Fac. Good Sir, come from the Door. 
Lov. Why! what's the matter? 
Fac. Vet farther, you are too near yet. 
I ov. I' the name of Wonder! What means the Fellow ? 
Fac. The Houſe, Sir, has been viſited. 
"Lov. What, with the Plague? ſtand thou then farther. 
Fac. No, Sir, I had it nat: Lov. Wkohad it then? I left 
None elſe, but thee, ? the Houſe! Fac. Yes, Sir, my Fellow, 
The Cat, that kept the Buttry, had it on her 
A Week before! ſpieg i it: but I got her 
' Convey'd away, i' the Night. And ſo 1 ſhut” 
The Houle up for a Month . 
Lov How! Fac. Purpoſing then, S = 
T*have burnt roſe-vinegar, Treacle, and Tar, 


And ha' made it ſweet, that you ſhould ne'er ha” known it: 


Becauſe I knew the News would but afflict you, Sir. 


Lov. Breatheleſs, and farther off. Why, this is ſtranger } 


The Neighbours tell me all, here, that the Doors 
Have ſtill been open Fac. How, Sir! 
Lov. Gallants, Men, and Women, 


r 


A0 of all ſorts, tag-rag, been ſeen to flock here 


In threaves, theſe ten Weeks, as to à ſecond Hogs-den, - 

In Days of Pimlico, and Eye-bright! Fac. Sir, 

Their wiſdoms will not G ay ſo! Lov. To Day; they ſpeak 
'Of Coaches, and Gallants; one in al French. hood, * 
Ment in, they tell me: and another was cen 
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In a Velvet Gon at the Window! divers more 

Paſs in and out ! Fac. They did paſs thro' the Doors then, 

Or Walls, I affure their Eye-Gights, and their SpeRacles; 

For here, Sir, are the Keys: and here have been, , 

In this my Pocket, now above twenty Days; 

And for before, I kept the Fort alone there. 

But that tis yet not deep i' the Afternoon, 

I ſhould believe my Neighbours had ſeen double 

Thro' the black-pot, and made theſe Apparitions ! 
For, on my Faithto your Worſhip, for theſe three Weeks, 
And upwards, the Door has not been open'd. Lov. Strange! 
Nei. 1. Good faith, I think I fawa Coach! Nei. 2. 
- And I too, 1 T q p 2 
T'11d ha'-been Sworn! Low. Do you but think it now? ' 

And but one Coach? Nei. 4. We cannot tell, Sir: Feremy 

Is a very honeſt Fellow. Fac. Did you ſee me at all? 

Nei. 1. 3 we are ſure on. Nei. 2. ]I'llbe Sworn | 
o' chat. . 

Lov. Fine Rogues to have your Teſtimonies built on ! 
Nei. 3. Is Jeremy come? Nei. 1. O, yes, you may leave 
your Tools, 

We were deceiv d, he ſays. Nei. 2. He has had the Keys: 
And the 8 ſhut theſe 3 Weeks. Nei. 3. Like 

enough. | 
_ Lov. Peace, and get hence, you Changelings. Fac. Surly 
come ! 

'And Mammon made acquainted ? They'll tell all, 

(How ſhall I beat them off? What ſhall I do?) 

Nothing's more wretched than a guilty Conſcience, 

Surly Mammon, Love-wit, Face, Neighbours, Kafiril, 45 

„„ "As, Tribulation, Dapper, Subtle, 

No, Sir, he was a great Phyſician. This, 

It was no bawdy-houſe: but a meer Chancel. 

You knew the Lord, and his Siſter, Mz; 8 Sur 
Sur. The happy Word, Be Rich--M..m. Play not the 
Tyran 
855 Should be to Day pronounc'd to all your Friends. 

And where be your Andirons nowꝰ and your Braſs- pots, 

That ſhould ha been Golden Flaggons, and great Wedges > 
Mam. Let me but Breathe. What ! they ha' ſhut their 
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e-thinks ! Sur. I, now tis Hol 
Mam. Rogues, 

Coꝛeners, Impoſtors, Bawds. Fac. What mean you, Sir? 
| y Mammon and Surly knock, 
Mam. To enter, if we can Fac, Another Man's Houſe 

Here is the Owner, Sir. Turn you to him, 

And {peak your Buſineſs. Mam. Are you, Sir, the Owner 1 
Lov. Yes, Sir. 

Mam. And are thoſe Knaves within your Cheaters? 
Lov. What Knaves? what Cheaters ? Mam. Subile;. 
and his Lungs. | | ' 

Fac. The Gentleman is diſtracted, Sir! No Lungs, 

Nor Lights ha' been ſeen here theſe three Weeks, Sir, 

Within theſe Doors, upon my Word? Sur Your Word, 

Groom arrogant ? Fac. Yes, Sir, I am the Houſe-keeper, 

And know the Keys ha not been out o' my Hands. 

Sur. This's a now Face. 
Fac. You do miſtake the Houſe, Sir! 

What Sign was t at? Sur. You Raskal! This is one 

O the Confederacy. Come, let's get Officers, . 

And torce the Door. Lov. Pray you ſtay, Gentlemen. 
Sur. No, Sir, we'llcome with Warrant. 

Mam. I, and then 

We ſhall ha your Doors open. Lov. What means this t 
Fac. I cannot tell, Sir. 

Nei. 1: Theſe are two o the Gallants, 

That we do think we ſaw. Fac. Two of the Fools? 

You talk as idly as they. Good faith, Sir, 

] think the Moon has cras'd 'em all! (O me, 

The angry Boy come too? He'll make a noiſe; 

And neer away till he have betray'd usall.) | 
Kaſ. What Rogues, Bawds, Slaves, you'll open the 

Door anon. _ [Kaſtril knuccks,/ 

Punk, Cocatrice, my Suſter. By this light 

Ill fetch the Marſhal to you. Vou are a-W hore, : 

To keep your Caſtle It 5X 
Fac. Who would you ſpeak with; Sir? 

Kaſ, The bawdy Doctor, and the cozening Captain, 

And Pus my Suſter. Low. This is ſomething, ſure! * 
Fac. Upon my truſt, the Doors were never open, Sir. 
K#ſ. I have heard all their 3 told me twice over, * 
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By the fat Knight, and the lean Gentleman. "n | 4 
Lov. Here comes another. Fac. Ananias too 1 
N his Paſtor? Tri. The Doors are ſnut againſt us. co 


[ They beat too at the Door, Th 
Ana. Come forth, you Seed of Sulphur, Sons of Fire, W 


Your ſtench it is broke forth: Abomination F 
Ts in the Houſe. Kaſ.I, my Suſter's there. Ana, The place, I th 
It is become a Cage of unclean Birds. | Yo 
*Kaſ. Yes, I will tetch the Scavenger, and the Conſtable: An 
Ti. You ſhall do well. To 
Ana. We'll join to weed them out. F 
Raf You will not come then? Punk, device, my suſter! (Bu 
Ana. Call her not Siſter, She $2 Harlot, verily. Giv 
" Kaſ." Ill raiſe the Street. | Anc 
Lov. Good Gentlemen, a Word. Hits 
Ana. Satan avoid, and hinder notour Zeal, Inr 
Lov. The World's turn'd Ber lem. Wi 
Fac. Theſe are all broke looſe, is 
Out of S. Rather nes, where they uſe to keep I ha 
The better ſort of Mad-folks. Nei. 1: All theſe Perſons [jw 
We ſaw go in and out here. Nez. 2. Yes, indeed, Sir. [Sg 
Nei, 3. Thele were the Parties. Fac. Peace, you Drunk- | Pra. 
ards. Sir, FI 

I wonder at it! Pleaſe you to gire me leave F 
To touch the Door, I'lltry an' the Lock be chang d. How 
Lov. It mazes me! Fac. Good faith, Sir, I believe D 
There's no ſuch thing. Tis all deceptio viſus. Awa 


Would I could get him away. [Dapper Cries out within, | 5, 
Dap. Maſter Captain, Maſter Doctor. Lov. Who's that? 
Fac. (Our Clerk within, that I forgot!) I know not, Sir. 
Dap For God's ſake, when will her Grace be at 2 ? 
Fac. Ha! 

Illuſions, fome Spirit o the Air: (his Gag is melted, 

And now he ſets out the Throat.) Dap. I am almoſt ſti⸗ 

fled —— 
Fac. (Would you were altogether.) 
Lev. Tis i' the Houſe. 

Ba! Lift, Fac. Believe it, Sir, i the Air! 
Lov. Peace, you "I 
Dap. Mine Aunt's Grace does not uſe me well 
Sub. You Fool, 5 . 

Þeace, you'll mar ed. Fat; | 
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Fac. Or you will elſe, you Rogue. J 
Lov. O, is it ſo? Then you converſe with Spirits 1 

Come, Sir. No mote o your tricks, good Feremy, 

The truth, the ſnorteſt way. Fac; Diſmiſs this Rabbie, Sir, | 

What ſhall I do? I am catch'd,- - 

Lov. Good Neighbours, © _ 
I thank you all. You may depart. Con Sir, 
You knowy that I am an indulgent Mafter ; 
And therefore conceal nothing. What's your Med'ci ines 
To draw ſo many ſeveral ſorts of wild Fowl? ' |» » 

Fac. Sir, you were wont to affect mirth and wit: 
(But here's no place to talk on't i the Street], 
Give me but leave to make the beſt of my Fortune, 

And only pardon me th abuſe of your Houſe : $45 A 

It's all l ag I'll help you toa Widow, | K v8 

In recompence, that you ſhall gi” me thanks for, 

Will make you ſeven Years younger, and a rich one. 

"Tis but your putting on a Spaniſh Cloak. | 

I have her within, Vou heed not fear the Houſe, - - 

It was not viſited. Lov. But by me, who came 

Sooner than you 4 pe Fac. It is true, Sir- 

Pray you forgive me. | 
Lov. Let's ſee your Widow. 

Subtle, Dapper, Face, Dol. 4 

How! ha' you eaten your Gag? 

Pap. Yes faith, it crumbled 
Away i' my Mouth. | 

Sub. You ha" ſpoil'dall then. Dap. No; 

I hope my Aunt of Fairy will forgive me. 
sub. Your Aunt's a gracious Lady: but in troth © 

You were to blame. Dap. The Fume did overcome me, 

And I did do't to ſtay my Stomach. © Pray you 

So ſatisfie her Grace. Here comes the Captain. 
Fac. How now ! Is his Mouth down ? 


Sub. II he has ſpoken 


Fac. (A Pox, I heard him, and yon too. ) He' 8 undogp 
then. 
{1 have been fain to ſay, the Hou 1 is haunted - Fi 


| With Spirits, to keep Churle back. 


Sub. And haſt thou done it? 
Let, Sure, for this night, 
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$46. Why, then triumph and ſing 
Of Face ſo famous, the precious King 
Of preient wits. Fac. Did you not bear the coil, 
About the Door? Sub. Yes, and I dwindled with it.) 
Fac. Shew him his Aunt, and let him be diſpatch'd: 
Ell ſend her to you. Sub. Well, Sir, your Aunt her Grace, 
Will give you Audience preſently, on my Suit, | 
Aud the Captain's word, that you did not eat your Gag 
In any Contempt of her Highneſs. Ur ©. 
= Not 1, in troth, Sir, [Dol lite the Queen of Fairy, 
Sub. Here ſhe is come. Down o your K nees and wriggle: 
She has a ſtately preſence. Good. Yet nearer 
And bid, God ſave you. Dap. Madam. 
Sub. And your Aunt. | | 
— And my moſt gracious Aunt, God ſave your Grace. 
Nephew, we thought to have been angry with 


on: . ö c 

But that ſweet Face of yours hath turn d the Tide, 
And made it flow with Joy, that ebbd of Love. 
Ariſe, and touch our Velvet Gown. Sub. The Skirts, 
And kiſs em. So. Dol. Let me now ſtroke that Head; 
Much, Nephew, ſhalt thou win; much ſhalt thou ſpend; 
Huch ſhalt thou give away; much ſhalt thou lend. 

Sub. (I, much indeed.) Why do you not thank her Grace, 

Dap. I cannot ſpeak for joy. 

Sub. See, the kind wretch / | 
Your Graces Kinſman right. Dol. Give me the Bird. 
Here is your Fly ina Purſe, about your Neck, Couſin, 
Wear it, and feed it about this Day ſev'night, 
On your right Wriſt——- $6. Open a Vein wittra Pin. 
And let it ſuck but once a week: till then, 
You muſt not look ont. Dol. No, And, Kinſman, * 
Bear your ſelf worthy of the Blood you come on. 

Sub. Her grace would ha' you eat no more Moolſac l 
RIC ES 07 523 
Nor Dagger Frum'ty. Dol. Nor break his faſt, 
In Heaven and Hell. Sab. She's with you every where! 
Nor play with Coftar-mongers, at mum chance, tray. trip. 
_ God ma ke you rich, (When as your Aunt has done it:) but 


keep A | 
The gallant'ſt Company, and the beſt Games—Dep. Yes, 
Sir. | Sub. 
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Sub, Gleekand Primers: and what you get, be true to us, 


Dap. By this Hand, I WI. 
Sub. You may bring's a thouund Pound 
Before to-morrow night, (if but three thouſand 
Be ſtirring )an'you will. Dap. I ſwear, Iwill then. 
$4466. Your Grace will command him no more duties? 
Dol. No: 
But come and ſec me often. I may chance: 
To leave him three or four hundred Cheſts of Treaſure;. 
Add ſome twelve thouſand Acres of Fairy Land, 
If he game well, and comely, with good Gameſters. 
Sub. There's a kind Aunt! Kiſs her departing part. 
But you muſt {ell your forty Mark a year, now. 
Dap. I. Sir, I mean. Sub. Or, gi't away: Pox on't. 
N I'llgi't mine Aunt, I'll go and fetch the Writings. 
Sub. Tis well, away. Fac. Where's Subtle ? * 
Sub. Here. What News? 
Fac. Drugger is at the Door, go take his Suit, 
And bid him fetch a Parſon, preſently: 
Say, he ſhall marry the widow, Thou ſhalt ſpend 
A hundred pound by the ſervice! Now, Queen Dol, 
Ha you pack d up all? Dol. Yes. Fac. And how do you like 
The Lady Pliant? Dol. A good dull innocent. ; 
Sub. Here's your Hieronimo's Cloke, and Hat. 
Fac. Give me em. Sub. And the Ruff too? 
Fac. Ves, I'll come to you preſently. 
Sub. Now he is gone about his project Dol, 
Ttold you of, for the Widow. Dol. Tis direct 
Againſt our Articles. Sab. Well, we'll fit him, wench:. 
Baſt thou gull'd her of her Jewels, or her Bracelets ? 
Dol. No, but I will do't. $46. Soon at night, my Dolly, 
When we are ſhipt, and all our Goods aboard, 
Eaſt · vrard for Ratchff: we will turn our courſe 
To Brainford, weſtward, it thou faiſt the word, 
And take our leaves of this ore-weening Raskal, 
This peremptory Face. Dol. Content, I' am weary: of 
him. | 
Sub. Thou'haft cauſe, when the ſlave will run a wiving, 
| Dol, | 
Againſt the Inſtrument that was drawn between us. 
Dal. I'll pluck. his Bird as bare as I can, Sub. Yes, tell her, 
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She muſt by any, means addreis ſome preſent - 1 
To th' cunning Man; make bim amends for wronging : 
His Art with her Suſpicion; ſend a Ring, , | 

Or Chain of Pearl; ſbe will betorturdelſe  _ 
Extremely in her {lecp, fay : and ha ſtrange things 


Come, to her. Wilt thou, Dol. Yes. Sub. My fineflittert - 


mouſe, kN 
My Bird of the night; we'll tickle it at the Pigeon: 
When we have all, and may unlock the Trunks, | 
And ſay, this mine, and thine; and thine and mine. 


 [Theykifs; 


Fac. What now, a billing? Sab. Yes, a little exalted 
In the good paſſage of our ſtock affairs. 3 


Fc. Drugger has brought his Parſon ; take him in, | 


Subtle, | | 
And ſend Naò back again to waſh his Face. $ID 
Sub. I will: and ſhave himſelf, Fac. If you can get him! 
Dol. You are hot upon it, Face, what ere it is? 
Fac. A trick, that Dol ſnall ſpend ten pound a Month by. 
Is he gone? Sub. The Chaplain waits you i” the Hall, Sir. 


Fac. I'll go. beſtaw him. Dol. He'll now marry her, 


nes oo nn * 
Sub. He cannot, yet, he is not ready. Dear Dol, 
Coꝛen her all thou canſt. To deceive him 
Is no Deceit, but Juſtice, that would break 
Such an inextricable tye as ours was. 


-- 


Dol. Let mealone to fit him. Fac. Come, my ventures: ? 


You ha packt up all?. Where be the Trunks? Bring forth. 
Sub. Here. Fac. Let's ſee em. Where's the Money ? 
Sub. Here. 8 5 
The Brethrens money, this. Druggers, and Dap pers, 
Wbat Paper's that? Dol. The jewel of the waiting Maids, 
That ſtole it from her Lady, to know certain 
Fac. If ſhe ſhould have precedence of her Miſtreſs? 
Dol. Les. | 
Fac. 199282 Box is that ? Su. The Fiſh- wires Rings, 1 
think. | . | 
And th' Ale-wives ſingle money. Is't not Dol? _ 
Dol. Yes: and the whiſtle, that the Sailors Wife 
Brought you to know an' her Husband were with Ward. 
Fac. We'll wet it to-morrow : and our Silver-beakers; 


Aud Tavern Cups. W here be the French cate” 
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And Girdles, and Hangers? Sub. Here, i the Trunk, 1 
Aud the Bolts of Lawn: Fac. Is Druggers Damask there? 
And the Tobacco? Sub. Yes. Fac. Give me the Keys. 
Dol. Why you the Keys Sub. No matter, Dol, becauſe 
We ſhall not opea em, before he comes. 5 
Fac. Tis true, you ſhall not open them, indeed: 
Nor have em forth. Do you ſee? Not forth, Dol. Dol. No! 
Foc. No, my ſmock- rampant. The right is, my Maſter 
Knows all, has pardon'd me, and he will Koep em; 1 
Doctor, 'tis true (you look) for all your Figures? 
I ſent for him, indeed. Wheretore, good Partners; . _ 
Both he, and ſhe, be fatisfied : for here 
Determines the Indenture tripartite, - + 
"Twixt Subtle, Dol and Face, All I can do 
Is to help you over the Wall, o the back: ſide; 
Or lend you a Sheet to fave your Velvet Gown, Dol. 
Here will be Officers preſently, bethink you, | 
Of ſome courſe ſuddenly to ſcape the Dock: 
For thither you'll come elſe. Hark you, Thunder. 
| | | - [Somn knock; 
Sub. You are a precious Fiend! Of: Open the Door. 
Fac. Dol, I am forry for thee! faith. But hearſt thou? 
It ſhall go hard, but I will place thee ſome · where: 
Thou ſhalt ha: my Letter to Miſtreſs Amo. Dol. Hang you-- 
Fac. Or Madam Cæſarean. Dol, Pox upon you, Rogue, 
Would I had but time to beat thee. - Fae. Subtle, 
Let's know where you ſet up next: I'll ſend you 
A cuſtomer, now and then, for old acquaintance: 
What new courſe ha* you ? Sub. Rogue, I'll hang my ſelf: 
That I may walk a greater Devitthan thou, 1e 
And haunt thee? thee Flock - bed, and the Buttery. 
Love- wit, Officers, Mammon, Surly, Face, Kaſtril, Ananias, 
Tribulation, Drugger, Da. Pliant. 
What do you mean, my Maſters? Mam. Open your Door; 
Cheaters, Bawds, Conjurers. Off. Or we'll break it open. 
Lov. What Warrant have you? Of. Warrant enough, 
Sir, doubt not. 
If you'll not open it. Lov. Is there an Officer there? 
Off. Yes, two or three for failing. Lov. Have but pa- 
tience, 


{And I wil open it ſtraight, Fac. Sir, ha you done? 


— 


Is 
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Is it a marriage? perfect? Lov. Yes, my Brain. 
Fac. Of with your Ruff, and Cloke then; be your ſels, 
; 1 . | 
Sur. Down with the Door. Ka, Slight, ding it open. 
Lov. Hold, k 18 1 
Hold, Gentlemen, what means this violence? 
Mam. Where is this Colliar ? Sur. And my Captain Face? 
* 2 day-Owls. Sur. That are birding in Mens 
| Uries. ö 8 
. Suppoſitory, Kaſ. Doxey, my Siſter. Ana. 


| 8 
Of the foul Pit. Tyi. Prophane as Bel and the Dragon. 
Ana. Wo ſe than the Graſhoppers, or the Lice of Egypt. 
Lov. Good Gentlemen, hear me. Aue you Officers, 
And cannot ſtay this violence? Off. Keep the Peace. 
Lov. Gentlemen, what is the matter? Whom do you 


ſeek ? | 
Mam. I Chimical cozener. Sur. And the Captain 
Pander. | | 
Taſ. The Nun my Suſter. Mam, Madam Rabbi. Ana. 
Scorpions, | 


And Caterpillars. Lev. Fewer at once, I pray you. 
Of. One after another, Gentlemen, I charge you, 
By vertue of my ſtafft— Ana. They are the veſſels 
Ot Pride, Luſt, and the Cart. Lov. Good Zeal, lie ſtill, 
&Alittle while. Tri. Peace, Deacon Ananias. 
Lov. The Houſe is mine here, and the Doors are open: 
If there be any ſuch Perſons you ſeek for, 
Uſe your authority, ſearch on o Gods Name. 
Iam but newly come to Town, and finding 
This tumult bout my Door (to tell you true) 
It ſome what maz'd me; till my Man, here, (fearing 
My more diſpleaſure) told me he had done 
somewhat an inſolent part, let out my Houſe 
(Belike, preſuming on my known averſion 
From any Air o' the Town, while there was Sickneſs) 
To a Doctor, and a Captain: who, what they are, 
Or where they be, he knows not. Mam. Are they gone? 
| They enter. 
Lov. You may go in and ſearch, Sir. Here, I find 
The empty Walls worſe than Llett em, imok'd, 


— 


— 
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A few crack d Pots, and Glaſſes, and a Furnace; 

The Ceiling fill'd with Poeſies of the Candle: 

And Madam, with a Dildo, writ o the Walls. 

Only one Gentlewoman, I met here, 

That is within, that faid ſhe was a widow —— | 

Kaſ. I. 9 my Suſter. I'll go thump her, Where 

is ſhe ? 

Lov. And ſhould ha' married a Spaniſh Count, but he, 
When he cameto't, neglected her ſo groſly, 
That I, a widower, am gone through with her. 

Sur. How! Havel loft her then? 

Lov, Were you the Don, Sir? 

Good faith, now, ſhe do's blame yo extremely, and ſays 
You ſwore, and told her, you had tane the pains 
To dye your Beard, and'umbre o'er your Face, 

Borrow'd a Suit, and Ruff, all for her love; 

And then did nothing. What an Over-ſight, 
And want of putting forward, Sir, was this! 

Well fare and old Harquebuzir, yet, 

Could prime his Powder, and give fire, and hit, 

All in a twinkling. Mam. The whole neft are fled ! 

Lov. What ſort of Birds were they? 

[Mammon comes forth. 

Mam. A kind of Coughs, | 

Or thieviſh, Daws, Sir, that have pickt my Purſe 
Of eight-ſcore and ten pounds, within theſe five Weeks, 
Beſide my firſt Materials; 2nd my Goods, 
That lie i the Cellar : which I am glad they ha' left. 
I may have home yet, Lov. Think you fo, Sir? Mam, I. 
£ ov. By order of Law, Sir, but not otherwilc. 
Mam. Not mine own ſtuff? Lov. Sir, I can take ng 


knowledge, 
That they are yours, but by publick means. 
If you can bring Certificate, that you were gull'd of em: 
Orany formal Writ out of a Court, 

That you did cozen your ſelf, I will not hold them. 
Mam. I'll rather loſe em. Lov. That you fhall not, Sir, 
By me, in troth. Upon theſe terms they are yours. | 
What ſhould they ha' been, Sir, turn d into Gold all? Mam, 


No. 


I cannot tell. It may be they ſhould, What then? ; 
8 L ov. 
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Tov. What a great loſs in Hope have you ſuſtain d? 
Mam. Net I, the — 35 Fac. I, he 
would ba built ils AY | 1 
The City new; and made a Ditch about it 
Of Silver, ſhould have run with Cream from Hogſdeng, - 
That every Sunday in Morel de, the youngkers, 
And tits, and tom- boys ſhould have fed on gratis. 
AMam. Iwill go mount a Turni p- cart, and preach 
The end of the world, within theſe two Months. Sur hy 
What ! ina dream? Sur. Muſt I needs cheat my ſelf, 


* 


With that fooliſh vice of Honeſty |: 
Come, let us go, and hearken out the Rogues. 
That Face Il mark for mine if cer l meet him. 
Fac. It I can hear of him, Sir, Ill bring you word, 
Unto your Lodging; for in troth, they were ſtrangers 
To me, 1 thought em honeſt, as my elf, Sir. 
7 wt if ' [They come forth; 
Tri. Tis well, the Saints ſhall not loſe all yet. Go. 
And get ſore Carts--Low. For what, my zealous Friends? 
Ana. To bear away the portion of the righteous, +» 
Out of this Den of Thieves: ov. W hat is that portion? 
Ana. The Goods, ſometimes the Orphans, that the Bres 


Zis, . .taren 
Bought with their Silver Pence. Tov. What, thoſe? the 
: Cellar,” bt! 


The Knight Sir Mammon claims? Ana. I do deſie 
The wicked Mammon, ſo do all the Brethren, . | 
Thou. prophane Man, Iask thee, with what conſcience: 
Thou canſ advance that Idol againſt us,. | 
That have the Seal? Were not the Shillings numbred, 
Tbat made the Pounds? Were not the Pounds told out, 
Upon the ſecond day of the fourth weck, 
In the eighth month, upon the Table dormant, 
The Year ot the laſt patience of the Saints, 
Six hundred and ten? 
Tov. Mine earneſt vehement Botcher, YL 
And Deacon alſo, I cannot difpute with you, 
But if you get you not away the ſooner, ,., 
I ſtall contute you with a Cudgel. Ana. Sir. 
Tri. Be patient Ananias. Ana. | am ftrong, 


Nd will Aand up, well girt, againſt an Hoſt, _ - 


kn. wel — 


ak Y Wd 


*Andfatisfic him; tell him, all is done: 
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That threaten Gad in exile. Lov. I ſhall ſend you 
To Amſterdam to your Cellar. Ana. I will pray there; 
Againſt thy Houſe : may Dogs defile thy Walls, 
And Waſps, and Hornets breed beneath thy Roof, 
This ſeat of falſhood, and this cave of coz'nage. be 
Lov. Another too? Dru. Not I Sir, I, am no Brother: 
 _ [Drugger enters, and he beats him away. 

Lov. Away you Harry Nicholas, do you talk? 

Fac. No, this was Abel Drugger. Good Sir, Go. 
[To the Parſons. 
He ſtaid too long a waſhing of. his Face. | - 
The Doctor, he ihall hear of him at Weſtcheſter gs. 
And of the Captain, tell him, at Yarmouth, or 
Some good Port-townelſe, lying for a Wind. 

It you get off the angry Child, now, Sir | : 

K aſ.Corte on, you yew, you have match'd moſt ſweets 

ly, hz you not? | [To his Siſter, 
Did not I ſay, I would never ha” you tupt 
But by a dubb'd Boy, to make you a Lady-Tom? : 
*Slight, you are a Mammet! O, I could toute yor, now. 
Death, mun you marry with « Pox? Low, You lye, Boy; 
As ſound as you: and I am afors-hand with you. K2ſ Anont 

Lov. Come, will you quarrel? I will feize you, Sirrah. 
Why do you rot buck e to your Tools? XA. Gods light! 
This is a fine old Boy, as ere law! 

Lov. What, do you change your Copy, now? Proceed. 
Here ſtands my Dove: ſtoopat her if you dare. 

Kaſ. slight, i muſt love him! I cannot chuſe, i- faith) 
And 1 ſhould be hang for't. Suſter, I proteſt, | 
I honour thee for this match. Tov. O, do you ſo, Sir. 

a/. Yes, an thou canſt take Tobacco, and drink; 

o 224 
T']] give her five hundred Pound more to her marriage, 
Than her own State. Lov, Fill a Pipe- full, Jeremy. 
Fac. Yes, but go in, and take it, Sir. Lov. We will. 
I will be rul'd by thee in any thing, Feremy. 
Kaſ. M ght, thou art not hide-bound ! theu art a Jo 
1 
Come let's in, I pr'ythee, and take our whifs. 
Lov. Whiff in with your Siſter, Brother Boy, That 
Malter That 
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That had receiv'd ſuch happineſs by a Servant; 
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In ſuch a Widow, and with ſo much Wealth, 

Were very ungrateful, if he would not be 

A little indulgent to that Servant's Wit, 

And help bis Fortune, though with ſome ſmall ſtrain 
Ot his own Candour. Therefore, Gentlemen, 


And kind Spectators, if I have out- ſtript 


An old Man's gravity, or ſtriẽt Canon, think 
What a young Wife, and a good Brain may do: 
Stretch ages truth ſometimes, and crack it too. 


Speak for thy ſelf, Knave. Fac. So I will, Sir, Gentlemen 


My part a little fell in this laſt Scene, 

Yet twas decorum. And though l am clean 
Got off from Subtle, Surly, Mammon, Dol, 
Hot Ananias, Dapper, Drugger, all 

With whom I traded; yet | put my ſelf 

On you, that are my Country: and this Pelf 
W hich I have got, if you doquit me, reſts 

To feaſt you ojten, and invite new Gueſts, 
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